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THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES 0? 

THE 

AUTHOR OF “DOCTOR SYNTAX* 


It is somewhat strange that no life/’ or Memoir/’ of the mort Totanil* 
nous Englidi writer since the days of Defoe, has ever been attempted. 
William Combe (the English Le Sage, as he has been very aptly elyled)i 
wrote and edited between the years 1773 and 1823, upwards of one hundred 
books, oonduoted or contributed to a soore of journals, end ftiniiihed-<4f wu 
may ^lieve his own note-book— fully two thousend oolumne ttaHer ta 
the newspapers and magazines of the time. But the story of his eihequepad 
career— the humorous adventures, the joys and sorrows of a lili oi whidili thi 
earlier stages were passed in extreme riches, and the later in ax tr eali 
poverty— has been left untold; and if some of our wretohedlyeeant Bkfru* 
phioal Dictionaries have aocorded him a meagre notioa of a few lfaM% 
from most of them his very name is absent Even the elder DiamaU^ 
who was a ootemporary, and delighted in gathering aneodotee ai^ 
scandal of literary eccentnoities, appears to have passed over Oomba, wkeaa 
career entitled him in every way to a place in the Calamitihs of 
thoTB,” or in the third volume of the Curiosities of literatose/’ pulM 
liahed when Dr. Syntax was at the height of bis popularity. 

Ihereaaonof tiiis silenoemay probably be traced to the ihettiiAQBnbi 
was never inapositionto write under bis own name, and adoean diflMtt 
alMteteoniewhat perplexed his bre|||||Mithore. We say never biayasi* 
tion,”&r itmustbe explained ms generally in debt, and bad 

frtt many yehrs been an inmate oiVntog’e-Beoob Erisod, aed to batfi 
dedired himself upon a title-page, wnikld have Mtoakigriattoeltt^ 
tltoprodte of the work, or elilur unpleaaaatasei,,very leadfllyeeuidid Iffr 
a nom dt phmt. 

iwlfrering together stray iheto about tine aathor Imn e variely gf 
iW«e%aadwitb tim aid of saem IfiS. <<Notoi’’ to (bmibifeom }Md- 
toytttog, webleve made out the Mlawiiig abeto memeir of eil toltitiMli 
Wfrbetoir, irimaa kboun daearn a tto 




lA XJFB AND ADVENTtTMNS OF TEE [I74i.e&] 

WXLLlAK OoltBB WBi borB at Briitoly in 1741. His jhther was a ner- 
thant of (Nmaidmble position, who in 1777 stood candidate for the city, 
bul died during the parliamentary oanyass. The son was at first instmoted 
"hj atotor at home, but afterwards proceeded to Eton, where he was the 
eofeampQtaxj of Thomas Xord Lyttelton and Charles James Fox,* and we 
iNiliaee, also, of Bennet Langton— afterwards the friend of Dr. Johnson — 
and of William Beokford, the author of ** Yathek,” both of them Etonians 
at this period. In 1760-1 he went to Oxford, where he became better known 
as h yonng gentleman of elegant appearance and exp^ya tastes than as 
a laboiions student, — a character Combe always despisf d, a&d which from 
hSi ready talents he was never called upon to personate. A story is re- 
corded of him — ^as it has been of many other university Crichtons — ^that 
he was never seen to apply himself to study, and yet was never known to 
fisil in a tadc, — a puzzle that doubtiLess Combe’s vanity decided should not 
be vary easily solved. 

Combe left college somewhat suddenly, and without taking any degree. 
His friends at home, and his kind uncle Alexander— the rich London Alder- 
man,— had kept him very liberally supplied with money, but splendid dloth- 
ing, hunting parties, and suppers to youxig lords, quickly emptied the young 
collegian’s purse, and in the midst of the discomforts of fictitious splendour 
and real debt. Combe availed himself of his uncle’s invitation to reside 
yrith him for a diort time in London. The ready wft and good-nature of 
the nephew soon made him a favourite with the Alderman, who, if we are 
to believe the story in Dyoe’s ** Table Talk of Bomuel Eogers,” ^ways per- 
aisted in saying that he ** ought to havt been Combe’s father,” in other 
words^ that he had once been on the point of marrying his nejdiew’B mother. 
Ooptbe’s liabilities were paid, and a fresh oinde of acquaintance in 
Zotadnn soon made those little troubles of Debtor and Creditor (petty 
Inconvenienoeo to which every gentleman is liable) things of the past 
waf in 1763. After a few months’ stay in London, acting upon the 
WWmm of his uncle and at his own desire, he set out for the Continent— 
otosidetod at that time (more perh||yhan at present) the great finishing 
Ibr persons of fstiiion and1||H|^ Here he lived nearly throe 
jicara^ his time principally o^Rnuice and Italy. It was in tbo 

brtiltr that Combe mdt with flteme, who was then making that 

lour Europe, which resulted in the SoHtimomial 

ITndgiQg frets what we know of the two bharaoterB, they must have bctt 




[1766.] AVTROB OF ^^DOCTOS SYNTAX.^ 

oompanionB very inited to eaoli other. The diepinty of their 
and the great difference in their dispontionB and natnrMi made them 
mutually attractive. Sterne waa about fifty yeara of age, foU of a e unnin g 
knowledge of the world, a keen obaeryer of men and manneri, andvery fad 
of telling thoae little atoriea which are naually related in a low whiiperi ao« 
companied by a dy wink. To a clever and brilliant young man, whoaepoww 
of conversation had already become fomona in the cirolei wha;re he waa 
known, his companionship must have been very attractive, especially whan 
the good things said seemed to derive a licence — ^if not full authoxity-^faiE 
the derical position and advanced age of their author. 

Combe had no natural fondness for double entendre^ and beyond the 
amusement of the moment, does not seem to have oared for a' style of 
conversation which was then very popular; certain it is that in all hie 
numerous writings there is nothing of ^is kind. He had no vimons tastai| 
and the description of him given by a writer in the GentlmmCe Ma g a nm^ * 
August, 1823— a writer who reflects the true spirit of his time by a hearty 
contempt for cold water, — ^is no doubt a very true one. He says id Combe : 

A love of show and dress, but neither dissipation nor drinking, waa tha 
source of his embarrassments. He was, indeed, remarkably abs t emious 
drinking nothing but water till the last few weeks of his lifb, whan wfa 
was recommended to him as a medicine. But though a merewaitr^fimk&ff 
his spiritat the social board kept pace with that of the company. He pea* 
aessed musical knowledge and taste, and formerly sung in a very agrasaMe 
moaner. His conversation was always entertaining and instructive, and ha 
possessed a calm temper with very agreeable manners.” 

No particulars of this casual acquiuntance with Bteme, when onbis Sen- * 
timental Journ^, have been preserved, beyond the few facts menCaoned byHr* 
Ackerman’s correipondent at the time of Combe’s death ; but the chanmtar 
and peculiarities of Sterne seem to havemade a considerable impvessfa upon 
Combe, andin all probability prompted him to write those Lettere mppoiei 
to have boon written by Toriok and Elisa,” which appeared ten years after 
Sterne’s death, and were by many btflpri to be tiie genuine posthumene 
productions of the humourist Cct|||C%oo, if wemay believe a sonewM. 
doubtftil but factious story of the poet Begets, used to beast of>aa ee* 
fus^t^tsnee with ‘^Elist,” asenring the letter that it was with hbn, not wilii 
Stafa^thfUtElfawusinkvc; that Imussd'fn meet her affabeddsanfaU 
mitt n ea r Brighton; that Im yes once euipifad in bar bedsheimberj anA*%i 
t hfagb fayiadflw, leev% faes behfalfa; 

«ftir*hefaoimiilifaberaaahewaewilkiitywUh a petty an wM ibftit 
faifayie (id Bri^ftsn), midtheli as she pi a nd Wm , 
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MFS AND ADVENTUBE8 OF TEE [1766-68.] 

In 1768) Combe returned to England. Hia ULcle, Alderman Alexander, 
udm had been ailing for eome time, died aoon after this, and the nephew 
AndingluinBelf heir to sixteen thousand pounda— (Samuel Bogers used to say 
it was twenty^) resolved to beoome a lawyer. When the necessary arrange- 
ments were made, Combe entered the office of a Solicitor in the Temple, and 
iffcev the usual course of study and dinners, was called to the bar. Campbell 
tdlls us that although his ambition was to shine as a man of fashon, rather 
than as a lawyer, yet on one occasion he distinguished himself very credit- 
ably before the Lord Chancellor Nottingham. 

For a time matters passed on pleasantly enough. The sixteen thousand 
pounds was a large sum, so large indeed, that it seemed to promise every- 
thing its possessor might require. But in the end the uncle’s bequest be- 
came the nephew’s ruin. Combe had moved much in society before he left 
London, when he was in the receipt of a joint allowance from his father 
end his unde ; but now that he possessed a fortune, society expected much 
more from him. A separate establishment had to be kept up. The Court 
Guides of the time give his address as Bury Street, Saint James’s, then 
— ^ now— a veiy foshionable quarter. Here pleasure parties were given, 
when his handsome person and mental acoomplishments received a very 
flattering but dangerous approbation. His circle of acquaintance became 
larger and larger ; with the Duke of Bedford he was on the most intimate 
terms, and he was one of the very few gentlemen^ admitted as a visitor to a 
soeiety, or club, which some of the most fashionable ladies of the day had 
founded under the title of the ** Coterie.” Wherever he went, his company 
was courted and his accomplishments flattered. During the season, too, he 
vidted the foshionable watering places of Tunbridge, Cheltenham, and 
Bath. 

His appearance and position in society at this period, may be gathered from 
a paragraph which appeared soon after his death in the Erittol Obsenrer, 
1828. The editor had applied to a gentleman, one of Combe’s ooten^ora- 
** lies, Ibr some particulars of this popular humourist and discriminatiog eb- 
**earver of men and manners,” when Urn following were supplied Wil- 
<<]iam Combe, Esq., the author of Philoso^er in IMshd,* Ac. fo6.| 
^ caM to Bristol Hotwells about the ysar 1766. He wastonaadhandMW 
**inparaon, an elegant stfodar, and hi^y acocmiidished in hk maimmlalA 
^bcjUvfoar. He lived ina most pifoedystyfo, although a baQlMlor,kDipi 
** twoa i teiages, several horses, and a large xotmue of eervants. Hehiidlta^ 
*<dded«lMaoA for many years. He was genarafiy reoqgBbed 1^ tlm 

l^lortsa^ tins tune, be was often epffoiancf aa**l^^ 

Afoot we gaA«flm a letter wherein the w rite r aays:«-^lA Uidifl «f 
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prosperity, the splendour of his dress and si^ape in general, together irUli 
his highly oristooratio deportment, gained him the appellation of Duke 
Combe.” Bat already his false posil ion had become the talk of aoandal* 
loving aoquaintanoe, who saw very c/early that so mnbh show ooold not be 
kept i(p without a purse much longer than Combe possessed. Ihereis 
a Boandalons aneodote* told of him at this date, whidh if the other 
records of his life indicate anything of his true character, must at tho 
best, have been an after dinner exaggeration, if not a positive untruth, 
** Combe was staying at the house of Uved^e Price, and the Honour* 
able Mr. St. John (author of *^Mary Queen of Soots,”} was there also. 
The latter one morning missed some bank notes. Price, strongly ” sus* 
]H^cting who hod token them, mentioned the oiroumstanoe t6 Combe, 
** and added, * Perhaps it would be as well if you cat short your visit here.* 
** * Oh, certainly,' replied Combe with the greatest coolness, * allow me just 
**to ask, whether henceforth we are to be friends or acquaintances P* 
** * Acquaintances, if you please,' said Price. Long after this had happened, 
I was passing through Leicester Square with Price, when we met Combe; 
wo bo^ spoke to him ; but from t^t hour he always avoided me.” t 

It was about this period that a coolness occurred l^ween Combe and hie 
father. The unde's fortune had made the son less dependent upon tiie 
Bristol merchant, but his fine company and excessive display alarmed the 
latter, who although at first proud of 1:^ son's snocessin sooie^, became un« 
easy when he saw this love of show and splendour increase rather than dimmifk 
wi^age. It was a very fine thing to have your son called Count” or 
** Duke,” but it was not at all pleasant for a reverse to come, with heavy debts 
to pay. The father oautionod the young man, and the latter, in umlnage' it 
the counsel, ceased to visit his home, and preferred to follow Us ownooune. 
The end of it may be easily guessed. Aristooratio gaming was the omoe of 
that day as street betting is of this, and Combe sim]^y did as other gentle- 
men in society. Combe gambled, not from any love of gaming, but dmpl)r 
beoanse other fine gentlemen threw diee ; be beoame seonrity fer friends and 
ao q yaiutanoaa, and within finir yeam^Hie sixteen thousand pounds had dwin- 
41ed to wpne than nothing, fornotoid^ was (lieprinoipolgoiie,bnt«hiavy 
4ebt wds ineimsd, whidb the aon’a pride would not allow, him to aik his 

Asflh was Combe’s position in 1968, eadMurrassed by defat and beast bf 
6wdHltara. At first he iqppliad to fam fine friends just aath^ had afgUel. to 
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bim <m Ibnoer oooainoiii, and it was ozdj when he found that he oonld obtain 
no aiiistuioe from them that he became oonsoioaB of his true position. His 
lumse in Bury Street was given up, his office in the Temple was deserted, 
and, like many other foolish young men who have overrun the constable, 
he in the ez!h«mity of the moment and disgusted with the abandonment 
of Ins finanda, enlisted as a common soldier. After a few months he was 
drafted to Wolverhampton, where he was recognised ,by an acquaintance 
Otawfisg through the streets after a long march, dusty and lame, in search 
of his quarters. **Whatr’ exdaamed the acquamtaJbe, **is it possible I 
'behold my old friend Combe, and bearing a knapsack, too P” *^Pooh!” 
•aid the f^en hero, *‘a philosopher ought to bear anything.” This trifling 
mat exhibits that invariable good humour which never deserted him. 
Under every circumstance or position he was pretty nearly always the same — 
a gentleman, happy and good-tempered. At tho public-house at which he 
was billeted, his literary acquirements excited such astonishment that the 
house was nightly filled with people who came to wonder at the soldier who 
knew Greek. Eoger Kemble was then at the same town, with his strolling 
Company, gave bi«i a benefit, which furnished the means of obtaining 
his discharge. On the occasion he iqnike an address, in which it was inti- 
mated he would solve the mystery of his extraordinary situation. After 
noticing the various rumours respecting him, he concluded thus . — ” Now, 
« ladies and gentlemen, I am going to tdl you what I am— 1 am, ladies and 
** gentlemen, your most humble and grateful servant saying which, he 
qaiflikly put on his hat and disappeared. But the poet Campbell narrates 
fte story* of Combers connexion with the Kemble family somewhat dif- 
ferently. He toUs us that Eoger Kemble — Mrs. Siddons’ father remarked 
** that die had fine natural powers of elocution, and he wished them to be 
cultivated by regular tuition. For this purpose, when die was about 
^fifteen (1770), he engaged a stranger to be her reading preceptor, who 
** would ^ve undertaken the office if Mrs. Kemble had not interposed her 
** veto. This individual was William Combe, reoenUy known as the autlior 
** df * Dootor Syntax’s Adventures.’ This eooentrio being, aftor mis-speuA* 
** lug 0 hsndsnmo fortune, had come to Wolverhampton as a common acidify 
told aftor obtaining his discharge sad peoimiary rdief from sosBe friendly 
*i^yawli in fle glace, had set up as a teadier of elocution. Boger EassUo 
'^had iMdasd him a pupil in his ddest daughter, and wsdt hoM to boast 
** el l^aaBoaqilidied tutor he had engaged. But Mra. Xtohhie mesa wisefy 
* ditosIdBad ^ oudi an advantuM ahoold not give laaieaui to bar lUl’’ 
i0ltogbdll dim n^rt r trf ^ fee feet feat^ fee mother haring had swaafem 

tiUlltitttH Hk fc A . ■■■■!- ■■ .ifc HH II I 

• Utoeflfaattdaflia X«afeB,uaA«d.i,9p.ia-4d 
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Moe&tly to leprimaad her daughter for enoonxfkgiiig the addmiee ol Hr. 

■y yery naturally regarded the tuition of a young and handeonae 
teacher with oonaideirable anxiety. For erer after, CSombe zenemhefed tibia 
alight of the family, and never failed to apeak of lira, Siddona* motbar, aa 
well aa of the aotreaa heraelf, in the very odldeat tezma. He need to tiQ 
Bogera that he recollected having seen lira. Siddona, when a veiy ymiiig 
woman, atanding by the aide of her father’a atage, and knocking a 
anuffera againat a candleatiok, to imitate the aound of a windmill, during 
the r^reaentation of aome harlequin piece.* 

Soon alter thia a wealthy divine, who had known him in the beat London 
aoeiety, reocgniaed him as under- waiter at a tavern in Swanaea, aotnally 
trippmg about with the napkin under hia arm, and ataring at him, ex- 
claimed, “ You cannot be Combe ?** — Yes, indeed, but 1 am,” waa the 
waiter’a answer. Combe was never embarrassed at these aalutaitiona of dd 
acquaintances, but took them in the best possible spirit, and with as muoh 
good humour as if misfortune had never befallen him. It waa only hk 
family that he studied to avoid, and shortly after, hearing that th^ wane 
in search of him, he proceeded to the coast, and crossed over to Franset 
where, after numerous adventures, he entered the French army. At 
another time he assisted m the refectory of a French monaatery--j9ai]nUd 
Bogers used to tell a story of Fitzpatnck’s meeting him at Donay Collagi ■■ 
and such was hia akiU in aoup-making that it is aaid he was all hot 
prevailed upon to assume the cowl. While the monka were eflbfltbig Mi 
conversion, and during the requisite probation, news from England cMi 
to hand, which made him alter hia plans, and ahortly after he fbund 
hia way to London once more. This waa the end of ” Count CombeV* wild 
oata. He was in London in 1771 — 2, end, like many more gentSemen 
who have failed in other walks of life he thought he would try liter atur e — 
that wretched prafisssion which is usually deemed a sort of last rostoig- 
place for broken-down gentility. Such, indeed, was the idea of one gMp 
tisBum who gave a fsw reminiscences of Combe to a newspi ^ juet aftsr 
hia d ea t h Mr. Coomhe,” [rio], remarks the writer, poaae a ie d greal 
<<talBnt% ai^ a very fine person, aa wdl as a good fortune, whieh, unhappityf 
** ha soon diaiipated among the high connexions to which hJs tslmtiaiidii- 
** tphnumti introduced him, and he suhsequsntiypamed throng maatyvl^ 
** mdea of Efo^ which at len^ eompsUedhim to resort to UtsriMate 
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Gombe’s aeoeptanoe of literary toil was a kind of compromise between 
ku pcide and what his better nature plainly told him was his duty. Dis- 
gvited with the emptiness of fashionable society, which now seemed to him 
only formed to deoeiye and ruin such good natures as his own, he at first 
rushed from it as a moral suicide, but after yarious experiences and the re- 
fieotion that time always brings, he began to see things in a y ery different light, 
and eyentoally come to the conclusion that the most honourable course for 
him to pursue, would be to turn his talents and taste for literature to profit- 
able account, and earn a liying like a man, if he ooul^ot as a gentleman. 

Combe’s history is not less remaikable for the reok&ssness of his early 
days, than for the industry of his mature age. His earliest literary pro- 
duotions that haye come down to us were almost entirely of local interest, 
infroduciug Bristol characters and incidents, as may be seen in The Fhilo- 
aopher of Bristol;” ^*The Flattering Milliner, or Modern Half Hour,” a 
little drama, performed at Bristol in 1775. 

It is more than probable that he contributed to the newspapers and re- 
views at the outset of his new career, but as we have no evidence to this 
effect beyond Combe’s own assertion that he wrote two thousand columns 
for the papers, and contributed to so many minor publications that he would 
not ** pretend to even guess at the number,” we can only suppose that he 
passed through the usual apprenticeship of young authors. 

It has been said— and we thought so ourselves until wo made a very full 
inquiry— that Combe wrote that admirable satire, ** An Heroic Epistle to Six 
William Chambers but although there is much to support an argument 
that be was the author, there are better reasons for giving the authorshipto 
the poet Mason. Combe was related to Mason through the latter’s wife, (who 
was afterwards buried in Bristol Cathedral,) and might have assisted his 
rdatiye in writing the satire, as the style is certainly not like Mason’s, and 
is veiy much in Combe’s early manner, only for the fact that the latter at 
this time was away from his Mends in poverty and retirement, and Horaoe 
Walpcde very distinotly speaks of Mason’s oorrespondenoe with him upon the 
«nli|{eet of the poem before publication, and of his having seen the original 
MS. Ibe late Eev. John Mitford, a very high authority upon all matten 
solaitingtothahistovy of ^ inclined to the bdief that Combe wrote iiw 
^^Ssraie Spittle,” and the Britirii Muieoli authorities, still in doubt upon 
Ifrswiittlw, underline the titles to the diifrtent editions in their oatalegue^ 
W. Mason, or W. Combe [P]” The ^^Epistie” prointed n 
best of ^^berolo” pampUetB, and in the frllowing year, t7TI» tbsit 
tapiNBod, A familiar Epit^ to the Anther of the ^fievrie ]i^|Me be 
fS'W. Ohifli^era,’” uddeh was quiohly frSowed by, ^«An SMuMb* 
mUf/t to the fiABe, oeouaioiied by their livoiinUe reosptifln of n iMl 
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* Heroio Epistle to Sir Wm. Chambers by the Author of that Epistle, 1774.** 
Either or both of these satires may have been from the pen of Combe, who 
must have greatly enjoyed the my^fioation of Mason, who is made drat to 
builesque Sir W. Chambers, and then himself. The titles of these ** Epis- 
tles ” do not appear in Combe’s autograph list of his own compositions, but 
that list can scarcely be depended upon, as it was written off without any 
sequence, and from an impaired memory. If Mason obtained the assistance 
ol his clover, but bankrupt relative, then we must consider the ** Epistles** 
os coming under that class of works of which Combe remarks in his 
*^^otes,’* should be glad to acknowledge my share of the labour in 
*Hhcm, and they are not a few, hui they mutt be nameleet. Such were the 
** actual or implied conditions of the lemuncration I received.” 

These literary successes— supposing thorn all to have proceeded frem his 
pen— seem to have further determined Combe in his future career, as he was 
now, and had been for some time previously, engaged upon the sober task of 
oompihng, ** A Description of Patagonia, and the Adjoining Farts of South 
America,” from the papers of T. Falkner, a Jesuit. It was publidied in 
1774, and at once gave him a name as a suocessfhl compiler and editor. His 
next production marks an unfortunate episode in his career. In the midst 
of his first literaty sucoess. Combe bad got married; who the lady was, hif 
friends do not inform us, neither have they given any particulars of tha 
union, except the one prominent fact, that it was a very unhappy natch^ 
and that when the lady died, thirty years later, very little sorrow was ex* 
pressed by the husband. Campbell, however, in his Life of Mrs. Siddons,** 
tells us who she was:— Combe,” he says, “married the mistress of % 
‘ ‘ noble lord, who promised him an annuity with her, hut cheated him ; cud 
“ in revenge he wrote a spirited satire, entitled * 13ie Diaboliad 
The fiiU title of this poetical effusion was “ The Diaboliad, a poess, dedi* 
eated to the Worst Man in His Majesty’s Dominions,” 4to, 1777, and it 
had for a motto, 

"To reign is worth ambition, tbongk in Hbll.^^MiiTOV. 

TSmre can be no doubt that Combe had made a serums mistelHi, but timt 
be bad shewn Jiimsdf the diagraoeM eharactir whidi GaapbeiU deaaribi% 

a ba queeticoed; indeed, if it bad not bean given on ao rapeetaUe an 
iriW* ^ >boi^ not have tlurnght it worth while tenetioe ftie ua iifi 
gorlsduQoaaatum. But biography is often ipieed with aanaing aBiaditiii^ 
whNhMpq^yfletitioua, and this may have besn ana el Ibon. Anatbnr 
aaydet%wa<bn very dilBMunt moral, waegim in 
aaqji idler Cbmbi^ death. ItwastotheeffMftat;— 

A f^Manm anoa gnio IfA Combe tim ftlead^ Ubt 4b^ 
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**lK«ry alidy possesaing a fortune of £40,000, ^might with ease he wooed, 
**«icid'wHjhmit pains be won.’ But thia anggeation * the Count’ apumed from 
eoatemptuoualy. The lady aeon afterwarda beoame the prize of a aol- 
dier, of seemingly more precarious fortune, who, we beUeve, still aurriYes 
^fier— an example of greater prudence and oiitumapeotion than he by whom 
^tdhe waa rejected.” 

It must be acknowledged that Combe’s ideas of love and matrimony were 
of the moat noble and dkivalrous description. Whenever these t(^ios are 
introduced in his works, they are always treated fron^a gtnerous and ele- 
vated point of view, that borders on the romantic. Whatever Combe’s folly 
in his early years may have been, he never seems to have lost his respect 
and tendemeas for ^e opposite sex, and when, at the advanced age of 
seventy years, he wrote those love-letters to Marianne, which were published 
alter his death, he seems to have united the ardour of a first attachment to 
the expeaienoe and garrulousness of three-score years and ten— combining 
in himself the double character of a lover and a grandfather. 

We now return to The Diaboliad.” As a composition it was superior to 
^ the Heroio Epistle,” and it at once became the talk of fariiionable and 
litenry society. The hero and heroine were a nobleman and a duchess 
vdio did not eiyoy very enviable reputations at that time. In it Combe 
gives the anecdote of an Irish nobleman and his son who quarrelled, the 
hatred between whom grew so intense that the father ohallenged the son 
to fight a duel. This the latter refused, alleging that he did so, not 
beoauie the ohsllenger was his father, but— because he was not a gentle- 
man I To so Idtter a satire Combe, of course, did not dare affix the name of 
the nbbls lord whom he styled ** the worst man in His Majesty’s Dominions,” 
but he finirited the dedication to his lordship by saying that he only with- 
name from the title page because it was ** to he continually seen in 
annual pages of the hlmhing Register, and was never suffered to 
erased from the journals of his lordship’s tradesmen.” Two or 
4hipss sditionB of the Diaboliad” being quiddy called fbr, our, 
‘•athst^a fuoeess prompted him to write other satires on society under very 
sMdSiUr iitlss. Thnji there followed in rapid luopession Addfiioiik tb 
tim bialboUad . . . by the some Author,” 1777. ” — ^ The Diidw* 
Lii^ W n Match in Hell; a poem, dsfiioated to the Worst Woman in 
Uf Mil|)sily*a Dominions; [by Belphcgor; ie. W. Combe]” 1777: fibla 
nas0ed-4frtett|^4ihfee or frar editions, and produoedwhat preteniid to hr 
A tnpllV iMder the titie of *<Anti-Dihbo-lidy . « , e&eahMnfi la 
«l|oiselho MkveleiiM Jtiabo-kfy, tbo. ; [by 

• fht demsjid fer poetiesl aatires bring still unabated, Oosnfce ' 
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in rapid snooeiiion, *‘Th6 First of April, or the Trinnph of FsUp;** 
“A Dialos^in the Shades, between ]>r. Dodd (reoentLy ezeoiM) and Ghiso 
Price,” aWririi M.P.; Heroic Spirit to a NoUe D— — <*HerQioX|li^ 
toSir JorimaBeynolds;” <*AL6ttertotheDn<dieioofBevra8hire” onfuMds 
education; a Second Letter” to the same lady ; a poem on << The Dnehess 
of DeYonriiire*8 Cow ;” “ An Heroic Epistle to the Noble Author of the 
Duchess of Deyonshire’s Cow ;” and several other oompositiono. All these 
appeared in 1777. But his keen humour”* was displayed to even gnatee 
advantage in a translation from the French, publuhed in this year, of the 
celebrated letters ascribed to Pope Gkmganrili, and sinoe ducoverad to be 
forgeries. John ClelaiLd, who had gained an infamous notoriety by hie 
licentious novels, had translated these letters from the Italian into French^ 
and from this French translation. Combe re-translated them into Bngliih. 
At first only two volumes appeared, but as the work was eageriy read and 
bought, two more were invented which led to a detection of the fraud. 

In 1776 there appeared, from Combe’s pen, a aecand part” of the original 
«< Diaboliad,” but like most ieeond parts, it was inferior to the first ill 
power. During this year he wrote several other poetieal satires, aQ of 
which were popular, and generally passed through two or three editiem. 
Our author at this date seems to have taken quite a praotieal view OC 
the value of his past experiences, thinking the ladies and gentisaMn whoii 
he formerly knew in society— especially those who he thou^t deserved it^ 
quite fair game for his pen now he had quitted their oosnpsny. Ihm 1777 
to 1764 he edited, and principally wrote, the **Boyal BogislOi^” eoa^ 
taming a series of caustic sketches of political and other wdlTklloeni nboiiil 
ters. No mention of Combe as the editor was made inthe worikplNitiMlMiiiW 
before alluded to the absence of his name from all the title-pages to Ms bosittb 

and given the reason. 

One ^'Heroio Epistle” made some noise at this time. It wae addreamd 
to Sfr James Wright, whose trading propensitiee aadweakiiesaai unOtestn 
of the Bed Chamber to Oecnge in., bed beoomethe gossip of the fiuhteaU* 
world. Cconbe seems to have possessed a violent dislike to thisasan, titan 
hebaddoubttametinaooiety inbisbetter daya. OurautiuraeoaMfiMni 
of acting as tanesity broker to the king end quean, to whoso psiaeos eavsnsl 
oargois of tcadiy Tartu” ware sent Wriest whan haxesIM fft Tsnta 

Anetitaekazge against the Groom wae hkwseHqg Ae ta 
enudi sMms of Beyalty the hug’s leee, linen, ta, bring diU 
vide| \if lot nmong the gentiemsn ef tlm Bed Chamber^ ’^llwve lita 


iMSSi ^asaeh kim haaioitr wkMh he h 

PeUSeObssaeinin^ 

tidhlsiniitar 
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Combe, ** when a daye of St James* gbwed with importance 
**inim an impudent exposnre of the tail of hit shirt, to shew an aatonished 
^emafany the Crown and 0. B. which were worked upon it” 

In 1779, he produoed the ** Letters supposed to have been written by 
Toriok and Eliza.” As an attempt at a make-bdieve correspondence, 
It was in eyery way suooessful. In the same year another poem came from 
his pen, bearing the title, ** The World as it Goes.” It is to this satire 
that Horace Walpole allndeaan his letter to Mason the Poet.* 

” I heard t’other day of the ^ World as it Goes,* a poem published last 
<< spring, but which 1 had neyer seen. It is by that ifthmous Combe, the 
** author of the ^Diabdliad.’ It has many easy poetic lines, imitates 
“ Ghiir<dull, and is full as incoherent and absurd in its plan as the worst of 
** tile Utter’s. 1 do not wonder that it made no noise.” 

Walpole had his own reasons for speaking thus unfayourably of Combe, for 
the satirist had written somewhat sharply of Strawberry Hill and its dtlei^ 
UnUs proprietor. **The World as it Goes” passed through three editions, 
and there is good reason for belieying that it answered the author’s purpose 
M M W of his other and better known satirical hits. 

Combe’s success as a literary man does not seem to haye remoyed his 
liabilities, and although we haye good reason to believe that he did all that 
Uy in his power to pay his oreditors at this time, still his former debts were 
of Boch a size and nature that he became an inmate of the King’s Bench 
Prison, in Southwark, some time before 1780. lu that year he produced 
** lha Fast Day^a Lambeth Eclogue,” but whether he then Uyed in the 
Beach Prison, or resided within its rules, weoannot now ascertain. It is very 
proltfhlB that at the date of this publication he was living at No. 12, Lam- 
beth B4MLd, the house in which he resided until his death, nearly half a 
eantory Uter. 

In tiiis same year appeared his well-known ” Letters of the late liOrdLyt- 
laltoii.” This was Thomas, the second Baron Lyttelton, better known as *^tho 
wUM Lord Lyttelton,” remarkable for his talents and profligacy, and flw 
riiaioiniiktiA cirouastanoes attending his death, which, he said, had been 
IMMd by an appscition, hut which it ia now beUevedwasanaet of suicida. 
(Ssptba pawonated the eharactar of tins dissolute nobleman— with whom ho 
hO^hapn atatimol at EtovwHmd the spurious letters are marked by easai 
tiogriwef Mldsflcsrisn^ farm of style. In after liU— during his fladnum 
dnjb'** Combe flN^uently mot his Lordship in sooisty— not always with wy, 
ptmaaBt Msults, if we may bdieve a Bttia story, semiewhat diUmmitiy Md 
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by two poets, Thoms lloofe and Thomas CaaspbA As » ooaiparimiif 
both nazratiTos may amuse the reader, we giro them aide by iide>- 

Thomas Moore, Thomas CamphstL 

« Combe Jnekod Lord Lyttelton Some of the most exoltMhw 

* < dowMttdrs at some watenng-plaoe, ** ladies of fashion had institiited a 

for haTing ridiculed Lady Archer society whidi was oalled the Oote- 

«< by colLing her a drunken peacock, ne, to whidh gentlemen were ad* 

on account of the sort of rainbow* <*mittol as Tisitors. Among tUri- 

** feathers and dress she wore. Lord ** favoured number was the Duke* 

*^L. also had rolled a piece of blaao- << Combe. One evening, Lady Archer^ 

mange into a boll, and covering it who was a beantaful woman, btft 
*‘with vanegated comfits, said, too fond of gaudy ooloura, add Wlm 

** * This IB the sort of egg a drunken ** had her faoealwayslavuhlyroti|pd, 

« peacock would lay.’ '^was sitting in the Coterie, when 

<<Lord Lyttelton, the graosleas sen 
«of an estimable pear, entered the 
‘<room evidently intoxicated, and 
<< stood before Lady Archer lor seve* 
^'rol minutes, with his eyes fixed on 
<*her. The lady manffestsd gleet 
** indignation, and asked why he thae 
« annoyed her. * I have benthSali^ 
*<ing,’ said Lord Lyttelton, 'iriiat I 
’*oan oompare you to, in yonrgaafiy 
**ooburiiig, andyou give me noid^ 
«bnt that of a drunken poftodslu’ 
** The lady returned a sharp answw, 
«<on which he threw the eontonto ef 
<<a glass ef wine in her Ibee. AH 
**wa8 eonftiaion in a moment, hut 
<< though eevscal aohlenisn end gm* 
**tlemen were pre s e nt , noose of theito 
**tooknpthe orase of the ineeftltf 
»lBma]e,tai Mr. Csnabe mne te- 
^Watd, and hjf Ut r asM a M«* 
**9uarfOUfgtd lie g fbed s r to e i Wi n 

- 

^ ^ll«siysrXIWmMospabToLlL,p.ll^ 

2Mid8ahl88A^liP./«a 
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3|llli|ia3^4B9ir^ BEtional for tlie Iridi poet^ i& Jus diori» 

^)i|toiu8s<artcf tiw^uswd, to ItavisdeieribedifawiiBin^ 

mjj^imifoitosifo^ 

tsems to hm letsmed a livdy reooUsobin of bis Jjordship’s 
jfcyflforities, sud to hats thrown into ths assumed ‘^Letters’* the Mi 
fti ls i glh of l^udtatits power. Ths family, of oonrse, denied their authen- 
but they were sn<di adnurahle imitationB of the Peer’s style, and oon- 
#lHld so many good things, that folly one half of the literary world helieted 
flultai to he genuine prodncdons, and they found such a r^y sale, that a 
gsoond edition was published in 1782, and a third som^ime afterwards. 

An attempt was made in the Quarterly Reyiew” fOTDeoember, IBM, to 
pIrotstolA these letters were genuine, and that Lyttelton was also the author of 
^^dbldnh’sLetteni.*’ The endenoe was wholly moonolusiTe , and the ** Quar- 
tarty ** denied in tenns unneoessonly harsh, we think, Combe’s daim to their 
ooinpoBilMn. The rsTiewer says — 

** These letters haye been attributed to the pen of William Combe, 
the welhkiiowii author of Dr. Syntax. That he gave them to the press— as 
^*be MS, we beheye, at one time known to Thomas Lyttelton— is likely 
«« enough ; end it is probable also that he tampered with toem in a yery un- 
^ Wsrnmtable manner Indeed we do not think it would be difficult to dis- 
M Ins bnffoonish mterpolations. But that the letters are substantudly 

*^gsttuine, we make no manner of doubt It would lead us too far out of our 
** way to establish at this point our assertion by particular proofo. Suffice it 
for the presentto say that the general style and matter of the letters are for 
** sbM any powers CMbe erer poBsessed.” Shortly after the appearaaoe 
of ffids disdunfol notioe of the author of ** Doctor Syntax,” Combo’s own 
sntagtaph ** Notes” were published by Mr Cole, m the ” Gentleman’s Ma- 
gjip^^ which oonnluBiyelyproyed that the so-called ” Lord Lyttelton’s Let- 
aetusUy came from his pen 

Mtm 1760 to 1785, Combe was mainly engaged upon the periodMl 
IMM tend only one short poem by him received the honour of a aepaiato 
^ 1& 1787 there appeared the first yolume ot the great week 

Origin of Casameroe,” profossedly by Adam AndeniA, bat 

It extended to four volumes, oim of wIS^ 
es<fo BUooeedmg year. Not only was it the most extanaisfo 
for ffimamst baportas^ upon thu snlgeel wUsklMltp^ 

to hate done eoBM»tfvetylitite l fteii i ywgri6ii^ 
’’Anderson’s ^’nmmisiir fon 

1ttafosidlnto.LdnidAtidtideslnosin. ^’lustiftostiaiL’’ wnAnftfinsiiiiiilv 

IfO, ntpilM in • 
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of a politioal pamphleteer. We haTe ^tneaaed hja nieoeaa in the ikld el 
poetioal satire, from which other, and more daring, pens had driyen him \ 
we now find him bni^ in an entird j imw Q>here, that of an energetic party- 
writer. Peter Pindar had then become the rage, and after producing, to the 
intense merriment of the town, no less than five-and-twcnty satirical ** Odes,” 
all more or less directed against the well-known weaknesses of George the 
Third, he caused a general roar of laughter by his ” Lousiad, a lleroic- 
Comic Poem,” which had its foundation in the fact that an obnoziouB insect 
—either of ^e garden or the body— had been disooyered on the King’s plate 
amongst some green peas, which disooyery produced a solemn decree that all 
the servants in the royal kitchen were foi^with to have their heads duiTed. 
Combe had been bitter enough in his Diaboliad,” but he had never dared 
to go the length of Woloot, and the latter in oonsequenoe edipied the 
former as a popular satirist. 

It has been suspected that Combe’s connexion with the Pitt ministry 
oommenced about this date ; this is the paid connexion alluded to by him 
in his letter to Lord Mulgrave, given further on. Sayers and other carica- 
turists had been subsidised by Pitt; and ready writers, of Combe’s powers, 
were secured as opportunity offered. Our author’s first attempt in this 
new line was a ” Letter from a Country Gentleman to a Member of 
Parliament.” It appeared in ‘1789, quickly passed through five editionB, 
and was replied to by more than one writer on the Fox aide. The end of 
it was an ” Answer” to Combe’s own pamphlet, from Combe’s own pen— a 
common trick with the party-writers of that day. The state of the nation 
at this time was most unsatisfactory. The King was insane, with but a 
poor prospect of speedy recovery, and the debts and intrigues of the Prinos 
of Wales were the common gossip of all classes, and formed the prinoipel 
topics of the caricatures of Gilray and his brother artists. George the 
Third’s happy recovery, towards the end of 1789, and the Prince of Wales’s 
first interview with his royal parent after his somewhat premature acceptancs 
of the Begen<y, formed the subject of Combe’s next party-pamphlet It 
bore the title of ^*The lUyal Interview; a Fragment,” and was snythiBg 
but oom]^entary to the Prince. The good fortune of his finmer pam p hle t 
also attended this, which paiaed through psfcxil editiens. 

In the following year Combe issued tfeaiei^ Tqyaga from China is 
Amecioa,” an extensive woric, together with his will-*kiiown Devil upon 
two Stioks in England, a Continuation of Le Sage.” The latter work, at 
first in lour, and eftarwarda in siz^vblumea, was axsaading^y popular. Al- 
lEbaofjtk in proae, it was more afte^lhe styli of Gombe^e early asthes frwi 
hurnmfMeiitpahlieatiQns, iSi^paoi^wfids^ sae ih a Mppth is 

frQissafiAgiSnfrriswiuppsdly aii^^ laitlihsiallisr hat Mfo* 
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dtioed many very dutinguislied pnblio ohaiaoten, and a cotemporary of 
Combe remarks of it 

**If we may jndgo from our knowledge of the history of some of the 
iiidiyidoals whose portraits are transferred to the pages of Mr. Combe’s 
nord of * The Devil upon Two Sticks in England/ that work may be taken 
** as conveying his view of the characteristios of the circle of society in which 
** he was himself an actor, with no common resources for writing a history of 
the Fashionable World of his own Hmes.” 

It was well known at this period, 1791, that Pitt and the Prince of 
Wales were on unfriendly terms. 0ilray had satirised the Fiince under 
the title of a Yoluptuaiy,” and Combe— doubtless acting upon Ministerial 
lostruotions— followed up the engraving with The Eoyal Dream ; or, the 
in a Panic.” There is, however, good reason for believing that most of 
aiur author’s compositions in this, and the three following years, were in the 
form of contributions to the public journals. The French Revolution was 
then agitating politics abroad, and at home party spirit was increasing in 
violence, in view of the approaching dissolution of Parliament. Combe pre- 
pared several ** Considerations” on this latter subject, with ” Borne Account of 
the Existing Parties,” and the pamphlet was issued by the Ministerial pub- 
lisher. He followed this up with ** A Word to the Traders”— a protectionist 
pamphlet, that showed him no mean proficient in political economy. 

Combe’s next publication was iqion a sulrjeot entirely different from any 
that he had written upon before. It was a ** Critique on the Royal 
Academy,” and the knowledge of the fine arts and nice discrimination dis- 
^yed in it recommended him to Alderman Boydell, for whom he wrote the 
descriptive text to Farington’s beautiful views of the Thames. This work, 
in Combe’s hands, assumed the form of a History,” and extended to six 
hundred pages of letter-press. A large work on '*The British Embassy in 
China,” ” Colnett's Yoyage to the South Atiantit,” and a translation from 
the German of ” Suwarow’s Campaign,” with several political pampUets, in- 
dicate his labours up to the close of the century. The editors of the ” Asiatio 
Register” having discovered Combe’s talents for treating foreign literary 
eali(jeots, secured his services for that publication. 

Domestic trials fell heavily upon Combe in the first year of the pweent 
(Mutury. His wife— with whom he had never been happy— now tiiowed 
symptoms of insanity, and these increased to such an alarming extent, that 
she had to be placed under the care of a Mr. Casey, with whom yhe re- 
mained until her death, in January, 1614. These troubles, however, do not 
seem to have stayed Combos industrious pen, and two important trandU- 
tignsui ^^tisnuini’i !baveb in Rgypti*^ with nmnerous iUustntioiiSi sad 
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“Bipand’s Aatiqoities of Egypt” — iron botli pnbliihed dining tlw 
year. 

In 1801 Combe prepared Mackenzie’s Voyages in Noi-tb America”— a 
very important work ; Viscount Grant’s ** History of the Manritias,” and 
lome more political pamphlets. As some relaxation fh>m graver compositions, 
We find him engaged on a very strange work, with a long, puffing title, from 
notes and suggestions which had been supplied to him by one Captain 
Hanger,” a harum-Hcarum gentleman, who seems to have lived quite as 
much in low as in high society. It is well that he did not put his name to 
the book, for its catch-penny character seems quite incompatible with the 
official and historical works then proceeding from his pen. His next pro- 
duction was a translation of the important correspondence which resulted in 
the Treaty of Rastadt, and this was followed by Anderson’s Beoret l!x* 
pedition to Egypt.” 

In 1803 Combe’s reputation as a political writer had attracted the atten- 
tion of the conductors of the Times,” and a position upon that journal was 
offered him. The Addington Ministry being now in power. Combe was no 
longer in the receipt of £200 a year from the Pitt party, and he at onoe 
accepted the proposal. Knowing his versatility, we may readily suppose that 
his labours in this now field were of a very general oharaoter, but his 
favourite subject was the politics of the hour, and the usual signature 
under which he wrote was Valerius.” A flaming broadside Address 
to the People of England,” on Bonaparte’s threatened invasion, which 
appeared upon the walls of London, signed ” Valerius,” attraoM oon- 
aiderable attention. In the following year his ” Letters” to the ” Times ” 
on the state of parties, the war with France, the 300,000 Volunteers who 
had rushed forth to the defence of the country, and other matters, were 
published in a separate form. Besides the contributions to the ” Times,” 
Combe had found time to conduct a periodical entitled ** The Pic*Nio.” 

In 1804, on Pitt’s re-accession to power, Combe was again employed by 
the Ministry to write on their bdialfi As various allusions are mads to 
late hours at the ”Times” office in the ‘‘Letters to Mariaime,” there is good 
reason for believing that he was still, and remained for some time after- 
wards, engaged upon the staff of that newspaper. There is the better 
reason for coming to this oondusicn, beoanae from 1804 to 1808 no separate 
pn blie atians were issued by him* 

Chi the death of Pitt, in January, 1800, the eondnot Of the OovenimeBt 
waa pleeed in the hands of Lord GmviUe, with Fox as Minister of Foreiga 
Affbirs. Chnribe’s salary of £800 per annum was again stepped, and it WM 
h^ tiiat he would find fimw with the new Minisfry , and retain bis 
farmer annual dla wi np » -i or , at Issst, have his atreari el wleiy ssiMwd ta 
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liim— fhKt Ite wrote the following long letter to Lord Mnlgrave,* whom he 
appesn to Iulto known in the days of the Pitt administration : — 

[March, 1806 .J 

“HtDeaeLord,— . . , i, 

“ I shall not make any apology for this letter, as it is a letter of 
“justification ; because it is impossible for Mr. S. B.t to have acted towards 
I* me as he has done, without having some charge to make against me, or en- 
“ tertaining the most perfect contempt for me. 

“ As I was introduced to him, my Lord, by your favon^ and under your 
“ sonotiony I think myself entitled to offer to your patience a representation 
“ of the oiroumstanoes to which I allude. 

“ The letter addressed by Mr. B. to your Lordship on my subject, and 
** which I saw when you did me the honour to call upon me, particularly spe- 
“ oiiied that the Treasury was willing to receive me into its service on the 
« aamft terms on which T had been engaged by Mr. Pitt’s former administra- 
** tion. These were, to obey such instructions as were given me, and when 1 
** had no instructions to act from myself and my own judgment, as the ooca- 
“ sion offered ; £200 was the stipulated salary. By Mr. L.’st obliging and 
“ Mcndly behaviour personally to myself, and the letters which he sometimes 
“ wrote to me, 1 have the best reasons to believe that he was satisfied with 
“ my conduct. 

“ On my first visit to Mr. B. he received me with great civility ; but the 
“ few times 1 saw him afterwards his disposition was evidentiy changed, and 
“ it rather surprised me, when I was honoured with your Lordship’s protec- 
“ tion, any inferior person should treat me with the distance which he did. 
“ When 1 possessed so much of the central heat of the system 1 did not dx- 
“ pect to find such a repulsive coldness at its extremities ; but so it was. At 
“ length one of the most deplorable events that could happen to any country 
“ distressed our own ; we lost the greatest man in it ; and the ministry of 
“ which he was the head, and Lord Mulgravo a very distinguished part, 
“ immediately terminated ; but I could not suppose it possible that, while the 
“ elements were dissolving, my small claim upon it would melt into nothing. 
“ But so it appears. 

“ I thought it would be respectful to wait Mr. B.’s leisure, and not toin- 
“ temipt him with my trifling concerns while engaged in the busy avocations 
“ of quitting his office. 

“ 1 did not oall upon him till lost Thursday, whenhe told me that, in the 

first place, I was in the case of a tenant-at-will, who, if he is turned out 
“ before quarter-day, is not obliged to pay the rent for that quarter ; but, my 
“ Lord, lam not a tenant (I beg your Lordship will not laugh at the non- 
** sense, finr 1 am very serious), but a servant at will, without a warning to 
“ quit, and with the wsm of two quarters fully due. 1 was then told that 
** if I had oome earlier I might probably have received my money, but that 


• This interssting letter eama into the hands of Mr. Bobert Cole, F.S.A.. with 
other papers of Gombe’e, some voare ailbpr the death of the lattw. It was first pub- 
lished in the i3MUmm*9 Mugagim, for May, Ifififi. 
t SturgmBoaaoi 
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** now it was too late. It must therefore apMar to you, my Lord, that 1 lose 
<< by a beoominf?, gentlemanly, and respeotful oonduot what might have been 
“ obtained by ilUberal importunity, by daily waiting in the Treasury lobbies 
“ and whisking my cards from thence into the Treasury chamber ; hut if it 
had been asked me what 1 had done, I should have frankly answered of late 
< < yery little. The latter months did not admit of yenturing my own un- 

<< authorised opinions ; but 1 neyer hesitated when 1 saw my way clear before 
* < me. 1 wanted instruction and 1 ^d not reoeiye it. To use a phrase fami- 
liar to your Jjordship, 1 looked for sense and it was not communicated. 
“ Those who are familiar with the conduct of my life, well know that 1 am 
** not in the habit of sparing myself ; and, after all, the seryice for which I 
was engaged, and was eyer ready to perform, was no eyil to me. 1 was 
always at my post. I was ready to reoeiye instructions and to obey com- 
<< mands ; hut, my Lord, permit me to say, that a man nmy according to his 
« measure bo as useful in detoiliz^ or opposing opinions in ms person^ oom- 
** munications with mankind, as in writing them. Tou will also, 1 doubt 
not, agree with me, when 1 add that the great art in all contests, is the 
** waiting for and seizing occasions. Tou, my Lord, are a good soldier, as 
well as an able statesman, and well know how to appreciate this sentimfint 
“ in the field or in the debate. 

1 am now too old, and haye seen too much, to justify my being as- 
“ tonidicd at anything ; hut it was not possible for me, when my moistened 
** eye followed the remains of Mr. Pitt to his eyer-honoured sepulchre, and 
“ my heart became cold within me, as if it were to be entombed there.»it 
was not possible for me to ima^e that after so many years of zealous, 
** faithful, and in some degree disinterested seryice to his administration, the 
wages of the last half-year would be withheld from me I I really feel a 
« yery painful mortification, nor shall I hesitate to add, that in my ntuation 
** the deficiency of an hundred pounds which I expect to reoeiye must be 
attended with disappointment and inoonyenience. But let that pass. 

** When Mr. Long quitted the Treasury, he, without any application on 
« my part, sent me a letter of kindness, ahd enobsed what was due to me at 
« the moment, and which he called a debt ; and, further, when my serrioes 
« were subsecmently offered, under Mr. Long’s sanction, to the administration 
« that succeeded, Mr. Addington stated his reasons for not receiyina them in 
“ the handsomest manner, and presented me with half a year’s salwy, that 
the suddenness of my dismisuon might not proye an inoonyenience to me, 
« 1 haye seme reason to belieye, though I cannot at present proye it, that 
I am sacrificed to Mr. Bedhead York. That person’s talents may be yeiy 
** superior to mine ; that they may, at least, be renderedmore useful, I haye 
« no doubt ; but his appointment was not accompanied with my dismission, 
’’ and therefore I was no less a seryant in the Treasury household, though 
“ Mr, Bedhead York, and fiffy oonyioted, recorded, and, Ood bless ’em, con- 
“ yarted Jaoobms had been admitted into it. The oonyersion of enemies is 
** no uncommon poli< 7 , but it is the policy of little minds, whmi it risks the 
“loyolfy of friends. 

*tyael^ accountable to your Lordship, under the drcumstencei 
which I haye stated, and I haye written this letter ; but your trcnhle is 
now at u rad. It is not eyen neoessary fi>r you to acknowledge re* 
^pt of It, for 1 Imyejpntitsdaliiyery beyond tM reach of aoddSii^ Jhm 
“ been at your dm and; deUvered it my^ 
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“ One irord more, my Lord, and I have done. j 

“lam truly gratelul to your Lordship for all your kindness, and for the 
“ last instonoe, though it has ooncluded in a manner so mortifying tome. I 
“ m my Lord, that 1 am grateful for yonr kindness, and you mil find that 
“ I nave been just to many other of your qualities, after I am gone whither 

1 am unxeluotantly hastening. 

Quo plus jEnoas, quo diyes TuUus et Ancus. 

** 1 do not wish you honour, for you possess and will maintain it ; and 
“ where honour is, a predominant constituent of happiness is not far off. I 
« have only to beg that you will accept of my assurance thatdLam, with great 
“ regard, my dear Lord, 

“ Tour most obliged and faithful humble servant, 

“ Wm. Combe. 

“ 12, Lambeth Bead, Surrey.” 

This letter had evidently been preceded by others upon the same businesi. 
What were the reasons for declining the re-engagement of Combe, do not 
very readily appear, but some perbonal squabbles with the principal officers 
of the Treasury, Messrs. Bourne and Long, appear to have inclined them 
towards Mr. Bedhead York, an active politioal writer of that day, who re- 
ceived Combe’s appointment. Lord Mulgrave’s reply was as follows : — 

•« Harley Street, March 13th, 1806. 

« DeAB SlE,— 

“ It would be superfluous to assure you that I sincerely regret your 
*• disappointment, as you know how readily I undertook to promote your 
“ views ; but 1 am desirous of reconciling you to that disappointment, as far 
“ os 1 can do so, by assuring you that I am perfectly oonvmoed Mr. Bturges 
“ Bourne entertains none of tnose sentiments respecting you to which you 
“ attribute his having quitted office without considering the state of your 
“ claims upon the Treasuiw. 1 am fully persuaded that the omission has 
“ arisen from oversight and not from neglect ; unfortunately, from whatever 
“ source the evil has arisen, the remedy is now out of reach. As to any pre- 
“ ferenoe Mr. S. Bourne may have shown to Mr. Bedhead York, or to any 
“ other person, 1 can say nothing, having never inquired into the literary ar- 
“ rangements of the late Administration, nor in any way interfered in tnem, 
“ with the exception of your single instance. 1 sincerely wish it had been in 
“ my power to prevent the disappointment with whidh that interference has 
“ terminated. 

“ 1 am, dear Bir, your very faithful and sMient servant, 

“ Mulgbave.” 

This oorrespondenoe affords a ourious insight into the distributioii of the 
seoret service money of that day, when each party in power thought it fhir 
game to employ the national funds to keep the other out of offied. Combe 
does not seem to have sueoeeded in his application to Lord Mulgrave, if we 
may judge by the fSoUowing letter* 


• The letter has neither addiwi nor signah^ 
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"May 29,1806, 

Mt deah Sib,— 

While I was this morninn^ eng^d in reading Lord H. Petty’s 
speech in the House of Commons, last night, on bringing forward a mea- 
** sure of the most beneiicial nature to the country, it struck me that seyeral 
boards were to be established to oar^ it into etfeot. It occurred to me also, 
’ * that these boards will want secretaries and under-seoretaries, and other sub- 
« ordinate persons ; and it further suggested itself to me, that 1 oould render 
<< myself extremely useful in one or other of these employments. As the ob- 
** ject of this very important arrangement is to preTent in future that nro- 
** fusion which was ue master-yice of Mr. Pitt’s administration, ana of 
<< course to cut away those jobberies which are the rank suckers of that 
branchy tree. Lord H.* wiU oonsecj^nently look to qualification alone, in 
** those whom ne employs to aid him in that salutary reform. If therefore 
** a long experience of the world, an enlarged view of its'a&irs, the habite 
** of diligence and intellectual toil, a mind not wholly unstored, a versatile 
faculty in constant practice, with a decorum of manners that suits condnot 
** to situation, be qualifications, 1 trust you will not impute to me an over- 
** weening self-love if 1 say that I am qufdified for the object to which I have 
** just thought of directing my attention. 

I do not look to be among the first in any proposed arrangement, nor 
« would I consent to be among the last I shoula most willingly obey a 
master ; but at sixty years of age, and with the remembrance of better 
days, I should hope to hold a respectable rank among my fellow-servants. 

** As Lord H. P. knows me not, I have to request the favour of you to 
« enclose this letter to him, and to say that you know me, and that you 
<< submit this account of myself to his attention merely in compliance with 
** my desire. This will be a sufficient passport for me wi^out another word. 

** 1 am never very sanguine in my hopes of anything that relates to 
« myself. At the same time, I shall add, that 1 should be proud of Lord 
Henry’s patronage, and grateful for his favours. If while he appoints 
** others to lop off me rotten and perishing branches from the tree, he snonld 
employ me to pick them up, to bind them into faggots and ooningn them 
to the fire, my wintry day would grow warm from the blaze.” 

notwithstanding Combe’s fault-finding with the administration of his old 
master, William Pitt, his flowery phrases, and aooommodating offiari of ser- 
vice, it is very olear that he failed to obtain a re-appointment under the now 
government. He seems, however, to have oontinued his connexion with the 
politioil press— issuing on one occasion a pamphlet upon The King’s Hl- 
neis”— up to the year 1808 , when he tnmed his attenihm to another, and a 
very dUlbrent kind of literatore. This was theology. In Combe’s day, as 
in our own, there were hundreds of dergyman too leey or too ignorant to 
ooB^oie their own sermons, and these levezend geotioBUii were genorallp 
npfiM by poor curates, parsons out of Orders, or venotile writers like Wil- 
liam Com^. As our author was not a hypocrite at hearty we may readily 


* Lori H«ay Petty hiM the gftos of Ohw»SsBwcftlM3M^sqeBr> 
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BappOM thot liis peonniary aflfairB were in a very depressed condition indeed, 
Wore "he consented to tarn clergyman's hack. Ho was now sixty-eight 
yean of age, and indifferent health, with which he had latterly been afflicted, 
did not make his future prospects of the brightest. In his ^'Hotes” he 
afll^Qially aUndes to these sermons, informing ns that there were seyeniy- 
tliree of them in all, and that some actually received the honours of publi- 
cation. Other literary job-work, too, he appears to have undertaken at this 
tune, such as^ memorials to public boards, and biographical sketches for the 
newspapers, or any journal that might accept such compilations. 

It was whilst engaged in this way, and when his fortune was at a very 
low ebb, that he was sent for by Mr. R. Aekerman, the then well known 
printseller of the Strand. This must have been early in the year 1810. 
Rowlandson, it appears, had offered to Mr. Ackerman a number of draw- 
ings, representing an old clergyman and schoolmaster, who folt, or falleied 
himself, in love with the fine arts, quixotically travelling during his holi- 
days in .quest of the picturesque ; and as the publisher was about starting a 
new ** Poetical Magazine,” or rhyming miscellany for the then fashionable 
romantic verses, with pictures to increase their attraction, it occurred to 
him that Rowlandson's illustrations would suit the Magazine" very well, 
if a narrative in verse could bo got to accompany them. Combe readily 
fell in with the idea, and a bargain was at once concluded, by which it was 
arranged that the artist was to famish a coloured sketch each month, and 
Combe was to ** write the text up to sY,”— as this literary accommodation is 
technically styled in Paternoster Row. Such was the origin of Doctob 
Syntax— or “ The Schoolmaster's Tour,” as the work was first called— in 
the monthly pages of the ** Poetical Magazine.” Campbell, in his ” Life of 
Mrs. Siddons,” tells the history very differently. He says that it was Row- 
landson who first called upon Combe at his Iiambeth lodgings, as Acker- 
man had declined to insert the illustrations until a poetical story could be 
obtained, and that it was ** the author's procrastinating temper” which in- 
duced the bookseller to leave but one drawing at a time. But as Combe 
himself, in a preface to the second edition narrates the correct oiroumstances 
of Syntax’s origin, we oannot do better than to quote him. He says 

The deeijgrue. to which this volume is so g^atly indebted, I was informed 
** would follow in a Series, and it was proposed to me to shape out a story 
« from them. An etching or a drawing was accordingly sent to me every 
** month, and I composed a oertain proportion of pages in verse, in whieh, 
“ of course, the subject of the design was inoluded : the rest depended upon 
“ what wow be the subject of the second ; and in this manner, in a great 
measure, the artist continued designing, and 1 continued writing every 
« month fbr two years, tUl a work containing near ten thousand lines was 
** pEoduoed: the artist and the writer haring no personal 
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withy or knowledgo of each other. This Tast collection of Terses, howeTer. 
** appeared to advance the purposes of the Magazine in which they f^iew into 
** such an unenected accumulation. Mr. Acklrman was satished with my 
** service, and 1 was satisfied with the remuneration of it. 1 felt no parental 
** fondness for the work, though it was written at that verv advanced peiiod 
** of life, when we are apt to attach importance to any little unexpected ex- 
ertion of decaying strength.** 

A writer in the ** London Cyolopsedia,*’* who formerly knew Combe, 
says that he used ** regularly to pin up the sketch against a screen of his 
<< apartment in the King’s Bench, and write ofi' his verses as the painter 
wanted them.” 

The rhyming story of ** The Schoolmaster, ”^or, as we now know it. 
Doctor Syntax,” mode its appearance in the first monthly number of the 
Magazine, May, 1810, with this short introduction : — 

In the tcur^ with the first part of which we here present our readers ^ 
the author carries his hero through a great vartetg of whimsical adventures 
** to tfte lakes and back again. As tours are afashitniable at tiele in the litera- 
** tvreof the present day, we trust thai the poetical jteienrinations of Dr, Syn» 
” tax will come in for a same sftare^ at least ^ of tlte public-applause, to which 
” we conceive it to be entiiled. The lover of humour will not bi displeased to 
** be informed that it wiU be accompanied with a considerable number tfiUus- 
** irative engravings,’* 

The ** Tour” proved a capital hit, and soon formed the main attraction 
in the Magazine. The good-natured, moralising Syntax at onoe became 
a public character and a general favourite. His distinctive portrait was 
quite as well kept up by the author as by the artist, and his singular fea- 
tures, as drawn by Bowlandson, were as unmistakable as his perpetual 
good-humour, in the midst of troubles and midiaps, described by Combe. 
The creation was a success, and as Paul Pry gave a name to all sorts of 
objects ten years later, so Syntax was the popidar title in his day. There 
were Syntax hats, Syntax wigs, and Syntax coats. The publisher was so 
well pleased with his new author, that the latter was allowed to contribute 
just what he pleased to the Magazine, and thus were given those ” assistanoee 
in verse to illustrate the principal plates, ohiefiy views of places,** which 
Combe speahs of in his Notes.” Ackerman had a short time previously 
commenced the publication of a magnificently illusttated work, under the 
title of the ^'Mioroeosm of London,*’ and although the text to the first 
and second volumes had been written by another hand, the third was 
placed in Combe’s <diarge. Another splen^d work upon the river Thames, 
with engravings by W. B. Cooke, the well-known artut, was then in pre- 
paration by the same publisher, and the task of writing the entire text 


fTqLTL,p.^. im. 
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ww i|w in OoiuIm’i hands* All these engagements were tha 

iwdt nf the niooesi of ** Doctor By&tax,” aad it is BurprisiDg to know 
iijliik fihiy woro moBt satisfactorily performed, at the rate of six long 
WoaitO pigM oaoh day, not reokoning editorial duties, oorreoting proofs, 
gad work for other booksellers, by a man seventy years of age. The work 
tho Thames extended to two volumes, and was published in 1611. 
Tn this same year a Life of Arthur Murphy, the dramatio writer, was pub« 
Ui»iL It bore the name of Josse Foot as its author, but it was in reality 
wr it ten by Combe. 

The variety of subjeots whioh our author wrote upon is almost as in- 
oradible as the number of his oompositiona. History, theology, politics, 
topography, h nm onr— all seemed to suit his pen, and he wrote verse with 
as much ease as prose— in truth, it was this “fatal facility” of composition 
whioh gave to his writings a sudden, rathor t}ian an endurin(|^popu* 
laiity. The great work upon London hod succeeded so well, that Aoke»> 
man commissioned its author to prepare descriptive text ior an extensive 
book on Westminster Abbey. This appeared in 1812, in two large volumes, 
with eighty-three coloured engravings. 

Combe’s ridations with Ackerman seem to have been most satisfactory to 
both parties. It has been said that “ the money side of this publisher’s 
“ ledger would, if evidence were wanting, furnish a oonstruetive record of 
“ the period of his death ; ” for, as that gentleman is alleged to have observed, 
he ceased not to draw till he ceased to breathe.” Btt(h was the coniidenoe 
whioh subeisted between them, that no contract was ever made as to the price 
of Combe’s labours. “ Bend me a twenty-pounder,” or “ a thirty-pounder,” 
as the want might be, was all that ever passed. “ He was,” wrote Mr. 
Adkerman, jun., in 1838, ** supplied liberally, bis works were profitable, 
“ and the publi^r satisfied.” In an early page of this short Memoir, we 
stated that Combe, as a prisoner for debt, occupied lodgings in the Lambeth 
Bold, within the requisite distance of the lEQng’s Dench. The “ rules” of 
this prison were once jocularly asserted, by a Judge, to reach to the East 
Indies. In Combe’s case they certainly extended to the Btrand ; fbr he was 
a frequent visitor at Mr. Ackerman’s table, where, though he showed con- 
siderabk epicurism in his eating, his drink, as usual, was only water. 

The ^^Tonr of Doctor Syntax in Saardh of the Picturesque” having 
been finished in monthly ports, was first published in a complete 
form in 1812. It oontained thirty-one ooloured plates, by Bowlandson, 
and the price was one guinea. In its complete fom the work was even 
mors popular than when it appeared indetadhments. Theentirc issue was 
quiiikly sold off, and within twelve months it passed through five large 
the original ]^tes having been worn out, of the artistes 
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drawing! had to he mode, with* the inscription dfter EowlandBon" in the 

left-hand oomer of the plates. 

Combe next wrote some Poems” to illnstrate the Princess Elizabeth’s 
designs, and this was followed by two large Tolnmes upon the History of 
Ojkford,” Ulastrated with nnmerons beantifhlly coloured engravings. 

In January, 1814, Combe received intelligenoe of his wi£b s death. 
The match was at no period a happy one, and for several years past Mrs. 
Combe had been an inmate of a private lunatio asylum. If we are to be- 
lieve some statements which have been made about Combe’s private life 
at this time, ho did not altogether deny himself the pleasures of female 
society. We know that he indulged in a oorrespondenoe of a vmy warm 
character with a young lady whom he styled Marianne,” and we have his 
letter, in which, at the same time that he avows his attachment, he upbraids 
her for her faithlessness, and finally bids her good-bye. Another auto- 
graph letter, too, exists, dated March 2nd, 1610, addresMd to a Miss Har- 
riet Gouldsmith, but that its contents are of the most proper character, may 
be gathered from the fact that it is entirely devoted to religion, and extend 
to ^ree olose 4to. pages in length I We remember that in one part the 
writer discusses the Doctrine of Election, and styles it fatalism of the 
<< most horrid, bcoause of the most blasphemous kind.” This, it must be 
ooufessed, was scarcely a subject to lead young ladies astray with. The 
discussion, however, of this, at the worst, platonio afTeotion, we flhall 
leave for on after page, but another statement, which we have not now 
the means of positively verifying or disproving, has been made, to the 
effect that he married his second wife, Charlotte Hatfield, the beautiM 
sister of the equally beautifal Mrs. Oosway, during the lifetime of bis 
first wife. Considering that Combe was in the greatest poverfy for some 
time previous to the year 1810, and that for three years after bis fortunate 
bit with Doctor Syntax” he kept up an extensive correspondenoe with a 
young lady, for whom he seems to have experienced a xnost ardent friend- 
ship— we may even go the length of oalling it a most respeotfhl attadh- 
ment— all the time working harder than he had ever done before, and at 
seventy-two years of age, it is not very likely that he found the leisare— 
even supposi^ him to have fslt the imdinatum— for arranging any sneh ille- 
gal union. Thereare, therofoTe, good reasons for believing that Combe did not 
become aequaintei^ with Miss Hatfield until after 1810, when she was about 
forty years of age ; end there are still better reasons for betievutg that ba 
WBsnotmamediaber until alter the death of his first wife. 

Mias Hatfield, afterwards Mrs. Combe, was tb# daughter of tbe proprietor of 
the Eiifliahinu, or eaAorge^ at Leghorn. Hersistirbecniiu^tbewilbofGoeway, 
ftieBd^ Aeadeiixiflisn|.biit eosh were bertilents^ that she veiyaooiirimdM 
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hint Inubind u in aitist, Mrs. Gosway's beauty was known far and wide. 
*<Kea women of tbe first rank and talent in the oountiy,” we are 
teUi* ^*yniisn(l forward to be introduced to the fair Italian. The Prinoe 
of 'Wilei the Duchess of Devonshire ifiione in the list of her Mends, 
^iOtd it became a fashion to purchase her works at any price.” Unfor- 
toiuileiy, however, both Mrs. Combe and Mrs. Cosway were afiioted with 
fits of mdanoholy, which led many of their Mends to believe that they 
non upox^ such occasions ** careless of existence.” Their great personal 
iltractions bad caused them to be much fiattered, and they seemed 
satiated with and tired of human pleasures. Such women do not gene- 
rally moke their husbands very happy, and this was the case in both 
the present instances. Mrs. Combe lived apart from her husband, and 
Mrs. Cosway entered a convent at Lyons, of which she became the ciumncias t 
It is said that the latter, who once hdd great infiuence over her^uQger 
sister, had made a vow to the nurse attending her during a very diffi. 
cult confinement, that if the babe lived, both the child and herself should 
become Catholics— -which vow she considered was rendered doubly sacred 
when the nurse confessed on her death-bed that she had poisoned her 
previous children, because she was horror-struck at so many heretics 
ooming into the world ! 

The following letter, from Mrs. Cosway to Combe, shows the unsettled 
disposition of his wife, and how her Mends rather aided than chocked 
her roving disposition. Mrs. Cosway, tired of oonv^ life, and recently 
returned firom England, was now residing at Lodi. She does not seem 
to have forgotten her husband,} although separated from him for mm 
than twenty years 

'* Lodi, 24fch January, 18SS3. 

<*D£ab Sir,— 

** It was not my intention to trouble you, as I thought I should 
^ hear of you Mm Charlotte, and that also she would oommunioate to you 
what I was anxious about before my departure from England ; but I find 
** from hBT last that there must be a very great misunderstanding between 
** us, whidi has muoh distressed me. 'Wnen we talked of having some Afe- 
** moiret written on Mr. Cosway, and agreed no one more able than yourself, 
** 1 was happy to see you undertook it. At the same time we talked of pub- 
** lidung a oorresponaenoe, &o., and travelles, &o. of myself, of which f felt 
somewhat awkward about and talking of it with some penons, what they 
observed on it disoonraged me, and made me think not to press that pari, 
«< though it might have bm snnounoed for a future opportunity ; my deli- 
oaoy was also on account of acme of those persona b^g living. With 
« this defcarminatiatt, 1 told Charlotte to return me my letters, those 
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« whioh regarded only mytelf and were not of me to yon, ai I had a 
** partionlar objection to her taking them to Ireland. Hm she remained 
“ in London (einoe die seemed determined not to oome with me) who oonld 
** I put my trust to better hands? However, whatever she was offended 
** or hurt on the sake of Aer frtende, she return’d a box which 1 never 
** open’d for want of time. I am positively sure she said she had taken 
** to translate those you Aad cAofen and were necessary ; and I thought 
** this settled, and told her I had several journals and letters here that 
** 1 should send by the first opportunity. 1 was anxious to know if 
** you went on. In her first letter (for 1 have had but two) she told 
me a long history about Mrs. Udny’s letters, and of a visit she had from 
“ a gentn. on the subject, which I thought as absurd as extraordinary ; 
** tor Charlotte might have said she had dstroid them. How, sir, after all 
** this detail, whether I have or not well explain’d, I hope you will judge 
** that 1 must feel uncertain on the subject, which induces me to aodress 
« myself to you. I have been looking fbr an engraver to nve those portraits 
and sketches which I thought would illustrate the work. I left to Char- 
lotto’s care the only small plates etched by Mr. C. himself which I thought 
woidd be interestinff. In short, what could I do more P I wished mudi 
** to see you before 1 set out; 1 told her so; but the uncertainty of yonr^ 
being able to come, not knowing how to oontrive it, and the mai^ things * 
1 had to do in those last days, made me lose this satisfaction. I may be 
** mistaken, but I always thought that Aer friends have ingrossed so much 
** on her good nature, and they have used such means to kMp her to them- 
** selves, as she is very useiull to them, that the feelings of blood and 
** friendship in me go for nothing. I said and did all I could to induce her 
** to oome with me, but oonld go no farther when 1 found more attraction 
on the other side. May it be for the best ; but I beg, sir, that this may 
** rest entre nous, and that you will never mention to her what I have saia. 

** Was it not natural that two sisters should end their life together ? that I 
** should look on her as my only relative? But this is what her friends 
** fear’d, and made me promise not to take her away. All these things 
** prayed on my mind, wmoh induced me to do what I have said abo«e ; but 
“ BtUl I repeat this has nothing to do with what was agreed to be done 
** about Mr. Cosway. If you will favour me with few lines you will much 
** oblige me, or intrust any message to Mr. Taylor or Prince Hoare. To 
** both I give a message for you. — Believe me, dw Bir, yours sinoerdy, 

** Mabia Coswat. 

My address is— Madame Cosway, d Lodi, vid Milan.” 

[London postmark, 8 Feb. 1828.] 


In the few records that have come down to us about WiUiam Combe, 
it is eniious to note the widely difihreut statements of even ootemporariss. 
The writer in the London Cydoposdia,” who knew him, says he lived most 
unhappily with his saeond whilst ^ poet Campbell, in his ^'LUSs 
of Mrs. Biddons,” visiiires na—l* Alter hie" first wMb^s death, Mr. Gsathe 
^made a mote etai£hable masriage, with the alster of Mr. Oosway, An 
^tetiat,a]4m(fr of tlradist^ in^mdAne# entalM iq^hfan 
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of hoTi WO ooimot now asoertain, and it ia only from a stray mention of her 
hushMod in a newspaper, after his death, lhat we leam the faot that die 
odrsifed him. 

Wo BOW return to Doctor Syntax.” lie continued popularity had 
•l^gMtod to Hr. Ackerman, and its author, other poetical compositions, 
fUttstraled in a similar way. Rowlandson was called in, and designs for 
■n ^^Bnglish Dance of Death” were decided upon. Combe wrote the 
text, and the woik was published in monthly numbers, of about one 
thousand Imes in each part. It was issued complete, in 1816—16, in 
two Tolumes. Although it was not nearly so successful as ” Syntax,” it 
was better illustrated than its more popular predecessor, and obtained 
sufficient patronage to prompt the undertaking, in the following year, 
of a ” Dance of life,” the text and illustrations to which proeeeded 
from the same pen and pencil. This also was published in^onthly 
numbers. A part of Combe’s literary work for the year 1616 was a history 
of seyeral of our Public Schools, which formed the chief portion of the text 
to a large illustrated Tolume that Mr. Ackerman was then issuing. 

Of the difficulty of discoyering all the books that Combe actually did 
write, we are reminded by an entry in the poet Moore’s ” Diaiy,” where he 
says : — Oot, 22, 1818. Talked of Combe, said to be the writer of Mao 
« Leod’s ‘ Loo-Choo,’ as he certainly was of Lord Lyttelton’s ‘ Letters,’ and 
« many other books of other peoples.” Now no mention of this work is made 
in Combe’s own list,” but the composition is exactly in his style, and as 
the work was published in 1817, it may explain what Combe was 
doing from 1816 to 1818, in wldrii latter year he completed ** The 
Antiquities of York,” an elegant work, with illustrations by H. 
Caye. The demand for Doctor Syntax” haying somewhat Men 
off, after an extraordinary run of eight years, it was arranged 
tlmt Rowlandson and Combe should prepare a Second Seriet^ to bo 
"entitled <*Doctob Syntax’s Tour in Search of Consolation,”— the 
termagant wife being decently buried in the early part of the new yolume, 
in order that the Doctor might haye a good reason for trayelling abroad a 
second time. The monthly parts, in which it was issued, were completed 
in 1820, and although not so successful as the Firtt Tour, it Quickly passed 
1h»mgh seyiral editions. The demand for it was suoh that Mr. Acker- 
man at once requested both the artist and author to prepare a l%ird Tour 
— tiiis time ^‘iN Search of a Wife.” like the pieoeding, it was issued 
in m c nlli l y parts, and attracted immedmte attention* The pictures were, if 
anything, more d^dl than those in the preceding yffinmes, the desigiis to 

An AdyertisesBent far a Wife,” “ The Result of Pnithasing a Blind 
and tiie flgnra of the yeterinary surgeon in the death of poor 
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«< Punch,” being amnimg in tiie extreme. Thii TIdrd Tour appealed in 
1821, along with new editiona of the FirH and Second aeriea. 

Combe had to suffer the penalty of all suooeaafalinTentora. Histitlewaann- 
bluahingly copied both at home and abroad, and there appeared in London 
the ” Tour of Doctor Syntax through London,” '^Doctor Syntax in Paria, in 
Search of the Grotesque,” <<Dr. Syntax’s Life of Napoleon,” and ” Doctor 
Prosody ;” whilst in Germany one Fred. Hempel wrote under the peeu« 
donym of **Peregrinus Syntax,” and the “Tour in Search of the Pic- 
turesque” was translated under the title of Die Beise des Doktor Syntax, 
ins Deutsche uber-tragen,” Berlin, 1822. But the most impudent imita- 
tion of ” Syntax” was a book in verse, entitled ” The Adventures of Doctor 
Cbmicus,” (probably a play upon Combo’s name), by a Modem Syntax, 
with coloured imitations of Eowlandson’s designs. In it the ptinoipai 
scenes in Combe’s Firet Tour were parodied, our author’s own words betog 
used in many places, but generally twisted to bear a vulgar meaning. 
Combe was now eighty years of age, but, old as he was, he fislt he must 
make some remonstrance against the impudence of his own countrymen, 
even if the foreign appropriations might be taken as so many compliments; 
accordingly in the preface to the third edition of the ” Second Tour,” 1820, 
he says 

It has been the opinion of many whose superior judgment conmnded 
” my submission, that 1 was called upon to sraarate the work written by 
” me as the biographer of ^Doctor Syntax’ from those which have been 
<< palmed upon &e public by others who have pilfered that title. This 
** book, the ’ Furct Tour of Doctor Syntax in Search qf the Fietmrccpu* 
” the ‘JDoflceqfDeafA,’ and the <2)09100 efXife,’ are the only works, in 
” ^is style of composition, which have been written by me.” 

Combe’s literary career was now rapidly drawing to a dose* His failing 
health, however, had not prevented him from undertakxng a << History of 
Madeira,” for which his friend Mr. Ackerman had prepared some very* 
beautiful cdoured engravings. This work appeared in 1821. Our author’s 
last work, published in 1822, was something after the style of the ” Syntax” 
series, and was entitled “ Johnny Qam Genus, or the little Foundling.” 
It was illustrated with twen1y*four coloured plates, by Bewiandaon, and 
appeared in monthly parts, the same ae « Doctor Syntax.” As a liter^ 
performance, it is the poorest of all Combe’s oompositioiis of this peculiar 
character, a^ the author probably felt this quite as mudi as his readers, 
for he wrote no&iw afterwards. The aotive imagination thpt had, without 
fa tsH ui s si o n, directed pan for evsrffSy yean, fund itmif beocmiug 
tVaakar op^^gesikar. 

TM ntf hm vt OdoW* M f Ba iirt i iiwi * tm tUtid hte it 
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bif lodgiagii on the other tide of Westsniniter Bridge, and near the 
Hospital, we haTO good reason for bdieTing, as nearly 
aQ tha notices of him written by ootemporaries describe him as 
Ueing in the King’s Bench Prison, whereas it was atKo. 12, Lambeth Boad, 
within the distance allowed by the prison authorities to out-door prisoners, 
that he resided. Another error, too, which it does not appear that Combe 
ever took the pains to oorreot, was the length of time he was a prisoner fbr 
debt. .His aoquaintanoes inTsiiably speak of ** twenty years,”-— at least, 
the poets Campbell and Eogers, Mr. Ackerman, jun., and others, have told 
us sudh was the length of time, whereas Combe was residing “ within the 
rules of the Bench” as early as 1760, and was still there at the time of his 
death. Campbdl giTos the aoeodote— which has been Tariously told— of 
CoiiiJm’s prefsrenoe fbr prison life i 

Pecuniary difficulties brought him to a permanent residlaoe in the 
** Sing’s Benon, where he continued about twenty years, and for the latter 
'*part of them a voluntary inmate. One of his fhends offered to effect a 
compromise with his creditors, but he refused the favour. ’ If I oom- 
pounded with my creditors,’ said Mr. Combe, * I should be obliged to 
«<iaorifloe the little substance which I possess, and on which I sulwist in 
** prison. These chambers, the best in the Bench, are mine at the rent of 
a few shillings a week, in right of my seniority as a prisoner. My habits 
** a^ become so sedentaiy, that if 1 lived in the airiest Square of London, 
<< 1 should not walk round it once in a month. 1 am ooulmted in my cheap 
quarters.”* 

Another writerf says that, although a prisoner, he used to enjoy much 
excellent society,” and lived contented ” in the midst of an extensive li- 
*‘brary, his time being constantly exercised ffir his own profit and the 
” gratification of the world.” And he utters the lament : — ** Could the age 
**of George 111. have boasted of a single Mectenas, the living of 
Englidi literature would not have been suffered to spend a long Ufa n"d «r 
'*such irksome and adverse circumstances 1” 

The writer in the ” London Cyclopesdia,” who knew Combe personally, 
aays that a portion of this restraint was voluntary, and with a view te 
** secure some property to a younger branch of his family.”]; The poet Bogers, 
however, who also knew Combe, used to say of him, ^tefuUy, that it was 
an error to suppose he had taken refuge in the IGng’s Bench in order to 
cheat his oreditors— because he did not leave enough to pay the ex- 
peases of his fbneiiL”$ 

Although Combe had been dissipated in his youth, and up to his latast 
work gave no evidsiiee of any particular aeriouanesi^ he always beliived 

Ca«phslFs«<lffiicrMrs.aidd^‘’ 18 M|Yti.J.,p^ 

TuhdStaiedlfeaiS of all Nstions, ISSaT^l. L, p. &L 
**LtetaOjfdopn^*' Vol. TI« p. 487, 1880. 

Bjyia’s of the ««TiSls Talk of gsmael Begsa^” p, lU, 
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^ p ifif iflBi l to toq^iiii At lliMr Aotig^ dl * HM 0 i 

<«|KMit» ft ni9^ 4vw ^ 

^boitOQBfitoiiii oiiimiiofsgl^Te^ 

^*of |ho mAJ* Xndoedi a %ritor i& Ao fe oi i wwi ' o 
Ao ooim of a Aw lomarbi upon ComWo o Aoor, JiMM no 1 
^oogfat not to coaidiide Aem wxAoat boutog toitiBwpy A Aa Ato 
^'lohoiioe wbieh Ur. Coomlw (ne) plaoed m Ao ^vtoaoHgA tf At CA^ 
"tiianligioiit and a totoze oxiitonee, a&d to Ao tortftBd»Aldwi||na 
AmwiA wlM ho rapported hib toll oomriotioiL of Ao mar ifpooiAol 
^hioAud reSoan ftom all aablnuniy trombloa.’** 

All deoOiiptioBa of Oombe agree Ait he waa iiimitahly ohoirftiL aid 
** alwayi genftemaiily and yery mtereiAig in hia oonyarndm.*’ Bflg 
BogeiaadaMwlodgiBAat ^^hewaBpoaaesiedofextimtdiiiaiyi^bwofe.'* Ad 
an example ofhii talenttoroonT6Z8ation,ana]ieodotobnooidadbyl)r*l|M^ 
of Briitol, Aat a friend of hu <<onoe met Cpombe (sie) walldag niliyalojEPo 
^^Park| wiA a young lady nnder each ann-- if we heard Ae amoAto om» 
^^loofly, MiM Oalton and Mm Hannah More^boA of whooa won intofnA 
‘la Ao name of heaven I Coombe,’ exolaimed hia ftiaad at Aeit mad 
*<amtiqg« ^ what had yon been aaying to Aoae poor ghA vKA wham I 
^^mttyon Ae oAer day, to prodnoe n mnA diatraaiF ^WlntAihMlO^ 
whmF inqaind * Ae ConnV m a tone of atom at the impiitaiWA* Aa 
*<htoimBUfy Alnghnoghthome to Ae tooti he i^otoadi ^Ohl aoAlUlf 
**Aei l po ami m l em h BJy tole of im a gin a t i o n, tramped to mil A Af ii*/ 

**hAaDddiywali^ Ae iOBBe. Bnt of Aepeerfydziiq^ f waamA mlftA 
o bi wrv ir aa yoqwil£**t ^ 

Al AetA of June, 1828, Mr. Aciteman wrote to Oomtop*^ him A 

**AoAa toaAof yott— it la a lut of all Ae works yon 

^Aepima; ao naowOl be made of it in your liMmo wit^mi^^ 

Mr. AAiiauBloMw Aat lA aged ftimd would net last aamhlmglflhmA 
''AAodAatAeiaentof aomnAlfteraxyhiBtaiyAonliai mtdtoiraA|AiU 
Abfcmt hOiipdiatoly Aa oild man wrote out Ae long 
A itpt to d. gimrvimdMr. AAaimaablettA only Air Oi H ^ IftAa 
et CMi^a weAs givm ArAer on, m lu^ 
mwAodAhh^niA adding Ae titlBi of ftk 
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lut BMBWBfci wm itraag^ oooopled. It a^eui that in Mi 
adopted a yonth, and haying no oldldTen of hia own, ha had 
IgllWMitl lapaathiiig hii^ ai a lagaay, the MB. “ Antobiogr^h^’ of hia 
Mwi^ oaieer, whiah he hfd pgepared for pnblioatian after hia 

*a|SMaa» B«t the yonng nan ofhnded Ombe inetrievably, by ftlling in 
and naxzying^ a daughter of the femona Olim Serrea, tiie mi- 
dtrogt/yiiiinTna Oliye of Oanberlaad. From that moment Combe leadyed 
ladgfiidierit him, ttd to bom hia naaneoripts.* So large wae the ooUeo- 
fton, that it took a week to deitroy them, and lhat week wae the laat week 
of Ida lift. For amn daya and eeyea aighti the oeadle he empk^ed in 
tiaa oonflagratioin waa neyer ertingniebed — end ea the weary and heart- 
broken hvmonziat applied leaf after leaf, with hie eager bat waited haade, 
fa the Same, hia own lift waa aleo burning to aihea like t|he atory 

of lb— or, ue^ taper waating to ita aooket, aoon to be extiiijhii|ied, and 
g^flace to jgipenetrahlB da rk naaa . 

Coitbe died on the 19th of Jane, 1823, in the eighty-seoond year of 

Ml age. 

Vhat beoane of the bulk of Combe’s papers after hia death, is not 
kaawn. A Comman-plaoe book, soraps of poetiy, some letters, and three 
liati of hia worka, were preserved, and a few yearn ago paaied into the 
haada of Mr. B. Cede, the well-kaowa aatogra^ ofUeotor. Anumget hia 
pagsre waaftnad the ftUowing Epitaph, f written hy Oomhe upon hima^ 
at^imooiiBpaaiedhythiaBhoit note:-*** Whether there will he any deaiie, 
"or rather meaai^ of latpendixig a piece of marble o?er my grave, 1 have 
doofata.” 

WILLIAM COMBE* 8 SPJTAFB ON NIM8SLF. 

YIB VUIT NEC 81NE DOCTBINA 
MgC aZN E SEBMONUIC AC HOEW 8UAVZTATE ; 

YiZZT NEC aXKE PIBTATB EBGA DB01I 

Mbo anm fiONEaxA de itukxeb ejus oranoEB: 

KBC VEBO ffOTE PBCGATIB WTLTia 

Kio EAMBE anrE spe balxjtib 
A i>oiiiwo tajaramaaixo niPEi^^ 

" Mr 



tma Avmoa or ^^ropxoM iMii 

A mw wMiks ate Conba’a daa^ thasa aipaasyL fluU tatao* iMft 
tliSatitila:^ 

<*lBmB8 TO lijaaiOnK^ Igr CMr» Jbf«^ AmImv 

l»90tor 4'<’. lamo. ImAqh, 1821 

Itproteadtobaa^eetioaof thaLofeLaMen mittaa bj CMl^ta 
a joong lady, in tha year 1813—14, and waa donMte» inmad dnr tilt aela 
pnxpoM of making money out of the aoaadal which tiieir puUioathNi wattld 
raiaa orcr tha auihor’a graTc. The frieada of Comha wwa moat fadigattfc 
at this pfooeeding. Hr. Jardaxi^tha Teteraii jonnaliat ia atill Itring^ 
wrote in hie paper* that the ao-oallod *<Lettera to Hariaana*’ ‘^pomtny 
<« the indiTidual, known in a better light through tl» madium «f hiawoika^ 
«<in a point of yiew whiidi afforda no room te the diiplay of tatat^ bat 
** rather ezhibitB a man in the de<dina of yean iLQily layjuddngaHthafbeileqr 
of a platonio affootion on a yonng girl.” A fortnight after, anolher writer 
took up the endgela in the same journal Poor Combe,” ha writea, '^eoald 
« he rise from his grave and witness this exposure of human frailly in the 
iijudioiona publioation of the love-letters of a man of savMly, waold 
** assuredly be disposed to join sinoeiriy in the wish * God dalivar ma from 
** my frie^ T ”t And the Aekezman ftmily, diigaatad at tha ra p aa U y 
which prompted the publication, reprinted Combo’s ezoeUint ** Letton to 
Amelia,” t to eonnteraot the unftir influenee whidi tha other baok m^^ 
create. In their pre&oe they speak of tiie groat damage dona to a naW^ 
eharaotar by a certain dase of posthumoue publioatione, and nmaric that 

Among worke of enoh an injorious tendency we oaanot BA dtariiit a 
**8mBll volume of Private Lettera. said to be from the pan of Hr. OoMa,. 
'^publidied aTOarently with an moonaidecata avidity ii proftt linaa Ida 
** death, but waioh oan aoarody bava folfilled the expMtatianeof thepardea 
** by whom they were thrust forward. From our permaaltaiowledga of the 
** writer, we are oertain that no man would have dmeatad^mmoMigty 
«<the pubUeation of those Letters than he-^he im, •• it ia eoneedy 
^'statMinthevdumeiaquaetian, Boothedhis lest m o a a a n ti WM the n* 
<< llMtimL that aU his Utempiodiietionshad 

^‘vfrtae,iiid rdigma, uod tut, with the exoqptioa of a aritiael poem. 
*‘whioh was among the earliest of his perfnnunosi, there wu not ou or 
wliiah he xegmitid to Imve been the aatl^ 

Thapmaammoftpaiaedby the pubEeaBiw of this aomapondaBoewaa, 
of auiei^ Hm, C^d^ Then wai nothing impnpm in the letton tho^ 

uate the dgoi tomof *8lwbaeC 
la i li H’ ftylibnhmChBjw. iim Mh 
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Combe, it wm onlythe 

iMItf iWr be^ pabliihed at tint partiaiikr time, and fivtha awwed 
pllilfmM difaeting pablio attention to the priyite letteri of anoldntaa 
yMM writfan yonthftJly to a jpoong girl, that made the pablieation a 
»|IUId. Had all the letteia been pablii^Md, they aronld have told their 
^gUlllMe, whieh was, tiiat tea poaii prnionidy the female bad been dis- 
aiidied 1^ Combe for her deeeit andfidly,’* and the Teiy man--hu saM 
«lgai whoae <<trann attentione to Witwimw seryed to ood the 
^lEftotion, and finally loot het the heart of her Tenerabla admirer,”* waa 
the aotoal editor of theie preouras ^^Letfeers,” and pnUiahed them to the 
world. Ihe book Itaelf if now not* easily obtained. There ia no copy in 
onr great Hational library, but from different aonioes we haye obtoined 
tranacriptiof twoahorteompotitionflinoindedinthe ” Letters,” whioh will 
be firnad rafter pleasing than otherwiae:--- 


OBE. 


dk wie has power to say, 
9s4Mnow*aaiiiiflMU weriBir elow, 
And o'er Ihii ahKny tele of woe 
Biihss a toaglitor mjf 

Ih, who k over fowb 
The* a& Ault eaa ibe ra delight 
9hii hoiw eaftmito the wondamg eight, 
ElMse aptores will endiue P 

lithaMi&WedaUtoa 
Hieoarlata 
Oheiaftod 


lliem«dA"POto< 

AMmnSSgSi 


smileP 


One oarlata voBheiit of repoM^ 
» dii^^ our w^ 

WMeholewom but to fhde. 


WetoaitlofeVChxilliiig dart; 
AaAwiNa wo think our joy •ttpiam^ 
Wf A^ Ito i^tuni but « dieem, 
all botoi^ wounded heart. 


We pent for glittering ftme; 

And when pile envy bbte the peso 
That might have ohenn’d o future aaa 

We find 'tu but o w—i y . * ^ 

We toll for paltiy ori^ 

And when we gun the ^den priie, 
And death appeeri, with oo^g eyee 

We view the uieleie eton. 

How fnil is beauly*a bloom I 
[Hie duntded oheek, the RMurklmg eyiL 
ficeree seen before then wonders flv 
Ibdeeomtootomb. 

Then, einee this fleeting breath 
Is but the s^hyr of o day, 
lot oonseienoe moke eooh minute r a?. 
And braye the Aiifli of death. 

And let the goneroue mind 
With pity fiew the emng thiwg 
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Lit qUmm boifl ct koardod oMf * 

Or riot 'nidit ihrir gridon itore; 

CHro hm^ kind hoam,— 1*11 aokaoMOi— 
me the table-iUp« the mattcm-hoMi 
•idlCirj. 


heiffhti are lunight to me^ 
TTiimofed iti gutteriog towen 1 lee; 

From them proud menea I'd gladly nee, 

To And the taUe^p, the mutton-bone, 
andMaiy. 

TW jdaaiDM's maw while othan itmj, 
And mwy gilde eaoh Taiyii^ day. 


rd erer irith it horie to atint 
When Fee the toMa-iap,SiiHtoi hirii, 
aadHaiy. 

Should ftetane blow wHh ieUe wIb4» 

If fbcmer friendf ehould prow unhiiid. 

My lot I'd bear with ofaemil mind, 

8o I'w the taUe-flap, the mattonAoM, 
and Mary, 

But when death anna the pointed dartb 
Whom total blow will riw my hearty 
Oh 1 what a pang 'twill be to pmt 
WiA the dear tule-flam the muttOB^OBib 
and]^. 


Bnt aaotiher poem, aent by Combe to Maziaiuie, wee ouefdlly omitted i& 
the little ydume. It was as follows 


THB PABTINO. 



itaaiOGfiAPmOAL list of the wobeb wbixteh bt 
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Shfliitelif to whufk m aotortoV^ i$ pr^imoi ttn iommhat doolbt^. All II# «iof|# 
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177S.74. 

*An Hesoio Epistle to Sir Wm. 
Chambers, £t., GomptroUer-Gene- 
lal of Hu MdeiiT’s Works, and 
•nihor of late ftiiBertatiion oa Oii- 
ontal Gacdmiiiig, 4to., Is. Almon. 

a w. Hasen or W. CombeP* It 
UttoeglL eloTOBoditioiiSylf votmore, 
itopoUioiliio^ 

im 

*iLir SeboxcPostscbipt to the Fab- 
Ha^ onnasiftnftd by their favourable 
pseeptioii of a late Heroic Epistle 
to mr Wbu Ghamben. By the 
fdlMir of that Epistle. 4to, 

W- Vmm or W. CombeP*’ It 


itfteeai^atlasstissia ediUoniin the 
ywtJSspeblioation. | 

•1. XalOLUB Epistle to the Author I 
the ^ Heioio Epistle to Sir Wm. I 
Chaatbeni;^’ oad of the *^Heroio! 
Bo stattilit to the Fublie/' 4to., 
Wilkie. 

Host pnbably by Cknnbe. JQT Oomho 
aStr ••lUooad Porto” 

lit;* -JMooiiptt,'* oNi "Bopplo- 
*^mtkuoOomJ^tk$iamp$ih» 

‘ SI# oeSIPf ^Sl# 

AltaMWWOir OV FmooNiA and 
ite; ooatalBiBgaaAaeoimtofthe 


paraonlars relating to the Falk- 
land Islands. Wiui a new map, 
4to., 7s. 6d. Hereford. 

Combe wrote this work " nonij^ ptpws 
of the Jesuit James (ThoBiBs)s^weiieri 
who had resided m Patagonia Ibr fatty 
yesxi.'* 

1775. 

The Flattebino Uillineb; or, a 
Modem Half-Hour, represented at 
the Bristol Theatre, 11th Septem- 
ber, 1775, for tile bmefit of Mr. 
He^rson. Nat pr%ntod» 

In a MS. oopy— Gombe's autogra|A— 
the author mjs Thu httle pertormanoe 
waa wntten m one evening and part of the 
■aooeedug monung.” 

1775. 

The Diabouad, a Poem, dediosted 
to the Worst Man in HisM^esty’a 
Dominions. 4to. Saarsley. 
Thu vaiT popakr ntife^ hj Oomhe, wss 
pnbhehed at le. 6d., and p e w e d through 
aereral editions m 1777 end 177A In As 
latter year a BoootA Put appeared. 

•Heboic Epistle to the Bkbt Hon. 
the Lord Graven, on his delivaiiu 
the sentenoe— wHL have » 
known there is lespeot due to a 
Lord!” 4to. J.Whe^ 

*Thb Hbbozo Epistle aamNd 

l^fheR H-— -LordCU-^ 

DunghiUl dar’et Aon 
!«aveaHoMoB«ay”--6lulw5pi5ie. 
4tih wSib. 


The eoupta of the 

Ohtehm beheu tUe Msm tTSsim 
ftunAM^’spiB. SiieifiMhUN 



woxxs WJUTXBSr BT wotUM OQJkas. 


laiqaa ^ ibe frastdiatt tad aom- 

"Hiii OB, Uai esi ja B 0 ed|j inag»— 

*Tim but to ■hake aj awBa^-bagi s'* 


**TIhii, Foo^ with tby Brothor Blvit, 

Tiko Worth and Btmoor to yoiinalvM; 
BnoiuA for me to etnit a Pear, 

Wlthnll XwdToThoaaaiidFouiidaayeir I** 

1777 . 

ADDtnoirs to the ** Duboliao.” 
Bytheiameantluir. 4to. EearaLey. 

The Diabo Labt ; or, a Match 

in Hell ; a Poem, defeated to the 
Worst Woman in Her Majesty’s 
Dominions. 4to. The dedication 
is Bnha(»ibed ** Belphegor.” 

This, like the “Hiaboliad," nrei tho 
names of noted liTing ehareeteriTn initiels 
and uteritka, whieh It was the fiuhion to 
All m with a pen at the time. It pawed 
ahxottgh three or four edituma. 

Amti-Dzabo-Ladt • • • . oalonlated 
to expose the Malevolence of the 
Author of ** Hiabo-Lady.” 4to. 
Although it pntfeaaea to be an attack, 
the IntTMuotion is signed Belphegor/' 
just the aame as the preceding. 

The Fibbt of Afbil, or the Tri- 
umph of Folly; a Poem, dedicated 
to a celebrated Buohes^ by the 
author of the ** Diabolia^” 4to., 
2a. dd. J. Bew. 

An edition also tppstied in 1782. 

A Dulogub nr the Shades, be- 
tween an Unfbrtonate Divine and 
n Weldh Member of Parliament, 
lately deoeaaed. 4to.,ls. J.Bew. 
Oombe iwnembered this poem bv 
Ike title cf^DMlogne In the Ehedee be- 
tw e en Dr. Dodd aaa ObaaePrioe.*' Xhere 
iageod leaaoa to bdUm that Oombaalao 
wenta tho edMhig 1*^ 

OWKFAxioirBi^iHfhe (Use of Me. 
IhUMh djifo., la* Bew. 

tam Mnwnjt wh A MoE^ 


iPiittHwo BmJomoA 

4 ta, 


A uim 99 QIE409 tei 
DuoHiBsovDBTomanHa. lto« 
FMdhttaAjlQi. 
QntaudiBdnaatioa. 

A Bboohd Lbrbb to Hie Okkoi 
the DuGHBSS of DEyONSEOEB. 
4to. Fielding and Go. 

^Intebbbtino liimEscf FopeCle- 
ment XIY. (GhmgaaeUi), to whkih 
are prefixed Aneodotoe of hia Idlb, 
Ac. Trandated from the FMmIi. 
12ino., with a portrait, 4 wola. 

See Lady M. W. Montagnt Worka, 
1808, vol. 1 . Although it iajEmiffiad j^t 


with thiflU 
The DncBBS80FDEVoiriBXis*8Gow; 
a Poem. 4to. 2bfefdUr«sm. Bepr. 
Oomba, having piavioii 4 y wfittan a 
satire on the aama aurieet fbr another pub* 
hsbar, it ia auppoaad that ha BMdneaAfbk 
for "Hobto Author" alluded to in the 
following »— 

An Heboic Efisilb to the Noble 
Attthob” of the '^DuGBEge or 
Devonbezbb’s Cow.” dto. Btw. 

1777 - 84 . 

Botal BEOitKn»,The; or^ Otam- 
tiona on the Principal Chagaete 
the Ghnrdh, Stnte, Goiirt dbEt 
do., Male a^ Femme, with An- 
notationa by Another Hand. 12nM., 
9 vefia., at. fid. eaolk Bew. 

ehaiMtatktlie Awtakci^ eftaii 

cauatie or rntfariaaL of patbUa < ' — 

eapaoially the Lorda ana Cknnat 


• givm in Initlali, baiiaiib for tka 
moat part, not dUBenlt to dee^phMr. 

1771 . 

Pebfbotzoh; a FoetMl BpMm 
ooWJp nddraasad te the g iea l aB t 
Hypoorite in Bcfijliad rJm Wee* 
lay.y 4to.,2i. il.Baw 

A aafim upon the IMi ¥ tlw 


Tbm DuanuAD; aFeem, ] 
te the Went Matt iE% 
Dondalaiitt Fittt IL 
mSerStetr 4li 





jif»U04^MAJI^SiQAL LIST 


wlbam, color.”— 

4to.,9i.6d. 'J.Boir. 

«f ihu. **lnrtk«MUB« 
1^ At tho of tho 
'^IheDiiMiid,*' 1798. 

a Town Eologne, by 
- Hr._I7l>od^ 


toLcdyY- 


4fco., la 
Bew. 


K tlon^UfM 1780 •• Hit 8Ate, M Wott 
w aditioa with tho dote 1818. 
^oopy bouuf date 1778 it la tho Bntuh 

As ImsBEBTnro Lbiteb to the 

DUGBBBSOrBSTONSHiaB. 4to. 

Bew. 

Tkk pMdnood ^Beniltofj Thouglita 
onoa nodinff 'An Intarortug Letter to 
tSoBaelMisof Beroaahiro.' ** 4to. Loag- 
«Maina^l786. 

All Ibotozo Epistle to Sib James 
WbwBT. 4to., Is. 6d. Bew. 
Am Heboio Epistle to sa Unfoi- 
tonate Monarah [Geo. 111.1, by 
Berenine the Eld«r. ooriohed wiui 
Etpianatoiy Botes. 4to., Is. 6d. 

nil oeeuii in the jmbliihedliit of worki 
1iy the anthor of ** no Buboliid.” It xi 
• MMffiie in uiiie of George IIL, and 
h& iMnlani de fi noe of hii odonieeegaiast 
ihooB whodeiindtoinikethiemfiNe. The 
•eaersf^it*" 

i Inds enqploj Sm tongae of 


thwwSiMi iwilMil Aawm 

neilgiH)ieEili,wm 1 TheTenkaia yield t— 
las MM, end oenfnnt Ughtn o*er the 

tie w iiind wuedm wetetng on the 
AwArasMak of dted nniin.** 

Sie.rBiUMvsn n Bsuxol. 
1NiHi.«na9Tn. 

'* ’■ imt 

'IfWS«a anmuD m ba.tx bbk 
OgiBW^TouaK^ XuiA. 

iB iMw 4» B Oom ; *1^ 
jSSlteltBeUl* Ut bMr to 

tSTmwmT 


lUM .«nnn<>nd|'> it to hart 

beA tdembly weu known at the thao 
that it oemefrom Combe'i pen. 

1780. 

The Fast Bat; a lismbeth Eelogoe. 
By tibe author of Auction.” 
4to., Is. 6d. J. Bew. 

Thii poem mToi eridenoe that Oombe 
wee then a reudent in thiipuiih— in other 
wordi, that he tended within '*the Buies 
of the Bench Fnaon.'* 

1780-88. 

Letters of the late Lord Lyt- 
telton. 2 Yols., 8 yo. 

Another edition appeared m 1608. 

1781. 

TheT&ahoe; a Poem, dto.** 

1784. ^ * 

Fashionable Follies; a STovel, 
containing the Hutory of a Puri- 
tan Family. 2 yoIs., 6b. Bodflley, 
Combe, m hii “Hotel,*' etatoi thu work 
to hare been written by a Mr. Vaughui, 
and that it was only the third Tolume, pub- 
liihed some tune efterwarda^ which came 
from hiB pen. 

1786. 

Lettsbs between a Lady of Quality 
and a Person of Inferior Bank. 
2 Tols.^ 12mo. 

1787. 

The Jhstxfigation; a Poem. By 
the author hf “The Dialxdiad.” 
4to., 2b. 6d. J. Bew. 

Oombe giree 1777- as the date of thia 
poem, but the “L o n d on Oatelogne of 
Bpdkt*’iijel787. 

1787-1801. 

Andebbon (Adam). The Origin of 
Ckmuneroe from the Barlisst As- 
oounts. CarefiiUy xofised« oos- 
reoto^ and oontinuad to the 
sent tune. 4 yoU., 4to* 

Soforal oditioBS of thta odehcated and 
raluaUawoiJtwenpabliahod. LattarijH 
wee eopaceedid fay JEiOphereen’a “Aaaala 
of Coaimofoa** batSw many yoMS B wee 
' I standard work sm the 


{kg uahiaalL 

Oonibi,in Ml 

thiaaYplumae e fl <h a ete d iSl inkBied.AaA 
the wkola ef the dmr YehuSeSihpiH 
afisi^ and written enS by mA** 




aiBUoa-aAPSKULt list or 




ift kb qiMlBltftllU 

» m **Oii tl» INipiitei cf ibe 


1796. 

ib)MaR*9 (OaPTADT JAME8)yOTAGE 
w Ijlbs SoQtli Atlaati& and Boimd 
Qipe Honi| ijito the Paoiflo Ooean. 

^ttOuf Ola 

Bhb wagaifMapdBrtikMitettwpttg- 

5 of tttendiag tiio fipmoMoti waalo 
bi. Upon CbAtaSn Oolnott'i ntan 
Btf won on pUoed in tho luadi of 
Combo, who woibid thorn up into a iwj 
Tiloabb aoaattfo. 

1790. 

Amssio’s (Fsedebjc^ Histobt 
of the Gampoigna of Coimt Alex- 
ander fiuwarow Byrnnikald, Field- 
llaraTial General, m the fiervioe of 
£a Impodal Maieity the Emperor 
of the Buiira; and a Tre- 
UMeary fiketdh of hia Private 
JJm and Charaefeer. Tranalated 
ftoia the German. 2 vola., 6vo. 

1799-1810. 

Aaiino Annual IIegibteb. 8vo. 

Ounpbell wu the editor. Combe oon- 
tributea “eeTorol aiticles in two of the 
volnmeit partioalarlj the lib and Ghano- 
tar of Governor HmwelL'* 

1100. 

!CnaNaXiATiON ftom the Frenoh of 
"Bipand'a (Librarian to the Inati- 
tabe of Egypt) Commiaaion of Arta 
to 4he firat Conaul Bonaparte, on 
the Anttonitiea of Upper 'Eayvi, 
and the Preanat State of all the 
Ba]aeea,Tem]^, Obeliaki, Statuea, 
Pyramida, Heliopol^ do., 
Irani tna Gataraota of the Nile to 
Qaboh Aeonzate Beaorip- 

tlMii of the Pioiorei arith arhioh'*{ 
tbty aie decorated.’* 4to. 

ttblJfKAtiON firom the Frenoh of 

■■ ' V. M ei V m TT 


Otdik df Aaijlt;Gofiif^^ 


Anniohb Aa^ draim on the qpot. 


mder the Anther’a inapeethm; 
vriGi Hap.” dto., 62a. 6d. 

1901. 

SzE Alexandee Macken2ie’9 Yot- 
AQBB firom Montreal, on the Biver 
St. Lanrenoe, throngh the Con- 
tinent of Now Ainmoa, to the 
Fioaen and Paoifio Ooeana, 1780— 
03; with Aoeoimt of the Fur 
Trade. 4to., £1 He 6d. 

OoBipiled bv Combe, from Maokeniie’a 
Notes. The Dook wee ooneidered a very 
▼ilnride addition to GeogranhieaL loienee, 
and waa translated and pubuahed in Paria 
during the foUowing year. 

Geant (Charles Yiaoonnt * Yanx). 
The Hiatory of the Idltaii^ or 
the lale of Franoe ahd the Neigh- 
bouring Islands, f^m their luat 
Discovery to the Present Time, 
4to., maps. 

This work pamed through three editiona. 
It waa compiled by Combe, prinoipally 
from the papers and letters of Yisoount 
Grant, andT was considered a valuable a'ork. 
Letter to tho Bight Hon. Wm. 
Pitt, on the Influenee of the Stop- 
pw of Imnee in Specie ; on the 
Pnoea on Provisions, asd other 
OommeditieB. 8vo., 8a. 6d. 

Written under the nom ds pktm cf 
«<WaHarBo7d.» 

Plain Tbouobts anbmitted to Plain 
Underatendinga, upon a Prevalent 
Custom, dan^roua to the Estab- 
lishment. 8vo., la. Bivingtona. 
Combe, in hu MS. list, sssms to ham 
forgotten both the title said date of tl|b 
pamphlet, whioh he remembered es **P]tt 
(fchonghts of a Plain Man, 1797.” 

Captain Hanobe’b Life, Adven- 
tores, and Omniona; writtan bj 
himaelf. yfim Advice to Prdakae 
and Legi^tora. howto Oorreot the 
Immoruily and Jaodbinim^ the 
Preaeut A|^, and at the iamie tbwi 
to laoMaao wm Bewmiie. Adwiaa 

!? ** ** 

FiirSnln OmiiH, Itgw «» fMt 

e«b la Mm 

ftuhJMiMi, wd t» 


loberjjot, and Jean de 
n Flenipotentiaiy of 

' -L asBembled at 
PurpM of Nego- 
ith thoae Powers. 


liieiit.-Geaeral 

Pigbt 4to. 

Oombe, ia Us "ITotM,’* rsmsmben bis 
Uboun upon tiUB Work m " Aodenon*! 
ULoeonaft of the Obmpsiga in Eg^” 
Aadenon mumliid tlieaMuria]»iiadUoi^ 
•mto sad ottlod tks work. 


VALisBXuaP Aedeim to the People of 
TCngianii Folio, a tingle di^ 

A kroadddo on tbo thmtonid lawuiaB, 
Snood nahiadbili, or pootor. Thore aio 
good gioaadB fbr btUoTiag iha* Gonbo 
wnle a gioel anoT iimOor appools, bat bo 
doaMloBotoflkoaod thorn o «non|^ *'tho 
adaor ooBlnbatieaai the aombor ot wbkk 
ho woidd not proMOM to foon aL** 

OuiTOir ; a Poa«, in Imitation of 
oponnr. wnk j r iaiwt. 

xni"ri» 4 rn.r laitidiirOoiia*. 
AfiMhOidrrtBflrtiflB. Mto. 

^ <■ Dm 

^ dw On 



too. 

OMB^attUo poriod, wai ontiddMf 
of thanVoMO. 


TndKnLdVXON of 

l>etoee of Ilia Oonliiet d«± 
Ffoneb Bmliiita. Bro. 


woMJCs mumity ar wniatkm coanat 

SiMNUmaaOii* OMUsd'Vb-] < 

tnea; on lUftriiiMW^ OompiilaLoe 
WedMk and on Pdlygamy; on 
the Miaeiy of Female Pfoetitn- 
tion, dke., Ifce. 2 to1s., 8to. 

%!* €ombaiabispri?ate**jr4 
fOB wToto this workfim 
ead SaggostioBB.*' 

1808. 

Official Coebebpondekcb between 
His EkoeUenoy Goimt Hetfeemioh, 

Miniater PlenipotentiarT of the 
EaBperon the Deputies A the Em- 
pize, and Citizena Treilbard, Bon- 
Sn. Bob‘-‘ 

Uimsten 
French 

Bastadti fbr the 
oiating a Peace wil 
Sfo. Wright. 

Andxbson's (Adam) Journal of the 
Forces which Swed from the 
Downa^ in ApriL 1800, on a Beeret 
Expedition, under ^ 


8ir 


Stebeb. Fragnmli altm 
By laaeo Bnodon (W. 


1108-lA 

A Betisw of an Imnertat PiaiMy 
inyblTinr the State Frooeediam on 
the late AiDg’B first Dlaaen firo. 

1808-11. 

PosncAL Kaoaune, with Obkml 
Dsaigna by Bowlandaoei. ^iwols., 
8fo. 


Largbbr eoatvibatod to bj Goa 
tax'o,nriit Tour appeorod boro, oi 
titio of *» 1310 BrtiiM&ifcaotor^B Tear.' 

18101 

AoKEBXAir’e IGmooam of TjondeUt 


8 Tola., 4to. 

JL:%afi^^,s£r9*.5!s 

ortifti. Goabo wiolo att thoM to filw 

third wdaniii 

1811. 

Tbs Thames ; or, Ora^ XSnitaa* 
trationa of Baate, nBm, Pam 
Bnildliun, end Pietuiim 8hai^ 
onSeBrntiDi of fliat nShla BIw. 
Tim eagmiiM etDoentsd Iqr 
Oooln^fromCniglnal DrAirattelij 
Bmak Owen. ^ v 
doaorntiime anlin 
of W. Obabe). 


i. lettar^lnM 
BtimlTfiem the Ma 
1. a'Mlh,ii^9rai( 


Haalsmti Aiftm a 

me neanML 


of 0t 


fiSm {flBd 


te oqloiiEad^tei, 

JSWjUhls 

Ailiw «|NNl wU^ Oombe murt lum 
taillliMitiiM unoimt of labour. 

nim in Semkof 

'wiiIMiivMgiiA. A Poem. 
to Oflloared plAtee, by Bowliad- 
«to| tiQyal 8 to.» £1 le* Abkennen. 
^tono'i bool knoini porfbn M aee. It 
toPMl'fMMd throngb a groat iiiti» odi- 
wm, tlw firitith Knaewa o^ bomg of 
tbe fbartb oditHii, a&d boariag the data 
1818. JEtdiftappaaitd in noouily iaatal- 
ttoatai in "Attomaa'a Poatipal ICaga- 
aiiiab”1808. 

181 A 

6m PoxiCB| SloitraitiTO of Ungn- 
ij H.E.H. like Pkinoeu 
& 4to. 

ad IbvfetMn the title of thia 
meaibmdit aa “Poetioal 11- 
t Brawiaga, by,** &o. 

181 A 

nr of the XJniTeraity of 
its College^ Hallfl, and 
Boildingi. With 100 oo- 
.ietei, 2 yda., 4 to., £16 16 b. 

A<dcennan. 

4 aploadid work. Oombe wrote the 
daaeriptho test from other booka, aided by 
the soooileotioBo of Ua ooQego daya 
14lf4i0. 

toto BmFLito Dakce of BskTS, 
dkwthe BedliM of T. Rowland- 

» totolletnealIllo8fcratim by 
•ntbunr of ^^Bootor E^ntaz/’ 
fiau W. Combe). 2 toU., Sto., 
Abkerman. 

Jbmmmi of ^Bootor Byatax” nompt* 
Mll|||4Wid ahailar woita ZtwaaoiigfaiaUy 
HMim lieBlhlj Bomboia, of about one 
^iMito^^ttiBoabhpart. Rowlaudaon 
lyPdlJto dhataation dBiiag the diet 
aunth nreeed te g publioaliOD, 
WVdte me tnt between the 
aitoSZtoto IMriliUi the ertiat*a de- 


JSaZJO&MA^MJOAL LIST (XS* 

k VoBimiinto* 2 T^lnr^, Harrow, a^ Rnigfy, and 
tooqloiiEed^taai the Sbhool of Ghxiit HoroitBl. 4 te. 

Abkezmaii. Aokenum. 

h Oombe mart luwa Criginally pnbUahed in twelee monthly 

ant of labour. parta, at J.8a. eaoh. It waa illuatimted by 

Tmn» in OmmAi nf numoroua ooloured engraringa. Aom 
Oomhe*a“Notea»» we gather thSi the whole 
A poem. WIm of the text to thu work eame from hie pen« 
beSf by Rowland- **exeept the aoeount of Wineheater, JSar- 
£1 la* Abkennen. row, end Bugby." 

TO parfrnnaBea. It Ih* Davcb op Lots ; a Poem. By 
^ antiiop of ** Doctor ^taz.” 
SfLSJ ttfLto Wittseniurtratioii. hy I. E<»ir- 
ad in monthly inatel- lendion, 8 yo., £1 la. Aokennan. 
aa*a Poatiaal ICagu^ Originally iaaued in monthly parta, and 
wr miinafjiTiAAa ^ i.'h^ *tiDailOO 

LA of Daath.** 

Mdre of Engra- 1817 . 

.H. tilko Pkinoeas ^M'Leod’b (John) NairatiTd of a 
Voyage in Hu Mtueaty’s late ahip 
kMn the title of thia AtewU along the Coaat of Corea to 
^ Island of Loo Oioo, with ao- 

|l^ b7i «»• count of her subaeqnent ah^wrobk. 

“ yt • 8yo. 

XJl^amiy of la^utioned in Comhe'e Lift, but al- 
LLege^ AaUa, ana luded to at from hu pen by the poet Moore. 
;i. With 100 00- 

Awtiouities of Yobk, drawn and 
■^®**™^* etohed by H. Cave. Imp. 4 to. 
otWbMbTa^^ The Jetter-preae wee written by Oombe. 

eoollegodayi* 1890 . 

140. Second Toub of Doctor Syntax in 

ANCE OF DskTB, Search of Goniolation, a Poem, with 

la of T. Rowland- ^ coloured pjatea, after Rowland- 
wl THuetr ati ffpf by Royal 8vo.,£l la. Abkerman. 

Doctor Syntax, Originelly ieaiied in monthly paite, and 

Amennan. t^t no copy ia to Ito fbond in oar 

Btprtotax”prm^ gwat national ooUaotion et the Britiih 
nka. DwaaoiigiiiaUy Maaaaml 
amhexa, of ahont <me i g g i 

oo]minap1at*.,l7T. BoulndiMb 
aug the ertiaft*a de- Bic^al 8ro,, £1 1 a Abkarman. 
Like thf rwHtirt l iitf i 

WMT. 

)r. •rial, riawwlidutiv, k SmoM of IbMn, vtastao* 
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DOCTOR SYNTAX’S TOUR 


IN SEAKCB O? 

THE PICTURESQUE 

CANTO I. 


T he School was done, the biu’neM 
o’er, 

When tired of Gredc and Latin lore, 
Good Syntax sought his easy chair, 
And sat in calm composure Ihere. 

His wilb was to a neighbour gone. 

To hear the chit-chat of the tom ; 
And left him the unftequent power 
Of brooding through a quiet hour, 
Thus, while he sat, a busy train 
Of images, besieged his brain. 

Of Ghuzoh-prefennent he had none ; 
Nay, all his hope of that was gone: 
He ^t that he content must be 
With drudging in a ouraoy. 

Indeed, on er’ry Sabbath-day, 
XhioQi^ ei^t long miles he imde 

To praaflh, to grumble, and to pray: 
Tb cAm tin to wan timainner, 

An4, if ho got a dinner : 

Tohniyih^todMbM^ 

Aad maaty loflli ftdki as chese 

Xo shanga ef «bair li^ 
And ^ ilrtHamid atd^ 
^ warn hia ind^r Jeaneys^^ 
VaathaoBaMranaanM^ 


And all his gains, it did appear, 
Were only thiriy pounds a year. 
Besides th’ augmenting taxes press 
To aid expense and add distress ; 
Mutton a^ beef and bread andbeer^ 
And er’xy thing was grown so dear; 
The boys too always prone to eat 
Delighted leas in boohs than meat; 

So that when holy CSiristnuai came, 
His earnings oea^ to be the asme ; 
And now, alas, oonld do no more, 
Than keep the wolf wUhont tiie door. 
E’en birbh, the pedant master’s boast| 
Was so inereas’d in worth and oos^ 
That oft, pnidentially beguil’d 
To save tto rod he ij^d the oUUU 
Thnt, if Ihe tiikiei refus’d to mendp 
Ho to his aohool aRWt put an and. 
Bow hard Ua M! htw bliiid hb 
ihtel 

What sbdl he do to wndhli ftalar 
Thao did POST amniBga. 

man, apftOTiffdmetimniiltrf 

i w i lh iW I ll tH iiMSwtlbiiiyAy. 
AwiatoliiiiKWw*wi1ilw um 
ial 'toU 4h* imf 
tew; 
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A&d u tb’ expanding viflioii grew 
Wider and ^rite to hie tiew, 
llie painted fiuioy did beguile 
His woe-worn pl^ into a smile. 

But, while he pao*d the room eronnd, 
Or stood imniezs’d in thought pro- 
tound, 

The Dootpr, ’oddst his lumination, 
Was waken’d a Tisitation 
WhuditroaUesmanyapoornian’s lil^ 
The Tisitatioii of his wife. 

Good Mn. Syntax was a lady 
Ten years, perhaps, beyond her hey- 
day; 

But ih^h the blooming charms had 
ilown 

That grac’d her youth, it still was 
known, 

The love of power she never lost, 

As Syntax found it to his cost: 

Bor as her words weretised to flow. 
He but ze^ed or yes or 
Whene’er enrag'd by some disaster. 
She’d shake the boys and cuff the 
master: 

Hay, to avenge the slightest wrong. 
She could employ both anus and 
tongue, 

And, if we list to country talsB, 

Sfan aonietimes would enlm b^ 

Her tooe was red, her Conn was Ibt, 
Axound^abont and rather squat; 

And when in angry humour stalking, 
Wes lifci a dumpUng set a-wsUdng. 
’Twan net tim enstom of this spouse 
To Mfc long a quiet beaae : 
aha among these bui^ wives 
Who bnc^-aouRy lhair 

UWj 

SwJ paindi flw boanty 
By duly. 

’f>iraf#t|j!|ae^^ vdisnlmi^d, 

And ly w neir amUtiim fir’d, 


Hie pious man his hands upreaz’d, 
That Mrs. Syntax re-appear’d : 
Amaz’d she look’d, and loud die 
shriek’d, 

Or, rather like a pig die squeak’d, 

To see her humhle husband dare 
Thus quit his sober eVning diair, 
And pace, with varying steps, about, 
Now in the room, and now without. 
At first die did not find her tongue, 
(A thing whidi seldom happened long,) 
But soon that organ grew tmquiet. 

To adc the oanse of all this riot 
The Doctor smil’d, and thdNddress’d 
The secrets of his lab’ring breast— 
** Sit down, my love, my dearest deor, 
Nay, prithM do, and patient bear ; 
Let me, for onoe, throngbont my bfc, 
Eeoeive this kindness from my wife ; 
It will oblige me so : — ^in troto, 

It will, my dear, oblige us both ; 

For such apian bath oome athwart me, 
Whidi some kind sprite from heav’n 
hath brought me, 

That if you will your oounsels join. 
To aid this golden soheme of mine, 
NewdayswiBoome— new.timesappear. 
And teeming plenty orown the year: 
We then on didniy bits diall dine, 
And dumge our home-brew’d ale for 
wine: 

On summer days, to take the air, 
We’ll put our Qrizsls to a chair ; 
While you, in silks and mudins fine, 
Hm grootr's wi& diaU fito mitd^ 
Andneighb’zing folks be finePd toown, 
Xn this frir town yon give Ihe ton.” 
<<0hl tdlme,^’ cried the mdliMrA«mik 
•I IbBme iWe griden read to tome. 
Yon chemptof vBk de- 

lightto.^’ 

<<ni make a fOsn^-Md IlMl Ptt 

'wnizg n. 
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Tou well know what my pen cnu do, 
And 1*11 employ my pencil too : — 
ril ride and write, and eketoh and 
print, 

And thus create a real mint ; 

I’ll prose it here. I’ll verse it there, 
And picturesque it everywhere. 

I’ll do what all have done before ; 

1 think 1 shall— and somewhat more. 
At Doctor Pompous give a look ; 

He made his fortune by a book : 

And if my volume does not beat it, 
When I Totum, I’ll fry and eat it. 
Next week the boys will bU go home, 
And I shall have a month to come. 
My clothes, my cash, my all prepare; 
Let Ralph look to the grizzle mare ; 
Iho’ wond’ring folks may laugh and 
scoff, 

By this day fortnight I’ll be off ; 

And when Old Time a month has run 
Our bus’nesB, Lovey, will be done. 

1 will in search of fortune roam, 
While you enjoy yoursolf at home.” 

The story told, the Doctor eas’d 
Of his grand plan, and Madampleos’d, 


Ho pains were spar’d by night or day 
To set him forward on his way : 

She trimmed his coat— riie mended 
all 

His various clothing, great and small ; 
And better still a purse was found 
With twenty notes of each a pound. 
Thus famish’d and in full condition 
To prosper in his expedition ; 

At length the ling’ring moment came 
That gave the dawn of wealth and 
fame. 

Incurious Ralph, exact at four. 

Led Ghizzle, saddled, to the door; 
And soon, with more than common 
state. 

The Doctor stood before the gate. 
Behind him was his faithful wife ; — 
**One more embrace, my dearest 
life!” 

Thou his grey palfrey he bestrode. 
And gave a nod, and off he rode. 
Good luck I good luck I” she loudly 
cried, 

» Yale I 0 Yalel” he replied. 


CANTO II. 


T HR fareweU ceremony o’er. 
Madam went in and bang’d the 
door: 

Ho woeful tear bedew’d her eye. 

Nor did she heave a single sigh ; 

But soon began her doily trade. 

To chide the man and scold the maid; 
While Syntax, with his scheme be- 
sott^ 

Along the village gently trotted. 

The folks on daily labour bent, 
WhistUd and oiroU’d as they went ; 


But as the Doctor pass’d along, 
Bow’d down their heads, and oeas’d 
their song. 

He gravely nodded to the people ; 
Then looking upwards to the steeple, 
He thus, in mutt^rhig tooM express’d 
The disappointmente of his breast. 

** That thankless parent, Mother 
Churdi, 

Has ever left me in the luroli ; 

And while so many fools are seen 
To strut a Rector or a Dean, 



DOCTOE SYNTAX! B TOUE 


Who live in ease, and find good oheer 
On «v*iy day of ev’ry year, 

Bo small her share of tme ^seeming. 
She tmn’dherbaokonaU my learning. 
Fye in my Tineyard labour’d hard, 
And nhat has been my lean reward P 
Pto dug the ground, while some rioh 
Vicar [liquor ; 

Press’d the ripe gnipO) end drank the 
I’ve fed the flool^ while others eat 
The mutton’s nice, delicious meat; 
Pve kept the hive, and made the 
honey, 

While thedrones pocketed the money. 
But now, on better things intent. 

On fer more grateful labours bent. 
New prospects open to my view : 

8o, thanklesB Mother Church, adieu!” 
Thus, having said his angry say, 
Syntax proceeded on his way. 

The moming lark ascends on high, 
And with its music greets the sky : 
Thebladcbird whistles, and the thrush 
WorUes his wild notes in the bush ; 
While #1^ hedge and ev’ry tree 
Besoulil nrkh vocal minstrel^. 

But Syntax, wrapt in thought pro- 
found. 

Is deaf to each enliv’ning sound : 
Bevolving many a golden scheme. 
And yielding to the pleasing dream. 
The reins hung loosely from his hand; 
While Grizzle, sensdess of command, 
Unguided, pae’d the road along. 

Nor knew if it were right or wrong. 
Throughthedeep vale, and up the hill, 
By rapid stream or tinkling rill, 
Grizde her thonghtfiil master bore, 
Who, eoanting fhtnre treasure o’er. 
And, on his projects bent. 

Observ’d not wMther Gh^sde went 
Thus did Idad Fancy’s soothing power 
Cheat him (rf luw a fieetizg hour ; 


Nor did he know the pacing Sun 
Had half his daily circuit i un. 

Sweet, airy sprite, that can bestow 
A pleasing respite to our woe, 

That can corroding oare beguile, 

And make the way-worn face to smile! 
But ah I too soon the vision passes. 
Confounded by a pack of asses ! 

The donkeys bray’d ; and lo I the sound 
Awak’d 1:^ from his thought pro- 
found; 

And as ho star’d and look’d around, 
He said — or else he seem’d to say — 

1 find that 1 have lost my way. 

Oh what a wide expansedLsee, 
Without a wood, without a tree ; 

No one at hand, no house is near, 

To tell the way, or give good cheer; 
For now a sign would be a treat, 

To toll us we might drink and oat ; 
But sure there is not in my sight 
The sign of any living wight ; 

And all around upon this common 
I see not either man or woman ; 

Nor dogs to bark, nor cocks to crow. 
Nor sheep to bleat, nor herds to low ; 
Nay, if these asses did not bray, 

And thus some signs of life betray, 

I well might think that I were hurl’d 
Into some sad, unpeopled world. 

How could 1 come, misguided wretch. 
To where I cannot make a dretch P” 
Thus as ho ponder’d what to do, 

A guide-post rose within his view : 
And, when the pleasing shape he 
spied, 

He prick’d his steed, and thither hied : 
But some unheeding, senseless wight, 
Who to feir learning ow’d a spite, 
Had eVry letter’d mark defim^d. 
Which once its severalpointers grac’d! 
The mangled post thus long had stood, 
An uninforming piece of wood ^ 
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Like other goides, as some folks say, 
Who neither load nor tdl the way. 
The Son, as hot ae he was bright. 
Had got to his meridian height : 
*Twas sultry noon — ^for not a breath 
Of cooling zephyr fanned the heath ; 
When Syntax cried — *‘*Tis allin vain 
To iind my way across the plain ; 

Bo here my fortune I will try, 

And wait till some one passes by: 
Upon that bank awhile I’U sit, 

And let poor Grizzle graze a-bit ; 
But, as my time shall not be lost, 

I’U make a drawing of the post ; 

And tho* a flimsy taste may flout it, 
There’s something picturesque about 
it: 

’Tis rude and rough, without a gloss. 
And is well cov’red o’er with moss ; 
And I’ve aright — (whodares deny itP) 
To place yon group of asses by it. 
Aye I this w^ do: and now I’m 
thinking. 

That self-same pond where Grizzle’s 
drinking. 

If hither brought ’twould better seem. 
And faith I’U turn it to a stream ; 
I’ll make this flat a shaggy ridge, 
And o’er the water throw a bridge : 
I’U do as other sketohers do~ 

Put anything into the view ; 

And any object reooUeot, 

To add a grace, and give effect. 

Thus, though ^m truth I haply eir, 
The scene preaerves its character. 
Whatmonof taste myrightwiUdonbt, 
To put things in, or leave them ontP 
’Tis more than right, it is a duty, 

If we consider landswpe beauty : 

He ne’er wiU as an nxtist 
Who copies Hatnre 1^ lim> : 
Whoe’er from Natme takes a view, 
Host copy and improve it too. 


To heighten ev*ry work of art. 

Fancy diould take an active part : 
Thus I (which fewl think can boast) 
Have made a Landscape of a Post. 

** Bo for, BO good— butnoone passes, 
Ho Uving creature but these asses ; 
And, should I sit and hear them bray, 

1 were as great a beast as they : 

Bo rU be off; from yonder down 
I may, perhaps, descry a town ; 

Or some taU spire among the trees. 
May give my way-worn spiiitB ease,” 
Grizzle again he soon bestrode. 

And wav’d his whip and off he rode ; 
But aU around was dingy green, 

No spire arose, no town was seen. 

At length he reach’d a beaten road : . 
How gfreat the joy the sight bestowed! 
So on he went in pleasant mood, 

And shortly gain’d a stately wood, 
Where the refreshing sqdiyrB play’d 
And cool’d the air beneath the dbodc. 
Oh! what aohange,howgreatthe treat, 
To fanning breeze from sultry heat I 
But ah I how false is human joy ! 
When least we think it, ills annoy : 
For now, with fierce impetuous rush, 
Three ruffians issued from a bush ; 
One Grizzle stopp’d, and seiz’d the 
reins, [brains. 

While they aU threat the Doctor’s 
Poor Syntax, trembUng with affinght, 
Besists not sudi superior might, 
Butyiclds him totheirsavagepleBsnre, 
And gives his purse, with aU its trea- 
sure. 

Fearing, howe’er, the Doctor’s view 
Might be to foUow and pursue ; 

The cunning robben wisely counted 
That he, of course, should be dis- 
mounted; 

And still that it would saihr bs^ 

If he were flsstsned to a tree. 
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Thus to a tree they qniddy boundhim ; And, haying of all power bereft him, 
The omdoordB went round and round They tied him fast— and then they 
him : left him. 

CANTO III. 


B y the road side, within the wood, 
In this sad state poor Syntax 
stood; 

His bosom heav’d with many a sigh, 
And the tears stood in either eye. 
Whatoonldhe do ? — ^hedurst notbawl; 
His noise the robbers might recall : 
The villainsmight again snrronndhhn. 
And hang him up where they had 
bound him. 

Sure never was an hapless wight 
In more unoomfortable plight ; 

Hor was this all ; his pate was bore, 
Unshelter’d by one lock of hair : 

For when the sturdy robbers took him, 
His hat and peruke both forsook him. 
The insect world were on the wing. 
Whose talent is to buzz and sting ; 
And soon his bare-wom head they 
sought, 

By instinct led, by nature taught ; 
And dug their little forks within 
The tender texture of his skin. 

He rag’d and roar’d, but all in vain, 
Ho means he found to ease his pain ; 
The cords, which to the tree had tied 
him. 

All help from either hand denied him : 
He shook his head, he writh’d his face 
With painful look, with sad grimaoe, 
And thus he spoke his hapless oase t 
« Ah ! miserable man,” he cried, 
What paaib A my course betide! 
In this sad melancholy state, 

Must I, alas, impatient wait| 

Till some kind so^shallhaplyfindme, 
And with his friendly hands unbind 
mef 


Hay, I throughout the night may stay, 
’Tis such an unfrequented way : 

Tho’ what with hunger, thirst and 
fright, 

I ne’er shall last throughoutthenight ; 
And could I e’en these ills survive, 
The flies will eat me up alive. 

What mad ambition made me room! 
Ah ! wherefore did I quit fty home ! 
For there I liv’d remote from harm ; 
My meals were good, my house was 
warm ; 

And, though I was not free from strife. 
With other ills that trouble life, 

Yet I had leam’d full well to bear 
Tho nightly scold, the daily care ; 
And, after many a season past, 

I should have fbund repose at last : 
Fatewouldhavesign’dmylongrelease, 
And Syntax would have died in peace; 
Hor thus betm robb’d, and tied and 
beaten, 

And all alive by insects eaten.” 

But whilehe thus at Fate wasrailmg. 
And Fortune’s angry frownbewailing, 
A dog^B approaoldx^ bark he hears ; 
’Twas sweet as music to his ears ; 
And Bo'on a sure relief appears. 

For, tho’ it bore that gen’ral form. 
Which oft at home foretold a storm, 
It now appear’d an angel’s shape 
That promis’d him a quick escape : 
Nor did La Mancha’s val’rous Kni g h t , 
Fed greater pleasure at the sight, 
When overwhelm’d liithloveandawe, 
His Bulomea first he saw; 

For on two trotting palfreys 
Andeadionebore aoomdy danws ' 
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At length ’twas time to bid adieu, 
And ea(di their different way pursue : 


They started as his form they view ; 
The horses also started too : 

The dogwithinsultseem’dtotreathim, 
And look’d as if he long’d to eat him. 
In piteous tones he humbly pray’d 
They’d tom aside, and give him aid : 
When each leap’d quickly from her 
To join in charitable deed. [steed, 
They drew their knives to out the noose, 
And let the mournful pris’nor loose ; 
With kindest words his fate bewail. 
While grateful Syntax tells his tale. 
The rustic matrons soothe his grief, 
Nor offer, but afford relief ; 

And, turning from the beaten road. 
Their well-lin’d panniers they unload; 
When soon upon the bank appear’d 
A sight his fainting spirits cheer’d : 
They spread the fore with cheerful 
grace. 

And gave a banquet to the place. 
Most haply, too, as they untied him : 
He saw his hat and wig beside him : 
60, thus bewigg’d and thus behatted, 
Hownonthegrasstho Doctor squatted; 
When he uplifted either eye. 

With grateful accents to the sky. 
<*’Tis thus,”he humbly said, **woread 
In sacred books of heavenly deed : 
And thus, I find, in my distress, 

The Manna of t^ Wilderness : 

’Tis Hermit’s fare; but thanks to 
Heaven, [given.” 

And those kind souls, by whom ’tis 
’Tis true that bread, and curds, and 
fruit, 

Do with tho pious Hermit suit ; 

But Syntax surdy was mistaken 
To think thdr meals partake of bacon ; 
Or that those revan^ men regale, 
As our goodDdetora do— with ale; 
And these kind dames, inaothing loili» 
Took oaie that he paitook of both. 


AkindfareweU, a kiss as kind, [mind : 
He gave them both with heart and 
Then off he trudg’d, and, ashe walk’d, 
Thus to himself the Parson talk’d. 

« ’Tis well, I think, it is no worse, 
For I have only lost my purse : 

With all their cruelty and pains. 

The rogues have got but trifling gains; 
Poorfour-and-fonr-penoe is the mea- 
sure 

Of all their mighty pilfer’d treasure ; 
For haply there was no divining 
I’d a snug pocket in my lining ; 

And, thanks to Bpousy, ev’ry note 
Was well sew’d up within my ooat. 
But where is Grizzle Never mind 
her; [her,” 

I’ll have her cried, and soon diall find 
Thus he pursued the winding way. 
Big with the evils of the day : 

Though the good Doctor kept in view 
The favour of its blessings too. 

Nor had he pac’d it half an hour 
Before he saw a parish tow’r, 

And soon, with sore fistigne opprest. 
An Inn receiv’d him as its guest. 

But still his mind with anxions care. 
Ponder’d upon his wand’rmg mare ; 
He therefore sent the Bell-man round 
To see if Grizzle might be found. 

Grizzle, ungrateful to her master, 
And careless of his foul disaster, 

Left him tied up and took her way. 
In hopes to meet with com or hay ; 
But, os that did not come to pass, 
She sought a meadow fill! of gross; 
The far^ in the meadow found her, 
And order’d Jdin, his man, to pound 
her. 

Now Jdm Was one of those droll folk. 
Who oft take mischief for a joke ; 
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And thought ’tvonld make the master 
starei 

When he again hdidd his mare, 
(Perhaps the Gem’man might be 
diookt) 

To find her ready cropt and dockt : 
At all events, he played his fun : 

Ko sooner was it said than dene. 

But Grizzle was a patient beast. 

And minded nougnt if she could feast: 
Like many others, prone to think 
The best of life was meat and drink ; 
Who feel to-day nor care nor sorrow. 
If they are sure to feast to-morrow. 
Thus Grizzle, as she pac'd around 
The purlieu of the barren pound. 
Inhungry mood might soemto neigh— 
** If I had water, com, and hay, 

I should not thus my fate bewail. 

Nor monni the loss of ears or tail.” 

In the mean time, securely hous'd, 
The Doctor booz’d it, and carous’d. 
The Hostess spread her fairest cheer. 
Her best beef-steak, her strongest 
' beer; 

And sooth’d him with her winning 
ohat. 

Of— “Pray eat this — and now take 
that 

Tour Eev’renoe, after all your fright. 
Wants meat and drink to set you 
right.” 

His Bev’renee prais’d the golden rule, 
Nor did he let his victuals cool: 

And, having drank his liquor out, 

He took a tom to look about 
When to the folks about the door 
He told the dismal story o’er. 

The oonntry-peo]^ on him gaz’d. 
And heard his perils all amaz’d ; 
How the thieves twin’d the cords 
around him: 

Howto a tree the viUains bound him! 


What angels came to his relief, [grief ! 
To loose his bonds, and soothe his 
His loss of cash, and what was worse, 
His saddle, saddle-bags, and horse. 
Thus 08 their mde attention hung 
Upon the wonders of his tongue, 

Lo ! Grizzle’s altered form appears, 
With half its tail, and half its ears I 
“Is there no law ?” the Doctor cries 
“Plentj a Lawyer straight replies: 
“Employ me, and those thieves shall 
swing 

On gollowB-tree, in hrmpon-string : 
And, for the rogue, the laqi shall flea 
him, 

Who maim’d your horse, as now you 
see him.” [pray, 

“ No,” quoth Uie Don, “ yonr pardon 
I’ve had enough of thieves to-day: 
I’ve lost four bhillings and a groat. 
But you would strip me.of my coat ; 
And COTS and toil won’t fatten you. 
You’ll want the head and carcase too.” 
He chuckled as he made the stroke, 
And all around enjoy’d the joke ; 

But BtiU it was a sorry sight 
To BOO the beast in such a plight : 
Yet wbat oould angry Syntax do ? 
’Twas all in vain to fret and stew: 
His well Btiifi'’d bags, with all their 
hoard 

Of dcetohing-tools, were safe restor’d; 
The saddle too, wMoh he had sought, 
Pot smallrewardwasquiokly brought; 
He therefore thought it far more sage 
To stop his threats and cdieok his rage; 
So to the ostler’s faithful care 
He gave his mutilated mare ; 

And while poor Grizzle, firee dan- 

[manger, 

Cropp’d the full rack and clean’d the 
Syntax, to ease his nohing head, 
Smok’d out his pipe, and went to bed# 
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CANTO IV. 


LESS’D bo tho man, said he of 
yore 

Who Quixote’s lanoe and targ;et bore! 
Bless’d br the man who iirst taught 
sleep 

Throughout our wearied frames to 
creep, 

And kindly gave to human woes 
The oblivious mantle of repose ! 

Hail! balmy power! that const repair 
The constant waste of human core; 

To the sad heart afford relief, 

And give a respite to its grief ; 

Canst calm, through night’s compos- 
ing hours, [low’rs; 

The threat’ning storm that daily 
On the rude flint the wretched cheer, 
And to a smile transform tho tear ? 

Thus wrapt m slumber, Syntaxlay — 
Forgot tho troubles of the day: 

ISo sound his sleep, so sweet Ids rest. 
By no disturbing dreams distrest ; 
That, all at ease, he lay entranc’d. 
Till tho fair mom was far advanc’d. 
At length, the hostess thought it wrong 
He should be left to sleep so long ; 

So bid the maid to let him know, 
That breakfast was prepar’d below. 
Betty then op’d the chamber door, 
And, tripping onwards’oross the floor, 
Undrew the ourtains, one by one ; 
When, in a most ear-piercing tone, 
Snoh as would graice the London cries, 
She told him it was to rise. 

The noise his peaceful slnmbers broke; 
He gave a snort or two — imd ’woke. 

How as the Dootor tam’d his head, 
BetQr Was oourt’sying by the bed: 


’'Whatbyonght yon here, fair maid, 1 
prayP” 

'*To tell you. Sir, how wears the day; 
And that it is my spooial care 
To get yonrWorship’s morning fore. 
The kettle boils, and I can boast 
No small renown for making toast. 
Thoro’s coflbe, Bir, and tea, and meat. 
And surely you must want to eat; 
For ten long hours have pass’d away 
Since down upon this bed yon lay!” 
The Doctor rubb’d his op’ning eyes, , 
Then stretch’d his arms, and ’gan to 
But Betty still demurely stands, [rise: 
To hear him utter his commands. 
‘*Be gone,” he cried, ’*get something 
nice, 

And I’ll ho with yon in a trice.” 

Behold him then, renew’d by rest, 
HischinweUshay’dybiBperokedresB’A 
Conning with solemn air the news, 
His welcome breakfast to amuse; 

And when the well-fed meal waa o’er, 
Grizzle was order’d to tHe door : 
Betty was also told to say. 

The mighty sum there was to pay: 
Betty, obedient to his will. 

Her oourt’iymakeB, ondbringsthebilL 
Down the long page he oast his eye. 
Then shook his hold, andheav’dasigh. 
^'What! am I doom’d, where’er I go, 
In all 1 meet to find a fSeel’ 

Where’er 1 wander to be bheated. 

To be bamboozled and ill-treated!" 
Thus, as he read each item o’er, 

The hosteea op’d the ^hrar dow; 
When l^taz ’rose in ocdeiim stated 
And thus began tho fleroe debate. 
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BTNTAX. 

^^GkMdfremaxi; here, your bill retake, 
And, prithee, aome abatement make: 

1 00 ^ not each demands afford, 
Were I a Bidiop or a Lord: 

And though I bold myself as good 
As any of my brotherhood, [crown’d, 
Howe’er, by bounteoua Fortune 
In wealth and honours they abound; 
It is not in my power to pay 
Such long-drawn bills as well as they. 
The paper fills me with affright ; — 

I surely do not read it right : 

For at the bottom here, 1 see 
Th’ enormous total—onepound three!” 
HOSTESS. 

<(The charges all are fairly made ; 

If you will eat, I must be paid. 

My bills haTe never found reproaches 
From Lords and Ladies, in their 
ooaohes. [Crown, 

This house that’s call’d the Uoyal 
Is the first Inn throughout the town: 
The best of gentry, ev’ry day, 
Become my guests, and freely pay: 
Besides, 1 took you in at night, 
Half-d^, with hunger and af^ghti 
Just ’soap’d from robbers.” 

STHTAX. 

** That’s most true, 

And now I’m to be robb’d by you.” 
HOSTESS. 

Sir, you mistake; and did not I 
Disdain rude words, I’d say— you lie. 
I took you in last night, 1 say,” — 
8THTAX. 

<* ’Tis true;-— and if this bill I pay 
You’ll take 'me in again to-day.” 
HOSTESS. 

gave you all my ohoioest oheer. 
The best of meat, ^ best of beer ; 
And then you snor’d yonraalf to rest 
In the best bed— 1 say the best 


You’ve had such tea as few oan boast. 
With a whole loaf turn’d into toast” 
SYNTAX. 

** And for your beef, and beer and tea, 
You kindly charge me— one pound 
three!” 

HOSTESS. 

’Tis cheap as dirt— for wdl I know 
How things with country Curates go: 
And I profess that I am loth 
To deal unkindly with the cloth : 
Nay, oft and oft, as I’m a sinner, 

I’ve given hungry Clerks a dinner.” 
SYNTAX. 

** And there’s a proverb, as they say. 
That for the Clerks the Parsons pay; 
Which you, I trow, can well fulfil. 
Whene’er you make a Parson’s bill. 
Why, one pound three, tlie truth I 
speak, 

Would keep my household for a week. 
Dear Mrs. Syntax how she’d vapour 
Were she to read this curious paper I” 
HOSTESS. 

“ If that’s your living, on my life, 
You starve your servants and your 
SYNTAX. [wife.” 

“Iwish my wife were here to meet you, 
In your own fashion she would greet 
you: 

With looksas fierce, and voice as shrill, 
She’d make you,mi8tresB,'bhange your 
HOSTESS. [bill.” 

« Think yon, besides, there’s nought to 
Forallyour horse’soom andhayP[pay 
And ointments too, to cure the aU 
Of her oropp’d earaandmangledtailf” 
SYNTAX, 

”I wuh the wight would bring the 
riieara [those ears, 

Which dodc’d ihat tdl and oropp’d 
And just exert the adf-aaine sk^ 

Tb and dodc your Bonstiwu 
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HOSTBSS. 

<< Wdls Bi s oharitabledeea» 

1^1 e^en oonsent-^HK) moimt yoor iMd, 
And on jotu joiixiiagrftnightporodwd: 
Bntwdl yonknoVsWliote’erjourQaiiii 
That Clifirily begins at home.’* 


CANTO V. 


Bat, I’m in haste to get away. 
Though one pound thmlwillnot pay: 
Bo, if you’ll take one half th’ amonnti 
'We’ll quickly settle the aooonnt. 
There is your money, do yon see ? 
And let us part in ohaiiiy.” 


T he Bootor smil’d, the bill was 
paid, 

The hostess left him to the maid ; 
When Betty stood in humble guise, 
With expectation in her eyes. 

That he was surely so good-hearted. 
To give her something ere they parted. 
Now, Nature in her wanton freaks, 
Had given Betty rosy cheeks ; 

And caused her raven looks to break 
In native ringlets on her neck : 

The roving bee might wish to sip 
The sweetness of her pouting Up; 

So red, so tempting to the view, 
*Twas what the Doctor long’d to do. 

** Tou’re a nice girl,” he smiling said. 
” Ami P” replied the simp’ringmaid, 
« I swear yon axe, and if you’re will- 
ing 

To give a kiss, I’D give a shilling.” 
‘*lf ’tis the same ttog, Sir, to you. 
Moke the gift tpo-ftld and talm 
two.” [sne, 

He grimly grinn’d with inward plea- 
And instant seis’d the purchas’d trea- 
sure. [hooey: 

"Tout my dear, are sweet as 
Bo one sBsadk moie--aiid there’s your 
Bttoay.” 

Tlw 

^^^iBSialdsiNwriseemdBdmereiMsan 
In crad atBtt^tf tail aad an 


The neighbours all impatient wait 
To see him issue from the gate ; 

For oountry-towu or village-green^ 
Had seldom such a figure seen. 
Labour stood still to see him pass, 
‘While ev’ry lad and every laaa 
Ban fiorward to enjoy the frait, 

To jeer the Baga, and mourn the beast 
But one and aloud dedare 
’Twaa a fit sight fhr oountry-ftir ; 
Far better than a dancing bear. 

At length escap’d frcm all thosoisa 
Of wumen, men, and girla and boyi^ 
In the recesses if a lane 
He thus gave utterance to hie pahu 
It seems to be my luokleis oHe^ 

At ev’ry point, in ev’ry place, 

To meet with trouble and dJagyaoe. 
But yesterday I left my home, 

In seubh of fancied wealth to roam ; 
And nought^ I think, but iUa betide 
me; 

Bore Bonm Ibid spirit runs beside me : 
Borne blasting deincB from the east, 
A deadly fae to man and beaat, 
Thstknimtoxioti&dlsaitar, [tar. 
And plagim alike both hona and ma^ 
Qiissls, wlioftiUBve yem% eadiMM^ 
A troapctsr fa bm 

Who fad fa hard^faii^ bnitto bio^ 
And many a Moody mnlisi teen; 
Wfa>,fariiBg*acsp^w ifa s niTe a asmr, 
*164 iU the angry tiiteofa of 
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Whaa bflr beat daya an almost past, 
f eela tiiaae ignoble %soimds at last 
Ab! ^ihat OBiL Iby fond master do, 
He'a out and dadi’d as well as yonl 
But, ihoingh no more with honiixig 
W. 

And praneing st^ yon take your way ; 
Or, with yonr statdy rider lead 
The aimed troop to warlike deed ; 
While yon’ye a leg, you ne’er Aall 
To bear Ike minister of peaoe. [cease 
Long have you borne him nor e’er 
grnmbl^ 

Kor ever started, kick’d or stiimbled.” 

But mildest natoxea sometimes err 
From the striot roles of oharaoter : 
Tbue tiin’roaB bird defhnds its yonng, 
And beasts will kick when they are 
stong. 

’Twaa burning hot, and hosts of flies, 
With venom’d s^iings around them 
rise: 

They seiz’d onGrizzle’swounded port, 
Whoatraight began to snort and start; 
Siok’d up hdiind, rear’d up before. 
And l^y’d a dozen antios more : 

The Bootor coax’d, hut all in vain, 
She snorted, kidc’d, and rear’d again: 

Alas I” said Syntax, ** could I pop 
Just now upon a hlacksmitiL’s diop. 
Whose oooling unguents would avail 
To save poor Grizzle’s ears and tail!” 
When loaiee had he hiawiriies spoke, 
Thsm he hahdd a olond of smoke. 
That ftm, a Ibrge appear’d to rise, 
And te a moment i^’d the sides ; 
While Gm rude hammeia to his ear, 
Prodaim’dthBsid he widi’d wasnear. 
By the mgr-dde tb» oottage roae, 
Around it nmiqr o tHllow gio^ 
Whens Qydftax, in e totte ef giirf, 
fHiew’d Griside’a wounds^ and pray’d 
x^Uet 


The sooty Galen soon scar’d, 

And with fldr hopes the Doctor cheer’d. 
’’ Tmst me, good Sir, Fve got aplas- 
ter, 

Will cure the beast of her disaster ; 
And while the dressing I prepare. 
With all becoming skill and core, 
You in that arbour may regale 
With a cool pipe and jng of ale, 

Fve long a two-fold trade profess’d, 
And med’oine sell for man and beast.” 
-Syntax now sought the oooling 
shade, ^ [made : 

While Geden’s dame the biuiguet 
She well knew how her guests to 
please, [cheese: 

And added meat, and bread and 
Bosides, she told the viUage-tale— 
Who came to drink her home-hrew’d 
ale; 

How that the laughter-loving Tloor 
Wonld sometimes walk to taste their 
liquor ; 

That thuT gay landlord wssrenown’d, 
For hunting fox with horn andhonnd ; 
That he’d a daughter passing fair. 
Who was his Honour’s only heir ; 
But idle was proud, nor oould a’Squiro 
Approadi to tell his am’xons fire ; 

A Lord alone, as it was said, 

Sho would reoeive into her bed. 
Throughout the village, ev’iy name 
Beoame a subjeot for the dsiM; 
Andthusdieplay’dheridiatt’ringpart, 
Till Syntax thought it time to start. 

And now poor Grizzle ze-*appeen, 
Withplaster’d tail, and plszter’desn, 
Whiih thus eas’d up, might vraB defy 
The riiaX]||^ stiag of gnat or fly. 

Tim !lh)€tor having hiri his flB^ 
Without t woid disdiaiig’d his bOI: 
But, as it was the dose of day, 

BEe trotted briskly eu his way ; 
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And e’er the enn withdrew his light| 
An Inn xeoeiy’d him for the night 
Hisframefotiga’d, his mind oppr^ 
He tiff’d his pnndh, and went to rest 
The monung came, when he arose 
In spirits from his oalm rqiose ; 

And while the maid prepar’d the teaj 
He look’d around the room to see 
What story did the walls disclose, 

Of human joys, of human woes. 

The window quickly oaught his eye, 
On whose (dear panes he could desory 
The motl^ works of many a Muse : 
There was enough to pick and dioose ; 
<< Faith,” said he, ^’I’U strive 
tohocdc 

Some of these lines into my book : 
For here there are both grave and 
witty, 

And some, 1 see, are rather pretty.” 
From a sxnall pooket in his coat 
He drew his tablets,— when he wrote 
Whate’er tho pregnant panes pos- 
sess’d; 

And these ohoioe lays among the rest 


Dolly is well disposed, 1 trow. 

To trim her husband’s bam” 

’<Dear Jenny, while your name I 
hear, 

Ho transient glow my bosom heats; 
And when I meet your eye, my dear, 
My ffutt’ring heart no longer beats. 
Idrm, but I no longer 
Tour form still present to my view; 
I wake, but now my vacant mind 
* Ho longer waking dreams of you. 

I can find maids, in ev’iy rout, 

With smilei as folse, and fom aa 
fine; 

But youmusthuntthe world tl^nnigh-^ 
out. 

To And a heart as true as mine*” 

** I hither came down 
From fair London town 
With Luty so mild and so kind ; 
But Lucy grew ccxd, 

And call’d me a fool, 

Solstarted and left her behind.*’ 


** If my fond breastweremadeof glass. 
And youoouldsee whattheredothpass, 
Kitty, my ever charming fair! 
Yon’dseeyourownsweetimage there” 

once came here a free-booting. 
And on this fom manor went shoo&ig, 
And if the ’Squire this truth denies, 
!Ehis shall tall the ’Squire— he 


’’Dolly’s as fot as any sow, 
And, II Pm ilitt nJ^ei^ 


Butasheoc^ied, quite delighted. 
All that the muse had thus indited, 
A hungry dog, and prune to steal. 
Ban with haH his breakfostm^; 
While Dolly, enfring with a kettle, 
Was follow’d by a man of mettle. 
Who swore he’d have the premis’d 
kiss; 

And, as he sris’dflie melting Mils, 
Skumtimhcd, ilLpcdifd ketlVs ^ 
Tim boiling stresm casmptniiiig 
And drove the Dostor from the Musia 
By qnkddy IBliDg Imfo 1^ 
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CANTO VI. 


THAT Tifions erila man await, 
VV la thia atrange, mblanazy 
fltat^t 

Ho aomt ia ha oliaar’d liy joy, 

Than aavmra come, and paina annoy ; 
Aad aoiroe hia lipa are op'd to bleaa 
Tho taap aiimt gleam of happmeaa, 
ThaanMa dark oloiid obaonrea the 

And gilefa aad moiatore flUaluBeye. 

Thna, while theDootor amilingatole 
Hrom the dear glaaa each witty BoroU, 
He fdt to interrnpt the treat, 

The aoaldfag torment in hia feet: 
And, thna awaken’d from hia tranoe, 
Began to ddp, aad jump, aad daaoe. 
«< Take off my dioea,” he raTing cried, 
And let my gaitera be untied.” 
When Dolly with her nimble hand, 
Jnetaat ob^’d the load oommand; 
Aad aa he loll’d upon the diair, 

Hia fret aad aadea aoon were bare. 
Away th* impatient damsel ran, 

To ogre the miiohiaf ahe had done; 
And^nidL retaxn’d with liquid store, 
To mb his fret and ankles o’er : 

Hot was tits trader offioe yain, 

!nudi am assnag’d the baniingpai^ 
A tear was seen on Dolly’s dieek; 
Whal%Vdasiflier heartwauldbr^. 
’<Benol^ (hd, witheareoppreBBPd; 
FmnMf’’ says Syntax, ’’qniteatrest: 
ISf am ar *s TsaUh’d with the pain; 
Ho ratea» py daar, dull Z oomplai^ 
fiiliea to gat rid of ^ disuter, 

8o lUr A nadd psaaadto the nUistor.* 
Thra did Im Ih^s oaia bsgnile, 
And tam'd hra taaii into a smile: 


Bnt, while ahe oool’dthe raging part, 
She somehow warm’d the Dootor’s 
heart; 

And, aa Ae rabb’d tbe ointment in, 
He pinobed her ohedu aad (diuok’d 
her (diia ; [shanks, 

And, when i^e bad re-dr^’d his 
He with a kiss bestow’d hia thanks ; 
While gentle Dolly, nothing loP, 
Conaeating smil’d, aadtookthemboth. 
«lihink,” aaiddie, '’yon’dbetteratay, 
Hor travd fortiber on to-day — 
And though she said it with a amile, 
His steady pnrpoae to begnile, 

The Doctor clos’d the kind debate. 
By ord’ring Grizzle to the gate. 

How, nndiatarb’d, he took his way« 
And trayell’d till the close of day ; 
When, to delight his wesried eyes, 
Before him Oxford’s tow’rs szise. 

0, Alma Mater!” Byatsx aried, 

** present boost, my essly pri^: 
To whose protecting oare 1 owe 
All Fyb forgot, and all I know : 
Dogn from your nurding to reoeiTe 
The homage that hia heart oaa gire. 
Sbil! aaored, erer-hononi’d ah^ea 
Wfaereoftl woo’d th’InunortBl maids; 
Where strdling ofr| ntAmA of day. 
My fret hare brnAnyifr dmaway I 

By Isb aad illiiiriMjlLdipi , 

How oft I woTe the draW a dieam, 

Or sought tbe COoistaiB dim, to mast 
Fab Sdenoe la her leaa rstieat 1 
The tight of ysp, agaia inpfras 
Ify iMMora Mfr ^ frim ms: 

1 frd again ihh genial gbw 
That asafcw as hatt fregst tim Wit 




THE WIT Ol^ till WINDO^i 
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Aiid aU iiiy adldiig hetr( eoDU 
fiiiiM iMt I Ud thMe MeDM 
Thna Syntax mov’d in sober paoe. 
Beset with aoademio graoe ; 

While Grizzle bore him np the town, 
And at the Mitre set him down. 

The night was pass’d in sound repose, 
And as the do^ strode nine he ’rose. 
The barber now applies his art, 

To shave him dean, and malm him 
smart: 

Fromhimhe leam’d that Didcy Bend, 
His early aoademio friend, 

As a reward for all his knowledge, 
Was made tibeprovostof the College ; 
And fame declar’d that he had dear, 
Atleast twdve hnndredponnds a year. 
*<Oho!” saysSyntax, if that’s true, 
I cannot sn^y better do 
Than further progress to delay, 

And with finend Dicky pass a day.” 
Away he hied, and soon he found him, 
With all his many comforts ronndhim. 
The Provost hail’d the happy meeting, 
And, after kind and mutoal greeting, 
To make inquiries he began:— 

And thus the oonwrsation ran. 


PBovoer. 

Good Doctor Syntax, I rejdQe 
Once more to hear your wdl*known 
VQ&oe; 

To dine with ns I hope you’ll stay, 
And share a edlsge test to-day. 

Poll many a year is gone and past 
tees we beh^ each other last : 
tetaie has kiadly dealt wte me, 
^ wqr iriand, may pbdaly see ; 
Itedpri^homlMwtedaaltwtelllte 
•tarsz, 

ilMl PmM M, 


raevott. 

« For mypart),Ihavanevar married, 
And grieve to hear your plana mia- 
carried: 

1 hope then, my old worilq|rdlllkid, 
Your visit here your fate wtt tend. 
My services you may eooWMnjlT-^ 

I offar them with heart and 
And while you think it rig^t to dlay, 
You’D make this house your hoam, I 
SYNTAX. {tey ” 
** I’m going further, on a aSlinie, 
Whioh you may think an idle dream ; 
At the fam’d Lricea to take a look, 
And of my Journey make a Book.” 

PBOVOBT. [store 

I know foil well that yon have 
Of modem as of dassio lore ; [ing. 
And, Burdy, withyonr weightof Uam- 
And all your oritioal disoeming, 

Yon might produce a work of name, 
To fill your purse sad give youtesa, 
How oft have we togette 
Whate’er the andent sages tmightl” 

SYNTAX. 

nowperodve thataHyuatlnow- 
ledge 

Ispent,my firiand, within yammqlhgs! 
Leam^s become a vary bsdi 
That tehiop long aittoe has bean e'ar. 
A Bookseller may keep his oairiaga ; 
And ask ten thousand pounds inmar- 
riage; 

May have his mandon in a afiHH% 
And buiU a heuse te ooateF 4* 1 
And yet ’tb odda te teaw teSW* 

H Horaoe wiuteAil Y«a e»|l|ite 

Gould Dootor in shaTkitjflde^ 

And tate eaah day te wiaa IMA^ 
DT he did nat oo9lj|j|*n t» aeol^ 

Badi yem^ te tea a bM 

A dippant, fladhy, Aow’ry atyli^ 

A matning to hegttSa ; 

2 
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'W|tjL«fV*f7 dOittt leaf, a print 
Oimtfm Iba Timr in aqua tint P 
fimitli tha iMok I mean to make, 


Aaft Pta BO doubt the work will take : 

iSMBgli yonr wiidom may deorjit, 
Tlia trifle folk will anrely buy it. 

1 wi|allow it is but tras^ 

Bi^ftaien it faxuiebee Ike oudi.'* 

P&0T08T. [fbar, | 

H Why tiiingi are not the aaoM, 1 1 
As when we were both adholan here ; 
But atill I doubt not your anooess, 
And widi you eyery happmess ; 
Myself, and my whole college tribOi 
D^end upon it, wiU aubsoiibe.*’ 

At len^ the bell began to call 
To dinner in the ooUege-hall ; 

Kor did the guests dday to meet, 
Lur’d by the bounty of the treat. 

The formal salutations oyer, [coyer : 
EadL drew his diair and seiz’d his 
The-Proyost, in ooUegiate pride, 
Plac’d Doctor Syntax by his side ; 
And soon they heard the hurrying fset 
Of those that bore the smoking meat. 

Behold the dishes due appear — 
Piah in the yan, beef in the rear ; 

But he who the procession led. 

By some false step or awkward tread, 
Or curs’d by some malignant pow’r, 
Pdl headlong on the marble floor I 
Ah, heedless wigbtl ah, hapless diih|! 
Ah I all the luxury of fish ! 

Thai ina moment spoil’d and wasted; 
Ahl never, neyer to be tastedl 
Beet JriM hdae stop begets another. 

So tmnbled one o'er t’other: 

Aoshowthe payement was hmtrsw’d 
Will roast and bdl’d, and ft&sd and 
stow’d. 

TltotoettWi eqnaB’dtlhiirkMhoho** 
i9«^d [toi’d 

With scalding sanee; the daduielat- 


Inyaxionadiaeord; whQe the brawl 
Be-edho’d through th’ astamih’d ball. 
Well,” said a Don, ” Pm a sin* 
ner. 

We must go elaewhero flir a dinner.” 
’Tie no eudh thing,” the Head re- 
plied, 

« You all ahall soon be eatiifled: 

We are but ten: and euro there’s 
plenty; 

I order’d full enough for twenty. 

1 see, my friends, thehanndhunspoil’d, 
With chiokeu roast, an^^^Ateyboil’d; 
The yen’son pasty is seoiiz% 

The marrow puddings safs and sure ; 
With ham, and many good things 
more, 

And tarts, and onstards, full a score. 
Sure, here’s enough to out and oarye; 
To-day, I think we ahall not starye: 
Bnt 8^ I’ll make the boobies pay 
For the good things they’ye thzim 
away.” 

Thns oy’ry eye was qniokly dheer’d 
With all the j^ty that appear’d ; 
They eat, fh^ drank, aif amok’d, 
talk’d, 

And round the eoUego-garden walk’d : 
But the time oame (for time will fly) 
When Syntax waa to say*” good- 
bye.” [tell, 

His tongue could aoaioe hk lisding 
Could Boaroe pronounce the word, 
•’feiewoUI” 

The Proyost too, whose gen’rgnahiart 
In those same ibelings bore a party 
Told him, when he ahonld wanfe • 
friend. 

To write, or eosppi to DislYBoid. 

Kqxt toaentog^ sS an ia% hnnr^ 
Syntax fweo e d e d an to fm) 

And aa ha aaontor’d an We 
The some efawNpy nywtoM ^ 




D* SYNTAX tNTLRiAINED AT COLLE.GI 









*9 


ty I^EABCS OE TBE EICTUSESQUE. 


Be thought ’twould give hie book in 
air, 

If Oxford were irdl painted there : 
And, as he ourioui look’d around, 

He saw a spot of rising ground. 

From whence the turrets of the city 
Would make a picture yery pretty : 
Where HaddifFs dome would inter- 
yene. 

And Magd’len tower crown the scene. 
So Qrizile to a hedge he tied, 

And onward then impatient Ued ; 
But, as he sought to diuse a part 
Where ho might best display his art, 
A wicked bull no sooner yiew’d him, 
Then loud he roiar’d, and straight 
pursu’d him. 

The Doctor finding danger near. 
Flew swiftly on the wings of fear, 
And nimbly clamber’d up a tree, 
That gaye him fhll aoenrity : 


But as he ran to aaye his baeon, 

By hat and wig he was fbrsaken ; 

His sketoh-book too he left bdiind^ 

A prey to the unlucky wind : 

While Ghdade, startled by the rout, 
Broke from the hedge, and pranc’d 
about. 

Syntax, still trembling with aifrighti 
Ciung to the tree with all his night } 
He o^’d for help— end help was near, 
For dogs, and men, and boys appear; 
So that his ibe woe forc’d to jidd, 
And leaye him master of the held. 

No more of roaring bulls afraid. 

He left the tree’s proteeting diiide ; 
And as he pac’d the meadow round. 
His hat, his wig, his book he fimnd. 
« Come, my old girl,” the Doctor said; 
The fisithM sU^ the oall obey’d. 

So Qrizsie once more he bestrode, 

Nor lock’d behind— ’but off he rode* 


CANTO VII. 


F IX’D in oogitation deep, 

Adown the hill and up ihB ste^, 
Along the moor and through the wood. 
Syntax his pensiyeway pursu’d: 

And now hds thoughts began to roam 
To the good woman left at home; 
How she employ’d the passing day 
When her mate was far away: 
For they possess’d, with all thair 
pother, 

A — irlttdtt— ■ Dor eadh other. 
Fkoudof her husbeM’s etosk df leaciif- 

Bb dMe ddB aid ds^ dioconriiyg, 
No tshgin db •oifrr’d to delhsmm 
His Imd inp|ctmma-*hiit her 

Nssidsi^ riba mm n my has 
la hasOe Md in ladmiif ; 


And though n pointed sting dmhorsi 
That sometimes made the Dootor sore, 
She help’d to meke the honeehold 
thriye. 

And brought honae honsy to tiie hiya. 
He too had not forgot hn ehesms^ 
When first he to(k her to his isms ; 
For, if report lelatss the truth, 

She was a besufyin her yuulh: 

The ehannii^ Dolly waiwe^httewii 
Tb be the imet ef sU the tomi 
And, though friU mai^ a ym^nrn 


flhe stiB letrin^d the eir mid lidsn 
Of the aiee ghd AemeMlbsea* 
For these and ether eheims h s etil i b 
She was hatod the Doetoi’s pdde I 
2—9 
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ISfay,}!* wold sometimes on her gue 
WiflL the fond looks of former days ; 
An^ whatsoe’er die did or said, 

Be kept his silenoe and obey’d. 
Beside his mind he thus consol’d; 

’lis dassioal to be a scold : 

For, as the aaeient tomes record, 
^antippe’s tongue was like a sword: 
Bhe was abont ny Dolly’s age, 

And the known help-mate ^ a sage. 
Ihus fioorates, in days of yore. 

The adf-same persecution bore : 

Nor duJl 1 bludi to share the fate 
Of one so good— of one so great.” 
’Twas now dye days since th^ had 
pwted, 

And he was ever tender-hearted : 
Whene’er he heard the wretched sigh. 
He fdt a Christian sympathy; 

For Ihough he play’d the demi-god 
Among his boys, with rule and rod ; 
What! though he speke in pompous 
phrase. 

And kept tlie vulgar in amace; 
Though adf-important he would stride 
Along the streetwith priestly pnde; 
Though his strange figure would pro- 
voke 

The passing smile, the passing joke ; 
Among the high, or with the kw, 
Syntax had never made a foe ; 

And, though the jest of all he knew, 
Yet, while they laugh’d they lov’d 
him too: 

No woodiar then, so for from home. 
His head would shake, the ngh would 
esme. 

Thus he want gently on his wi^r. 

Till the sun mask’d declining day. 

BaEtTIunil^t aawdlaagfkf kdiy^ 
And, klmfrMUyootwaa ni^ 
Whoaeai|pB,high danj^ing m 

Xnipitm tiM tiisv^llir to 


Where he in comfort may regale, 
With ooolmg pipe and foaming ale. 
The Doctor gave the loud oommand. 
And Bees the Heat beside bun atand ; 
Then quits hia steed with usual state, 
And pasaes through the wioket-gate ; 
The Hostess opes the willing door, 
And then recounts the humble store 
Which her poor cottage could afford, 
To place upon the frugal board. 

The home-spnn napkm soon was laid, 
The table all ita ware display’d: 

The well-broil’d rasher then agpear’d. 
And with fresh eggs his stefoach 
cheer’d ; 

The crusty pie, with apples lin’d. 
Sweeten’d the feast on whi<di he din’d, 
And liquor, that was brew’d at home, 
Among the rest was aeen to foam. 
The Doctor drank— the Doctor eat, 
Well pleas’d to find so fair a treat; 
Then to hia pipe he kindly took. 

And with a oondesoending kok, 
Call’d ou tha Hoatess to rdate 
Whatwaa the village name and state; 
And towhoae office it was given 
To teaoh them all the way to Heav’n. 

HOSTESS. 

The land bdongi to ’Squire Bounfy, 
No better man livea in the county: 

I wish the Rector were the same ; 

One Doctor Squees’em ia hia xiame; 
But we ne’er eee him— more’s the 
shame P 

And while in wealHi he onts and 
oarves, 

Thewurthy Curate praya and Btarveo* 
^STHTiX. 

1 truly via^ that ha wato ham 
To take a pipe and share my bear ; 

1 know what ’tis as wall as he^ 

Ik sarra t 
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Just aa he spoke, the Curate came : 
« This, thuia he f** exoloim’d the dame. 
Syntax his brother Parson greeted, 
And boggl’d him to be qtiioldy steM ; 
<<Come,takeaplpe, and taste theliquor, 
’Tis good enough for any Tioor.” 
CURATE. 

Alas! Sir, Fm no Vicar;— I, 

Bon id to an humble Curacy, 

With all my care can scarce oontriTO 
To keep my family aliTe. 

While the fat Rector con afford 
To eat and drink like any Lord: 

But know. Sir, Fm a man of letters, 
And ne’er speak eTil of my betters. 
SYNTAX. 

That’s good but when we suffer 
pain, 

’ Tis l^ature’s office to oomplain ; 

And when the strong oppress the weak, 
Justice, though blmd, will always 

■p^ 

Tell me, haTO you explain’d your ease, 
With due humibty and grace ? 

The great and wealthy must be flat- 
ter’d, [ter’d: 

They lore with praise to be bisspat- 
Indeed, I cannot see the harm. 

If thus you can their fayour charm ; 
If by fine phrases you can bend 
The pride of Power to be your fiiend. 

CURATE. 

Iwrote,Fm sure, in humblest style, 
Aadprai^dhis goodness aUthewl^: 
I beg^^astiungs had grown so dear, 
He’d raise my pay ten pounds a year; 
And, as I now had ddldzen fire^ 

The finest little bains afire, 

While their poor, food and fitithfid 

Would soon pp aso ut M wifli snolhsr; 
And,as iho firiny brought liim,elsir, 
^ leait a thouoiM poinids a year^ 


He’d grant the farour I implars, 

Hot let me atarre upon threeaeon, 
SYNTAX. 

Kow I should like without delay. 
To hear what this rich man could say ; 
For I can well peroeive, my fdend, 
That you did not obtain your end. 
CURATE. 

The postman aoon a letter brought. 
Which cost me aixpenoe and a groat: 
Nor can your ftiendly heart suggest 
Therndeness wbieh the page express’d. 
^’Such suits as yours may wdl mxs- 
oany, 

For beggars should not dire to marry ; 
At least, for I will not deoeive you, 

I never, never will relieve yon; 

And if you trouble me, be sure 
You sball be ousted from the Cure.” 
But I shall now, good Sir, refrain, 
Because I know ’twould give you 
pain, 

From telling all that in hit spite, 

The arch did aooundrel dhoae tou^ta; 
For know, Sir, Fm a man of latters, 
And never will abuae my betters, 

SYNTAX. [>weir, 

Zdondi!— ^tis enough to wAs one 
Nor can I sudh a monater bear: 

But, think, myfrieiid,outliat greatday 
Of etriot aooount, when he must pay 
For aH hia oroeltyaiid lisa:— 

Then ha dudl nnk, and you will siaa. 

CURATR. [^vil, 

The tens, I own, sre net quite 
But he'a the offtpiiiig of the detil; 
And, iriian tim day of tils is past, 
He’ll with his fidher dwell at last; 
But knew, Sir, I’m a man of lell^ 
And ne’er widi etil to my betters. 
’Twasthualiisf tdhfd mdi drank 
thshrslsf 

m the dial dii^esef eve piiill 
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Wli«a S^ntex tettldd eaoh demand : 
Anil ilAdlll be Ibdd ilm Oiir^ 

BUbfan beetoat, and sot despair: 
pM ue God’s peonliar care : 
set the only one, my friend, 
‘Wb^bee with evil to contend : 

ymmelf to what is given : 
Begoeli aadleavetherest to Heaven.” 
fi^ysbez, we’ve said, was tender heart- 
ed 

He dropp’d a tear, and then departed. 
The evening lower’d,— a drizzly 


rain 

Had spread a mist o’er all the plain : 
Besides, the bome-btew’d beer began 
To prey npon the inward man : 

And Syntax, muddled, did not know 
Or whece he was, or where to go. 

An aotivehoraeman by him trotted, 
Ati^ Syntax was not so besotted 
Bnt he could hiccup out, ** My friend. 
Do tell me if this way will tend 
To bring me to some place of rest P” 
Tes,” "twas replied — “the very best 
Of all our inns, within a mile, 

17111 soon your weariness beguile.” 
Wbodioiildlhisbebut’BquireBounty, 
do muflh belov’d throughout the 


county. 

Ana he resolv’d, by way of jest. 

To have the Parson for his guest; 

Bo on be gallopp^d to prepare 
SQs people for ^e friendly anare. 
TbB JMm eame in tipsy state ; 

The ’Squire receiv’d him at the gate, 
And to a parlour led him straight; 
Tbsn pteif d him in an emj chair, 
Aad ^dto Imowhis pleasuxa 


0TMTAZ. 

Xamfloili rsL sadly zplaahM 
miro 

4il^ tbiil'l wllii xaiii| so Bpht a file; 


And tell the ofiQc. to tal:o care 
Of that good beast, my Grizzle mare; 
And what your lai^ can afford. 
Fray place it qniekly on the board. 

’SQUIBB. 

We’ve hutoher’smeatof ev’rykmd; 
Bnt, if that is not to your mind, 
Thm’s poultry, Sir, and if you please, 
Our oook exoc^ in frioasees. 

STMTAZ. 

Tell me, my honest friend, I pray, 
What kind of fowl or fidi are they ? 
Besides, my very civil Host, ^ 

I wish to Iww what they oost p 

For a poor Parson can’t afford 
To live on dainties like a Lord. 
’squire. 

Thedergy, Sir, whenhere they stay, 
Are never, never adc’d to pay : 

I love the Churoh, and, for its sake, 
I ne’er make bills or ze^’nings take : 
Proud if its ministers receive 
The little that I have to give. 

SYNTAX. [dull ; 

Why, then, my friend, you’re never 
Your inn, I trow, is always fbU: 

’Tis a good rule must he oonfsiti 
But, though I blink, I see a jest 

’SQUIBB. 

No, Sir; you see the doth is laid. 
And not wfarthing to be paid. 

SYNTAX. 

I find my head’s not very dear; 
My eyes see deuUe, too, I frar ; 

For these things can never be 
Prepar’d for such a guest as me: 

A bsAfuet it must be allow’d. 

Of whii^ Olympna might bo proud. 

Thxu Sjyiitoz eat and dieakhia fill, 
Begardleas of tlb iiMnsow*s bill ; 

He rangtim beB, and oalPAihe wait- 
ers. 

To rid him of hk di^ and |allsf% 




□•SYNTAX MISTAKES A GENTLEMANS HOUSE FOR AN 
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00| tell the maid to diew the bed, 
Where I may lay my aching head; 
Here, teke my wig, and bring aeap; 
My eye-lida langmah for a nap : 

Ifo oourt*Bymg, pray; 1 want no 
fawning, 

For I shall break my jaws with yawn- 
la'ow, Kitty, to adorn his crown, 
Brought him a night-cap of her own; 
And, haying put it on, she bound it 
With a pmkribbon roundandroundit. 
In this fine guise was Syntax led 
Up the best stairs, and put to bed. 
Though mirth prevailed the house 
throughout, 

Though it was all one revd rout, 

He heard it not, nor did he know 
The merriment he oaus’d below ; 

For, with fatigue and wine oppress'd, 
He grunted, groan'd, and went to rest. 
But when the sun in Thetis’ lap. 
Had taken out his usual nap. 

Syntax awoke, and, looking 'round. 
The sight his senses did confound. 
He saw that he had laid his head 
Within a fine-wrought, dlken bed: 
A gaudy carpet, grac’d the floor 
And gil^mouldings deck'd the door, 
Hot did the mirror fiul to ihew 
His own sweet form from tep to toe. 

If 1,” said he, remember x^ht» 

1 was most lordly drunk last night: 
And, aa the Tinker in the play 
Was taken, when dead-dn^ he lay, 
And made a lord for half adi^; 

I think tlmt some cim has made fine 
To p^r the sJfHMiiie trick with me* 
But JfQ aontriva to be poo|ast 
Of th&iMeie asmatwhenrnidnst: 
lb M it out ro ting the hdl ; 

The chaethee^tedd Ike tmih mi^ 
telh” 


She Bpon appear’d, and oonrtfsving 
low, 

BequesM his commands to know,— 
« l^en and how did I come here f 
You'll be so good to say, my dear.” 

You came last night not very late, 
About the tune the dock struck eight; 
And I have heard the servants say. 
They thought that you had lost your 
way,” 

Infoim me, also, how you call 
This noble innP”— <”Xis Welcome 
Hall,” 

^Andpraywhohaveyoainthehousef” 
We' ve 'Squire Bounty andhiasponse; 
With Lady and Sir William Hearty, 
And, yon, good Sir, may join tha 
party; 

Indeed, I’m order’d to request 
Thatyouwillbe their morning guest." 

To question more he did not stay. 
But bid the damsel shew the way, 

01 'twBs a very pleasant meeting : 
The Landlord gave a hearty greeting. 
And plac’d the Bootor in a chair, 
Between two ladies young and fiiiir. 
Syntax, well-pleas’d, h^gan to prate, 
j^d all his history to r^te ; 

While mirth and laughter hmd pre- 
vail, 

As he let forth the ouriona tale. 

At length the ’Squire ei^laia’A the 
joke: spoke:— 

When thue the Dootor quaintly 
<’lbeg. Sir, noexonaeyoR’ttmhke, 
Yonr mesiiBieBt I kindly take ; 

And mdy widi the gode weuU give 
Bush jesting er’ry itf I live." 

The lediee press’d Us longer illy, 
Bnfeityntix ialdr*4M» mnst iiwiy ; 

So Chtalta seoh hsv mastar hoN^ 
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CANTO VIIL 


<i TH tf^rj way, in every senee, 

X Hian is tlie care of Providence; | 
And wkensoe’er lie goetli wrong, 

Hie arrore to himself belong : 

Kor do we always judge aright 
Of Fortune’s favours, or her spite. 
How oft with pleasure we pursue 
Some glitt’ring phantom in our view; 
Hot rightly seen or understood. 

We ohaoe it os a real good : 

At lengtib the air-bom vision flies, 
And each fond expectation diest 
Sometimes the olouds appear to low’r. 
And threat misfortune’s direful hour : 
We tremble at the approaching blast : 
Badh hope is fled— we look aghast ; 
li^enlol the darkness disappears, 
The glowing sun all nature cheers ; 
The drooping heart again acquires 
Its fonner joys, its former fires. 

Last night 1 wandex^d o’er the plain, 
Through unknown ways and beating 
rain. 

Her thought ’twould be my lot to foil 
On such an inn as Welcome Hall ; 
Indeed with truth 1 cannot say 
When there I came 1 lost my way, 
For all was good, and nought to pay.” 

ThusSyntax, withreflectionfraught, 
BdUloquiz’d t^ moral thought : 
While Orisale, all alive and gay, 
AttUed along the ready way. 

Last rnght ahe &und it no disaster 
To shaire Ihe Ihrtune of her master ; 
She, ’iMigtiia finest hunters stood. 
And shar’d witii them the choio^ 
flood: 

In a Aofl mny stable plao’d, 

With sNr^ wdl-triniBL’d dbthfng 
gvao’di 


Poor Orizzle was as fair a joke 
To all the merry stable-folk. 

As the good Doctor’s self had been, 
To the kind gentry of the Inn. 

Enrap’t in Contemplation’s pow’r. 
Syntax forgot the fleeting hour ; 

looking round, he saw the sun 
Had pass’d his bright meridian run. 
A shepherd-boy he now espied, 
Strolling along the highway side ; 
And, on his wand’ring flock intenl^-* 
The stripling whistled os he went. 

« My honest lad, perhaps you know 
What distonoo 1 shall have to go. 
Before my eager eyes may greet 
Some place where I may drink and 
eat.” 

Continue, master, o’er the Down, 
And soon you’ll reach the nmghb’ring 
town: 

In less, 1 think, than half an hour, 
You’ll pass by yonder lofty tow’r : 
Keep onward by the ohurohyard wall, 
And you will see an house ^ oall ; 
The sign’s a Dragon— there you’ll find 
Bn-tiTig drinking to your mind.” 
Aoross the Down the Doctor went, 
And towards the dhurch his way he 
bent, * [hurl’d 

** Thus,” Syntax said, ** when manis 
Upwards a^ downwards inthe world ; 
When some strong impulse makes him 
stray 

From Yirtue’s path to Folly’s way, 
The Church,— Beligion’s holy isat^ 
Will gnideto peaeehis wand’tii^flBetl 
But, haifct the fleath-bslPa nlsnui 
TeUsthedspartaMofasoul; [toll 
The Sexton too X see imgares 

The place where cod Alunami flMW 



IN SEAECE ON TEE PICIXTBESQ, US. 

A Ponoa^t mm iriU olum a riglit 
In a ehnroh-yard to take a bite ; 


And, lo, a crowd of tombs a])pear t 
1 may ^d something omzioiis here ; 
For oft poetio flowers are found 
To flourish in sepuldhral ground. 

I’ll just walk in and take a look, 

And pick up matter for my book : 

The Imng, some wise man has said, 
Pelight in reading of the dead. 

What golden gains my book would 
boast. 

If I could meet a chatty ghost. 

Who would some news communicate 
Of its unknown and present state : 
Borne pallid figure in a shroud. 

Or Bitting on a murky doud. 

Or kicking up a new-made grave, 
And screaming forth some horrid 
stave; 

Or bursting from the hollow tomb, 

To tell of bloody deeds to come ; 

Or adverse skeldonB embattling, 
With ghasUygrinsandbonesarattling; 
Something to make the misses stare. 
And force upright their curly hairf 
To cause their pretty forms to shake, 
Andmakethemdoubtif they’re awake: 
And thus to tonidi folks present, 

The Picturesque of Bentunant ! 

But ’tis, I fear, some hours too soon— 
Ghosts dumber all the afternoon : 

I’ll adc the Seztoii, if^ at night, 

I may perdiam, p^ vjf a sprite," 
13ie Dootor in oanonio state, 
Kowop^datcnoe the drardh^yardgate; 
While Griade too, thought fit to pass, 
Whoknewthe taste of dmrdi-yard 
•gnu*- 

«8ir,"<«iedfheSeztita, ^'letmesay, 
That yoB tvnst talw yoor nuws away, 
Os el^ believe me, I tah bound 
lb bad Idr qnibUy to dm ponn^ 
**Yflnddmisf|ibB,myheBeatfiriflrt 
a bid ifioDg that yon intaod $ 


And, as I oome to meditate 
Among these signs of human fkte, 

I beg you will not make a riot^ 

But let the poor beast feed in quiet" 
Ko more the oonsoious Sexton said, 
But urg’d his labours for the dead ; 
While Syntax cull’d, with critic core, 
What the sad muse had written there* 

EPITAPHS. 

Here lies poor Thomas and his wife. 
Who led a pretty jarring life ; 

But aU is ended, do yon sea ? 

He holdihia tongue, and io does die. 

If drags and phydo oonld but aava 
Us mortals firom the dreary grave, 
’lb known that I took full enough 
Of the Apothecary’s stuff. 

To have prolong’d life’s hnsy feaat 
To a full century at least; 

But, spite of all the Doot^s ddH, 

Of daily draught and nighdy pill, 
Header, as sure as you’re aHvo, 

I was sent here at twenty-flm 

Within this tomb a lover Bei^ 

Who fdl an early sacriflet 
To DbUy’a unrelenting eyes. 

For Holly’s ohami poor Dameii 
bum’d^ 

Disdain the oruel maid retum’d; 

But, as die danifd in Ifa^-du^pdds^ 

DoUy fdl down, and Doify dH 

And now die bys by DauMiib dda. 
Be not faeird-bettted, thaDp ye hirt 
Of Ddty’s biqte feta bewmfel 
For sure you’d boitar go to bif4 
To oim afive (ban one wWt diafe 
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BttMifll fod thA soldier eleepB, 
war refus’d to spare ; 
Beiifc As grai^e the maiden weeps, 
Aal fiilcy plants the laurel there. 
Houdiar la the warrior’s meed, 

Or «|^d to Uyb or doom’d to die; 
Whether ’tis hie lot to bleed, 

Or join the shout of Tiot<^ ; 

Alike the laurel to the truly brave ; 
That binds the brow, or conseorates 
the grave. 

Beneath thia atone her ashes rest, 
'Whose memory fills my acddng breostl 
She sleeps unoonaoious of the tear 
That tella the tale of sorrow here ; 
But still the hope aUays my pain 
That we may live and love again: 
Love with a pure seraphic fire, 

That never, never, shall expire. 

Syntax the Sexton now address’d. 
As on his spade he loan’d to rest. 

BYNIAX. [trade; 

'**We both, my fidend, pursue one 
I for the living, you the dead. 

For whom that grave do you prepare 
'With such keen haste, and ohemfol 
airP’ 

sszTOir. 

An’ pleaae your Bev*re(noe, Law- 
yer Thr^ [dust : 

Thank fieav’n, will moulder Imre to 
Barer befine did I take measure^ 

Of any grave with half the please: 
And whan within this hole he’s laid, 
m ram the oMlh dawn withmyspade: 
rU tike good eazeha shall not xiaa, 
TBi mmmon’d to the last aialie; 
And, wlmnh^saBilbrHeavin’agraoe, 
I weuld not wnh to take his 1 ^. 
He eaMn «n etnel dead intent, 
8eii’doamyp>odeihr want of reat^ 


Bay, I dedare, as Fm a tiimer, 

He took away the ohUdren’s dinner : 
For, as they aat around the table. 
Eating aa &st at they were able. 

He seiz’d the dishes great and small. 
The ohildien’s bread and milk, and 
all; 

The urobina cried, the mother pray’d, 
1 begg’d bia rigour might be stay’d 
Till I could on our Parson call. 

Who would engage to pay it all ; 

But he disdain’d a Parson’s word. 
And mock’d the suit which I preferr’d. 
He knew a better way to thrive 
To pay two pounds by taking Bve. 
Bursting with rage, I knock’d him 
down, 

And broke the cruel raaoal’s crown ; 
j For which in oounty-gaol 1 lay, 
Half-starving many a bitter day. 
But our good Parson brought relief, 
And kindly sooth’d a mother’s grief: 
He, while in prison I remain’d, 

My little family sustain’d ; 

And when 1 was from duranoe free. 
Made me hia Sexton, aa you see. 

But Hoator Worthy, he is gone 
You’ll read hia virtues on the stone 
That’s plac’d aloft upon the wall, 
Where you may aee the ivy orawl. 
The good man’s aahea rest below 
He’s gone where all the righteous go. 
I dug hia grave with many a moan, 
And alffioat wirii’d it were my own. 

I daily view the earthy bed, 

Where Death hae laid his zev’iend 
head; 

And when 1 aee a weed appear, 

1 0udk it up and abed a tear. 

The pariab griev]^ for not an eye 
In all its la^ extent waa day, 

Save one but suoh a kindly grace 
Ne’er detfr’dfl^ Lavryer’s faoe. 




L* bVN AX MtDiTATlNG ON THE TOMB STONEb 
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The aged w^t a friend long known. 
The young a parent’s loss bemoan : 
While we, alas I riiall long deplore 
The bounteous patron of the poor.’* 
The Doctor heard, with tearinl eye. 
The Sexton’s gratefiil eulogy : [tread. 
Then sought the stone with gentle 
As iisaring to disturb the dead. 

And thus, in measur’d tones, he read : 

** For fifty years the Pastor trod 
The way oommanded by his God ; 
For fifty yean his fiook he fed 
With that dirine celestial bread 
Which nouiiahea the better part 
And fortifies man’s failing heart 
His wide, his hospitable door. 

Was ever open to the poor ! 

While he was sought, for counsel 
sage. 

By ey’ry rank and eVry age. 

That oounsri sage he always gaye, 

To warn, to strengthen, and to saye : 
He sought the sheep that went astray, 
And pointed out the better way : 

But while he with his smiles apptoy’d 
The yirtue he so dearly loy*d, 

He did not ipare the harsher part, 

To probe the ulcer to the heart : 

He sternly gaye the wholesome pain 
That brought it back to health again. 
Thus, the commands of HeaVn his 
guide, 

He Uy’d,— and then in peace he died.** 
aTHTAX, [suooeeds 
*^Pr^ tall me, friend, who now 
ThisPastor, frm’d fiiryirtiiousdeedsf” 
SEXTON. 


SEXTON, 

*<Ho:— she’s a worthy wmunitoo; 
But then tfa^’ye riiildm not a ftwi 
I thinlt it is the will of Howfhi 
Thatthey are bless’d with riacer serens 
And then you will agree with me, 
That home’s the scene of diarity.” 

SYNTAX. [preagh 
<< ’Tis true — ^nor can your Parson 
A sounder doctrine than you teach. 
And now, good Sexton, let me ask. 
While you perform yourmortal task, 
As day and night you frequent tread 
The droary mansions of the dead. 

If yon, in very truth can boast. 

That you haye ever seen a ghost F* 
SEXTON. 

« Your Bey’renoe, no <tho’ some 
folks say 

That such tMugs haye been seen as 
Old women talk, in idle chat, [they. 
Of ghosts and goblina, and all &at ; 
While round glimm’ring fire at 
night. 

They fill their hearers with affright. 
’Tb aaid that Doctor Worthy walks, 
And up and down the ohunsh-yard 
sti^; [bright, 

That often, when the moon shines 
His form appears aU dad in white; 
But to his soul it is not gifsn [yen. 
To walk on earlfr— Ibir thaff a in Heo- 
All houia I haye orois’d Ais phme, 
And ne’er beheld a tphdt^a frsa. 

I aom 0 lhhig«w,bdh]acgeaNd wUta^ 
Which mode mo slop, a^ amdo mo 


’ A yw worthy, plona mah, 

Ip dooi aH tho good he eon I 
k hs^ 0 ^ Mb, hoi got a wifr ;** 

Whi>mnyM#lii«o disturlrhis lifr; 


■tore,—' 

But ’twao ffm PSiaoit*! giiiols 1 
Bacht 


Thefrslishpsiq^y 
Hiw wjtabm da iioai a i Bd y^^ 
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STHTAX. 

*** Tott fftmmiiiig Imudioomiiiend ; 
00 tee |0li mil, my htmaai fiiend. 
If we sfgkt we need not dread 
Either dm living or the dead : 

Hie ii^rit I3u4» disturbs our rest 
la a bad oonsdenoe in our breast; 
Wiilithata man is doubly curst 
SEXTON. 

** Hut qiiiit haunted Lawyer 
SYNTAX. [Thrust.” 
** His race is run, his workis o’er — 
The wicked man con sin no more ; 
He’s gone where justice will be done 
To all who live beneath the sun : 
And, though he wrong’d you when 
alive, 

Let not yoitr vengeance thus survive : 
Forgive him, now he’s laid so low — 
Kor trample on a Mien foe. 


Once more farewell ! But ere we part, 
There’s something that will cheer your 
heart.” 

SEXTON. [time yet 
“ Your Bev’renoe, ’twill be some 
Ere 1 forgiye but to forget— 

No, no, for though 1 may forgive, 

1 can’t forget him while 1 live, [bless. 
For your good gift, kind Heaven 1 
And widi you heallii and happiness: 
I thank my God, each coming day, 
For what He gives and takes away : 
And now I thank Him good and just 
That he has taken Lawyer Thrust.”^ 
Syntax along the village pass’d, 
And to the Dragon came at last ; 
Where, as the diepherd-boy had said, 
Thero seem’d to be a busy tiadc : 
And, seated in an easy chair. 

He found that aU he v^’d was there. 


CANTO IX. 


A LONG the varying rood of life, 
InQalmoontentjintoilorstrife; 
At mom or noon, by night or day. 
As time oenduots him on his way. 
How oltdoth man, by Clare oppress’d, 
Fhid in an Inn a plm of rest P 
Whether intent on worldly views. 
He, In deep thought, his way pursues ; 
Whether by airy pleasure led, , 
^ hf Hepe'i fmd delusiona fed, 

He bids adieu to heme, and strays 
Throoig^ mkaown paths and distant 
ways; 

Whemte hie taoy bids him room, 
Ihev’^ljdtihedi^ahoBie. [wi^ 
— Should Eortatuaheoge her 
Though ahonldi frove 


Will not an Inn his oeres beguile, 
Where on eaoh face he sees a smile ? 
When oold winds blow, and tempests 
lower, 

And the rain pours in angry shower. 
The dripping trav’Uer looks around. 
To see what shelter may be found : 
Then on he drives through thiok and 
To the warm shelter of an Tim- [thin. 
Whoe’er would turn their wand’zing 
feet, 

Assur’d the kindest smiles to meet : 
Whoe’er would go, and not depart 
But with kind wishea from the hearty 
O let tiiem quit the uiwld’s kmd din, 
And seek the oomlhrtii of an Inn : 
And as the Doric Shenstone sung, 
With jpUantive amaie enhistoawi^ 
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Whoe’er has trayelTd Life’s dull 
round, [bm, 

Where’er his chongefhl tour has 
Will sigh to think how oft he found 
His warmest welcome at an Inn.” 
’Twas at an Inn, in calm repose, 
Heedless of human joys or woes, 

That Syntax passed a quiet night 
In pleasing dreams and ato&bers 
light 

But in the mom the thunder roar’d. 
The olouds their streaming torrents 
pour’d ; 

The angry winds impetuous blew, 

Tho rattling casement open flew. 
Scar’d at the noise, he rear’d his head ; 
Then, starting quickly from the bed, 
‘‘ Is it,” he cried, “ the day of doom?” 
As he bestrode ^e tremblmg room. 

* The houses’ tops with water stream’d. 
The yillage-street a riyer seem’d : 
While, at the tempest all amaz’d, 

The rustios from their windows gaz’d. 
« I’m not,” he said, ” dispos’d to fear. 
But ’tie not time to loiter here ; 
m change Ihe scene, and quids retire 
From flaming fladi to kitchen Are ; 
Kay, while rude Nature’s threats pre- 
mil. 

I’ll lose the storm in toast and ale.” 
Half-dress’d, he made a quids retreat. 
And in the Idtohen tods his seat. 
Where an dd wonian told the h^ 
What by tiie lightning she had lost; 
How a Uue flaA her sow had struds. 
Had kill’d a code and lam'd a duoki 
With open mouth another oame^ 
tdl a rids was in a ililna; 

Ahd fiun dedar’d that on the opize 
He sow <ba weathareods on llza: ‘ 
Hay, m lotid the winda were 


A dripping tailor enter’d next 
And preadh’d upon the self-same text: 
He swore, that, sitting on his board, 
While the wind blew and thundm 
roar’d, 

Akiud of fiery flome oame pop, 

And bounc’d and ran about 1^ diqp; 
Now here, now there, so quick 
nimble, 

It sing’d his finger through his thim- 
That all about his needles ran, [ble 
If there was any troth in man ; 

While buttons, at least half-a-soore, 
Were driven Ihrough the kitdm 
door! 

The Soxton, with important mien, 
Gave his opinion on the scene ; 

And, to the Doctor drawing near, 
Thus gently whisper’d in 1^ ear : 

** The Devil himself his oell has burst, 
To fly away with Lawyer Thrust” 
Now, having with due patfanoa 
heard 

The story whioh eadi wight prefSnr'di 
Syntax was to tho parlour diown, 
Where he might breakliMt all akme. 

see,” said he, ’*1 hare must stay 
And at the Dragon paas Ilia day: 

And this same Dragcm, on mylifr. 
Just hints that I hm got ai^ ; 

Nor can I pass the moi^g better 
Thai^ indite this wilb a letter.” 

He pras’d and oigh’d ere he bsgas, 
Wbm thus the Ibiid epistle fflu. 

«« My daaieetl>dlr-^elHV 
From you and hoBw Fm been awag^ 
But, thou^ we tlraa mns doom'd te 
pert, 

. You’ie em presnt te hint: 
WhsnePm teBii*^ 

At mom mevUng simMbii^ 
Whmder fl» Hsaivoii'e oam tlim 
ladkltteaqrDoill/tMb ^ 


nmy'd Mtiie pooMWlra^^ag I 
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KyYaUMfililMliftfieoiimioii toad, 
kfl te ffril and ite good : 

Bat maw Maaim to oomploin, 
mn pUawBi liaa ontwoi^’d tbo 
piilla 

"WiiklUlilfriiig Fortone in my Tiew, 
OUd X the toilBome way pnntne ; 

Fov Pto no fear to make a book, 

In the world will like to look ; 
Kor do 1 donbtwill prove a Mine 
For my own oomfort and &r thinet 
But ehonld all fail, Pye found a fiiend 
In my <dd sohool-mate, Dicxt Bend; 
Who, kind and wealthy, will repay. 
If hope ahonld cheat me on the way, 
Hye^xyloM 1 mayanatain, 

And eaae iU-fortnne of ita pain: 

He haa engag’d to glad onr home, 
With promiae of miudi good to oome. 
Partioolan of what Pve aoen, 

What I haye done— where I have 
1 ahall reaerye 4br my retom, [been, 
When, aa the oraokliiig figgota bnni, 
I will in all domeatio glory, 

Smoke out my pipe, and tell my atory : 
But, be aaaor’d, Pm free from danger, 
Totheworld’a tridkaPm notaatranger : 
Whateyer riaka Pm forc’d to ran, 

1 idiall take oare of number one; 
While yon, at home, will keep in view, 
a^-aame oare of nombw two, 

'Bo my kind neighboara I oommend 
The wiahea of fh^ diatant friend: 


Within ten daya, perhapa a week,* 

I «|mH Tow’s fiuaoaa city seek. 
WhM «t the poal^ 1 hope to find 
A Jfttt frmp XWy om kind. 

And, ifyonwUltiiepleasaieocowni 
TeU me tlm ptaillle of onr town ; 

(H aB Mpfrif , end Iw 

ttnae yooir dw 

^ now Ifra i|i^ wld^ 

The oAfring 4eiT^<0Dast 


That whereeoe’er Pm doom’d to roairi, 
1 still ehall find that Home is Home : 
That tme to Love and nuptial tows, 
I shall remain your loving sponse. 
Suoh are the tender truths I tell; 
Cot^nx corimma— farew^I” 

Thus he his kindest thoughts xe* 
veal’d— 

Bnt scaroe hod he the letter seal’d, 
When straight appear’d the trembling 
Host, 

Looking aa pale as any ghoet A. 

« A man’s just oome into the town. 
Who says the oaetle’e tumbled down : 
And that, with one tremendone blow, 
The lightning’s force has laid it low.” 
«<What castle, friend P” the Doctor 
died 

“ The castle by the river side ; 

A famous place, where, aa folks say. 
Some great king liv’d in former day: 
But t]^ fine building hmg kaa bera 
A sad and minaied aoene, [dwril,— 
Where owls, and bats, and atarlu^ 
And where, alas, aa people tdl, 

At the dark hour when nudnight 
reigns, [chains.” 

Qhoats walk, all arm’d, ai^ rattle 
« Peace, peace,” said Syntax, peace, 
my friend, 

Nor to Buoh tales attention lend. 
—But this new thought 1 must pur- 
A oastle, and a min too ; [sue : 
Pll haaten there,— and t^e a view.” 

The Btorm was peat, and many a ray 
Of Phoebus now reviv’d the day, 
When Griaale to the door waa branght^ 
And this fun’dapot the 
Hpen a rook the ealUe atpo^ 

Three aidea ttvwiif d by a frimd^ 
Wbmconflnent streania u i yjGifig lAVi 
The enggy rift wifli foegrfgg 




aai.v« 3H1 oijir icvittliw 
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Around themoBB-dad waUshewalk’di 
Then through the inner chamben 


stalk’d; [found, 

And thus exclaim’d with look pro- 
The echoes giving bade the sound. 

“ Let me expatiate here awhile : 

1 think this antiquated pile 
Is, doubtless m the Saxon style. 

This was a noble, spacious hall, 

But why the chapel made so ss^P 
I fear our fathers took more care 
Of festive hall than house of prayer. 

I find these barons fierce and bold. 
Who proudly liv’d in days of old, 

To pray’r preferr’d a sumptuous treat. 
Nor went to pray when they could eat. 
Here all along ^e banners hung ; 
And here the welcome minstrels sung* 
The walls with glitt’ring arms bedight 
Display’d an animating sight: 
Benea^ that arch- way, once a gate, 
With hdmed orest, in warlike state 
The bands march’d forth, nor fear’d 
the toil 

Of bloody war that gave the qioiL 
But now, alas ! no more xmnains 
Than will reward the painter’s pains ; 
The palace of the feudal victor 
Now serves fer nought but for a pic- 
ture. 

Flenly of water here I see, 

But what’s a view without a tree P 
Therms something grand in yonder 
tower, 

But not a shrub to make a bower ; 
Howe’er I’ll try to take the view, 

As well as my best art caa do*” 

An besp of atanes the Doctor feund, | 
Whkh Ic^y to 190a the grouad, { 
!l}e feim a seat where he lai^ trace | 
!Di0iaili|aebeanW«P the place: ! 
Bull while hfe eye chserv’d the fine 
That wae te liaiit tte dee^ 


St 

The stones gave way, and sad to tell, 
Down from the bank he headlong felL 
The dush collected fer an age, 
Beoeiv’d the venerable Sage; 

For, at tiie time, the ebbing flood 
Was just retreating from the mud: 
So, after floundering about. 

Syntax contriv’d to waddle out, 
Half-stnnn’d, amaz’d, andcover’do’er 
As seldom wight had been before. 
O’erwhelm’d with mud, and stink, 
andgrief^ 

He saw no house to give idief ; 

So thus, amid the village din. 

He ran the gauntlet to the inn* 

An angler threw his hook so pat, 

He caught at onoe the Doctor’s liat : 
A bathing boy, who naked stood. 
Dash’d boldly in the eddying flood, 
And swimming onward like a grig^ 
Soon overtook the Dootor’a wig. 
Grizzle had trac’d the bamn spot. 
Where not a blade of grass was got: 
And, finding noughtto tampt bar stay, 
l%e to the Dragon took h« way. 

The osUeor oried, ” Here’a acne dis- 
aster— [ter I” 

The mare’s return’d without hermaa- 
But soon he came amid the uciae 
Of men and women, girle and boys: 
Glad in the inn to fl^ retreat 
Fromtherudeinsultef theahreet [bad# 
Undress’d, wsU-waah’d, andputto 
With minddiatorVd,aiidacdiingheaid, 
In vato poor Syntax aoQg^ f^poaa. 
But lay and oountad all Us wessi 
The friendly Hctt» wift anxisinsoaii^ 
Now hastes the pd a ss t to pwppwi*^ 
The cordial driwi^ iw UnA^fll^ 
Whiife Syntax i^enadletoeato 
T han so^fh^, in ilsip, a pmss ilbaflt 
sorrow^ 

la bopas of llekto flrte te-Mnww 
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CANTO X. 



await 1 


Bii traiuieiit joy is chas’d by Borrow, 
IWay he’s bM wretdh to-mor- 

row. 

‘Whan in the world he first appears, 
He hails the light with cries a^ tears : 
A Bohool-boy next, he fears the nod 
Of pedant p^r, and feds the rod . 
When to an aotiTe stripling grown, 
When Passions seise him asiheir own; 
Kow lead him here, now diiye him 
there, 

The alternate sport of Soy and Care ; 
AUnre him with their ghtt’xing trea- 
sure, 

Or giye the brimming onp of pleasure ; 

one dudes his eager haste. 

The other palls upon the taste. 

Q%e pointed darts fromOupid’s quiyer, 
Woi^ his warm heart a^ pierce his, 
liyer; 

While chanu’dby ftir Belinda’s eyes. 
Be dines cn groans, and sups on sighs. 
If from this gay a^ giddy round 
Hie dionlid escape both safe and sound, 
Pedu^s, if all things dee misoany, 
He takes it in his head to marry ; 
And in this lottery of lifis, 

Kha dMold draw a sodding wi&, 
Wllb « taw dli]d^el^ eight or ten 
(IbrendithingshappennowandfliBn), 
PsWhtlleiinsnl he knows notwheie 
Tk look aneod without a ears. 
AniMlien,lnltiwiiyJi^t, 

11(17 teeqptldw to fttsmgiddyhe^ 
Bat, see ihe print he can attain, 

Hi tnariiH BriiW to rise again. 


Pale AVrioe may his heart possess^ 
The bane of human happiness, 
Whidi nerer feels for oners’ woe, 
Nor eyer does a smile bestow ; 

A wretdied, meagre, griping elf, 

A foe to all, and to himself, [train, 
Then comes Disease, with banefiQ 
And the pale family of Pain : 

Till Death appears in awful sta^ 
And calls him to the realms of I^te* 
—How oft is Yirtne seen to feel 
The woeful turn of Fortune’s wheel, 
While she with golden stores awaits 
The wicked in their yery gates. 

But Yirtne still the value knows 
Of honest deeds, and oan repose 
Upon the flint her naked head ; 
Yfhile Yioe lays restlesB on the bed 
Of softest down, and courts in vain 
The opiate to rdieve its pain. 

It was not Yioe that e’er oouldkeep 
Dear Syntax from refreshing deep ; 
For no foul thought, no wicked art, 
In his pure life e’er bore a part: 
Some ailment dire bis dumbm brdee, 
And, e’er the sun ’rose, he awoke ; 
Whin, such a tremor o’er him pass’d ; 
He thought that hour would prove 
his last. 

His limbs were all besieg’d by pain ^ 
He now grew hot, then cold again : 
His tongue was parch’d, hialipswm 
And, heavingthe unMdto [diy, 
He rang the hell and call’d fiv lid. 
And groan’d eo loud, th’ afixkHilied 
maid [km; 

Spread the atana throughonfe lihe 
When straight the kadlord vA Us 
spouse 
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Hade all diapaidh to do tiieir beat 
And eaae the Boftriiiga of tiieir 
** Ha¥e jon a dootor I” Syntax aaid; 
** If not, I ahortly ahall be dead.*’ 
**Oyes; a very fiunoiu man ; 

He’ll cure yon, Sir, if ^yeio oan. 

FU fiBftdh him quick; — amanrenown’d 
For hia greatakill the oountiy xoiind.” 
Ibe Landlord aoon the Dootcif 
brought, [were thought : 

Whoae words were graTe, whose lodka 
By the bed-side he to(dc his stand, 
And felt the patient’s bnxniag hand ; 
tThen, with a soientifio face, 

He bdd the symptoms of the ease. 
’’His frame’s assail’d with fry’rish 
heats: 

His pulse with rapid moyement beats; 
And now, I tbii^, ’twould do him 

g«x»dt 

Were he to lose a little blood : 

Some other usefol matters too. 

To ease his pain, I have in yiew. 

I’ll just step home, and, in a trioe. 
Will bring the fruits of my adyioe ; 
In the mean time, his thirst assuage 
Withteathat’amade of balm or sage.” 
Hesoonretum’d, — ^his skill applied, — 
the yein flow’d the crimson tide : 
And as the fldk bdiind him stand. 
He thus deoilaz’d hia stern oomniond : 
•’ At nine these powders let him take ; 
At tan thiadzsught,— the phial diake; 
And yeull reaiember at eleyen, 
Tbieeof thasepOlamustthenbe giyen; 
HTita wiw iM a you’ll oanflolly mmne. 
And gifo, at twtdve, the Mna too: 
If he aho^ wander, in a caada 
tMa bread bMatiir twi lifc TIittidr r 
Aaal aftm he has bad tte blhM, 
Willdft dh WiMlr tha dy^^ 
JtMAbegahdi etthaeaslrlm 


How l^tax and bk fry*ridi state 
Became the subject of dstmte. 

The mistress said she was afraid 
Ho medidne would give him aid ; 

For she had heard the screech-owl 
aoream. 

And had besides a honTid dream. 

Last night the candle buxn’dso blue ; 
While from the Are a coflbLflsw; 
And, as she deepless lay in bed. 

She heard a death-watch at her head. 
The maid and ostler too declar’d 
That noises strange they both hod 
heard. [tend 

” Aye,” cried the Bexton, ” thesepor- 
To the siok man a speedy end; 

And, when that I haye drank my li 
quor, [Vioar.” 

FU e’en go straight and fetch the 
The Ticar came, a worthy man, 
And, like a good Samaritan, 
Approadi’d in haste the stranger’sbed^ 
Where Syntax lay with adih^head; 
And, without any fuss or bother, 

He offer’d to his rey’rend brother 
Hu purse, bis house, and all the ease 
Whidi akind heart could giye Um 
there. 

Says l^tax, in a languid yoice^ 

” You make my yery aoid s^jdee; 
For, if witiun thii house I efcij, 
MyflediwiUfoonbe tomedto di^: 
For the good Doctor moona to pe^ 
Into my stomadi all hia diop. 

I tiiink, daar Sir, that X eenid eni» 
And phyrida bid a nammii treats 
If all that Clare to be endndd, 

I ahall be JdB’d in being cur’d.” 
”0,”acidtha‘VlBnr, ’’nefcrlhafi 
We^ leanm dm ifpmhM hM 
Gome, quit yenir had-X peay jm 
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li tad nty dear mate will fiiid 
dledPehie more nxited to your miad.** 
dtyttte now rose, but feeble stood| 
Ihttioi wittit of food and loss of blood ; 
But etSU be ventur’d to repair 
To Ibe good Yloor’s bouse and oare ; 
And found at dinner pretty picking, 
In pudding boil’d and roast^ obioken. 
Again, ’twas honest Gbizzle's fate 
To talm her way through <diiiroh-yard 
gate; 

And, undistnrb’d, once more to riot 
In green feast of ohurob-yacd diet. 

The Yioor was at Oxford bn^. 

And had much learniTig in his head ; 
But, what was fax the better part. 
Hashed mudi goodness in his heart : 
Tltt Vioar also had a wife 
IBa pride apd pleasure of his life ; 

A loving, kind and friendly meature, 
As blest in virtue as in feature, 

‘Who, without bUsters, drugs, or pills. 
Her patient cur’d of dXl. his ^s. 

Three days he stay’d a welcome guest, 
And eat and drank of what was best : 
When on the fourth, inhoulth ronow’d, 
His anxious journey he pursu’d. 

In two days more before his eyra 
The stately towers of York arise. 

what,” said he, ** can all this 
meanP 

Whit is yon erowded busy soene P 
Ten tilOBSSIld souls I do Tnamf-ftiTi 
A» soattsi^d oyer yonder plain.” 

** Aye, move l^lpn that,” amanre^ed, 
Who tatted briddy his side, 

<< And If yon choose^ I’ll he your guide : 
Ibr Rne yon will not peso this way, 
Andintathepleasnreoftheday: 
These ore the rabss, to ^se sport 
iMdes and gentry all resort” 
Th ough t fi^ntax I’ll just take a hxdc; 
*!MU giye a sidd^ to my ho(^ 


Bo on they went;— the highway friendl 
His services did oft oommend. 


** 1 will attend you to the oourse;. 
And tell the name of ev’ry horse-;; 
But first we’ll go and take a wh6%. 
And then FU teach you how to bein 
rU name the horse that’s doomed tm 
win— 

We’ll take the knowing fallows in.” ' 
Just as he spoke, the sports began ; 
Tho jookies whipp’d, the horses ran ; 
And, when the coursers reach’d the 
post, [hgLloet: 

The man scream’d out— ** Tour hQMe 
I’ve had the ludc— I’ve wou the day. 
And you have twenty pounds to pay.** 
Syntax look’d wild— the man siuid 
« ZoundsI 


Yon know you betted twenty pounds i 
So pay them down, or you’ll fare worse,, 
For I will flog you off the course.” 
The Doctor rav’d, and disavow’d 
Tho bold assertion to the crowd. 
Whatwould have been his haplessfote,. 
In this most unexpeoted state. 

May well be guess’d. But, lo! a friend 
Fortune was kind enough to send : 
Anhonesf Squire, whosmok’dthetriok, 
Appear’d well-azm’d with oaken stiok, 
And placing many a sturdy Uow 
Upon the shoulders of the foe, 

** It is with all my soul I heat 
This vile, tiiis most notorious (dieat,” 
The ’Squire exdaimed; **and you 
goodlblk, 


Who sometimes kfve a j^eosant joke, 

As I on partly tired of tinm^liig. 
Should trpat tiie sooundrsl witii a 
FMpfaig.*' IplMS’d 

The onmd wift tinir 


Budely the traidfaliiig Blasfcdig soil’d, 
Who, to thafrjusttafrrffdts yield, . 
Soon ran off dripping fram tiim Bsld* 
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Syntax bia aimple story toldr, — 
The ’Squire, as kind as he was bold, 
His ftill protection now affords, 

And cheer’d him both with wine and 
words, 

“ I love the Clergy from my heart, 
And always take a Parson’s port. 

My father. Doctor, wore the gown— 
A better man was never known : 

But on old uncle, a poor elf. 

Who to saye riches, starved himself, 
By his last will bequeathed me dear 
At least two thousand pounds a year, 
And sav’d me all the pains at college. 
To pore o’er hooks and aim at know- 
ledge: 

Thus free from care, I live at ease ; 
Go where 1 will, do what I please ; 
Pursue my sports, enjoy my pleasure. 
Nor envy Lordstheir splendid treasure. 
I have an house at York beside, [side : 
Where you shall go and straight ze- 


And ev’iy kindness diall he shown, 
Both ^my Dad’s sake, and yourown: 
For know, good Sir, Pm never lolk 
To mark my Mend^p ibr the doth. 
Hearty’s my name, and you shall find 
A welcome. Doctor, to your mind : 
And I’ve a wife so blithe and gay, 
Who ne’er says yes when I say nay.” 
Syntax observed, '^Thatwasahleasing 
A man might boast of in possessing.” 

At length arrived, a lady fair 
Received them with a winning air. 
<*Ah,” said the ’Squire, “1 always 
come. 

My dearest girl, with pleasure home: 
You see a rev’rend Doctor here. 

So give him of your choicest cheer:” 
“Yes,” she replied, ”0 yes, my dear*” 
** Nor fail all kindness to bestow 
0 no, my dear,” die said, 0 no.” 
Thus happy Syntax Joined the parly 
Of Madam and of *l^uire Hearty. 


CANTO XI 


N this sad, variegated life. 

Evil and good, in daily strife. 
Contend we find, which shall he mas- 
ter: [ter 

Now fortune smiles— then sad di^- 
Assumes in turn, its frowning power, 
And gives to man his ohequer’d hour. 
With diequer’d hours g^ Syntax 
thought, [fraught, 

jbod wdl might, his journey 
But still he hop’d, wh^ all was post, 
Thothe dumld comfort And at 
Thus, with mdook’d-fimkindnesshleBt, 
NofraMolaiqahhtranqoilfafeaBt; 
He eo^ and Arinks, and gees to rest: 
And whfm tiMwelaame aomweaM, 
Iha’StidnmidlladamiMtheaane. 


Just as the Minster-dodcetarwbknine, 
Coffee and tea, and fowl and diine, 
Appear’d in bU their due array, 

To give the hreoklkst of the iuy. 

The ’Squire then the talk began, 

And thus the conversation ran. 

’SQDXBE BEABTr. 

**Dootor, you truly may bdUeve 
Hie pleesure vdikh 1 now aeeeim 
In seeing yon, os you sit theie^ 

On what was onfle my Adheres dndr. 
I pray you think thia honea year 

Aye, ihongh It wn# Anne MSlha to 

Here you will find yonr s dtf oteaae-** 
Hoy whder w ri t e j ustoiyonpiaaoi. 
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AtvtemlifiddSMit, uycmieei— 
Diiuur jM ahnuri hm at three ; 

At alxvif «ilb will give yon tea.” 

MBS. HEABTY. [longi 
** And dhonld yon find the eYening 
1*11 ylay a tune,^and ling a song.” 
*SnniBE HEABTY. 

** B#ieB, pu*ll range the oountry 
YOnnd; [found: 

Bom onrions things may there he 
Tjonr geninsi too, may ohanoe to trace, 
Within tins odebrated plaoe, 

Borne ancient bnUding worth a look, 
That may, perhaps, enrich your book. 
I’m a tme Briton, as yon see : 

I lore good cheer and liberty ; 

And what I Ioyo myself, TU give 
To others, while I’m do^’d to Uyo. 
ThSa mociiing 1 intend to go 
To see the military diow. 

Thelight dragoonsnowqnarter’d here, 
WiU all in grand reriew appear : 
They are a regiment of renown, 

And some great Gen’ral is oome down 
To see them all, in bright array, 

Aot the fierce battle of the day. 
Ifyon should like snob sights as these: 
If warlike fsats yonr fan<^ please. 
We’ll to the common take a ride, 
And I myself will be yonr guide: 

Bo, if yon please, within an hour 
Our nags &tll be before the door.” 

SYNTAX. 

I win be ready to attend 
The sBnimons of my worthy firiend. 
The boreird Eero’a my delight, 
IfVBiipliiiaid erest and helmet h^ht: 
E’en idwn a boy, at early age, 

1 read in Hhmae’s lofty page 
How ftent 0redM in tiam of yoi% 

Brooch htm to IheBhrigiani^^ 
X mdd’d In fhdt snotat 
And taM wllhwdMift 


Whene’er I trao’d the Fields of Troy 
My heart beat high with martial joy, 
’3^ tme, I pray that war may oeaee, 
And Europe hail retmning Peace ; 
Yet etill I fed my bosom glow 
When British heroes meet the foe | 
When onr arm’d legions moke him fly, 
And yield the palm of Yiotory : 

Or when onr nayal thunders roar. 
And temfy the Gallio shore. 

This grand review will give me plea 
enre. 

And I shall wait upon yonr leunrs.*” 
But, as no time was to he lost. 
Syntax now hasten’d to the post : 
like post obey’d his lond command. 
And gave a letter to his hand. 

With eager haste the seal he broke, 
And thus the fond epistle spoke. 

« My dearest hnsband,-H>n my life 
I thought you had forgot your : 
While she to her affeotion tme, 

Was always thinking. Love, on yon. 
By this time I presume you’ve made 
No small advanoement in yonr trade: 
1 mean, my dear, that this same hook, 
To whidi 1 with impatienoe look, 

Is foil of promiae ; and I’m hold 
To hope for a return in gdd. 

I have no doubt that ample gains 
Will well reward yonr leuned pdni^ 
And will with bonnteons store, so* 
pay 

Yonr amdons toil of many a day; 
For well, my dearest ficiend, I know 
Where’er yon axe oompdl’d to go. 
Yon stOlmnitsi^ that you should ^ 
So kng swt^ film Aove totd Bko. 

I truly say my Beast doBi bniB 
With ardnt wish tor your return; 
And that I may my l^jntegfoet 
Wito sU diM hiaM iriMS we 
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The milliner is now preparing 
A. dren that will be worth the wear- 
ing; 

Jnrt muHa. an one aa I have aeon 
In Aekeimann’B laat Magazine, 
Where by the akilfiil paanter'a aid, 
Eadh fiuhion is ao well diaplay’d. 

A robe of orape with aatin bodioe, 
Will rnahe me look like any goddeaa: 
A mantle too, ia all the ton, 

And therefore I have order’d one : 
I’ve alao got a lilao bonnet, 

And plac’d a yellow feather on it : 
Thiia I ahaU be ao very smart, 

’Twill vex Mias Baiam to the heart ; 
Oh! it will make me burst with 
laughter, [daughter ; 

To {dague the purse-proud grocer’s 
Whilethroughthetownasyou shall see 
Eo one will be ao fine aa me. 


Oh ! with what pleasure and delight 
I shall present me to your sight ; 

Mow shall I hug you, dearest honey, j 
When you xetom brimfull of mon^,” 
Syntax exclaim’d, in acoents sad. 
The wuman’s surely gone atarkmad! 
To min, all her airs will tend,* 

But I’ll read on, and see the end.” 

As to the news, why you must 
know, 


Things m their usual order go: 
Jobsm the Tanner’s run away, 

And has not left a doit to pay : 

Bet Bnmkm was last Thursday 
rind, 

AnAMrst StflSbosnlMUiiiiiseaiiriisd. 
St til* aftar 

uoM ngaaawiiwiwoesni asray, 
Ani wui as ^ as ft iiuaid, 

TIm* was fiir dead : 

But lleftwr who 


Has hinted to me, ea aha thinks, 

That pionB Mrs. S^pietmldh drii^ 

— Thm is a lady just oeoie down, 

A dariiing, ftisl^ dame from tow^ 

To visit Madam Stapleton ; 

She’s said to be a London toast, 

But has no mighty charms to boast: 
For it is dear to my keen sight. 

That she lays on both red and white* 
She drives about in ohaise and pair, 
And, I have heard, oan curse and 
swear: 

But I mind not these things, not If 
1 never deal in calumny. 

So fare you well, my dearest lift,* 
And I remain yonr loving wift.” 
FOSTSGBXPT. 

<<Bnt if you ftar that yon Ihall- 
oome 

Without a bag of monay homo, 
’Twere better for that yon should teka 
A leap at onoe into the Lake: 

I’d rather hear tfaatyou wars drown’d, 
Than that you ohouU my hopes oon- 
ftund.” 


These tender lines did not impart 
Much comfort to the Boetor’a hearts 
Eethereftre thought itwoold be hetlar 
To lay aside this pretty letter ; 

Nor suffer its contents to sour 
The pleasure of the praasiit hosor. 

The ’Squire now besanie his guides 
So off Ihay trotted, lide by aide ; 
And, ero they paaii^d a mde ar tira^ 
BehM the aeana of fim xofieir. 


The troope drawn ugp In proud 

li-assriS 


Dw«m4} 


Hi. Hiatonai a. IraMva. 

mwft i<t wda iwwy 

And nrtrWbtibort eft hgiMUB^d wulii^ ‘ 



Ko Mi Ibr die bid none : 

her tail, for that was gone: 
But itill die morted, foam’d and 
flaono’d; 

tlMiipdiereax’d, andoff diebnmo’d; 
And having play’d theaeprettypranks, 
Badx’d all at onoe into the ra^ ; 
While Syntax, thongh nnna’d to fear, 
Suspected that his end ms near. 

But though his courage ’gan to addle, 
Heetill studi: dose upon his saddle ; 
While to die liEnpets on the hiU, 
Gtissle iqped lal^and then stood still* 
With thWdiedM’d her warlike race, 
And took with pride her ancient place; 
'Fear SMsrie, as we’ve told before, 
Onoe to the wars a tmmpet bore. 

At length, reoover’d from his fright, 
The BoMr stay’d and view’d the 
sight; I 

And thim, with heart as light as cork. 
He with l^friend jogg’d back to York, 
Where was renew’d the friendly fare, 
And ev’ry comfiirt promis’d there. 

The tins in dhit-chrt pass’d away, 
Till the chtmes told the dosing ^y : 
^^And now,” says plsasant Madam 
Hearty, 

What think you if our little party 
Shadd each to aing a song agree P 
*TwiU glva a aweet variety. 

Thnp let the pooling moments roll, 
Ti&llmnsMr hrings the eVning bowl; 
TheBoeto, sure, Fill do his best 
And IhUBgr mat ny poor request” 
The Jlootari mtyh 
Asd ratiiir imM totm n itasre^ 
WhsniPer hi^ aHttls nd^^ 

Wmi a niAd 

WitUjdsf ainnf, «r Mas^^ 
dhr phtystMotytya an tettdle ; 


And, bdng now a little gay, 
lledu'd Us widies to obey. 

^<Then I'll begin," 'Squire Hearty 
said, [made, 

« But though by land my tours are 
Whene’er 1 tune a song, or glee, 

I quit the land, and go to sea**’ 

THE ’saUlEE’S SONG. 

The signal given, we seek the main. 
Where tempests rage, and biUowa 
Nor know we if wo e’er again [r(^ : 

Shall anchor on our native diore. 
But, as through surging waves we 
sail, 

And ^stant seas and isles explore, 
Hope whispers that some future gsle 
Will waft us to our native shore. 
When battle rages all amain, [pour, 
And hostile arms their vengeance 
We British sailors will maintain 
The hononr of our native diore. 
But, should we dnd a wat’ry grave, 

A nation will our loss deplore ; 

And tean will mingle with the wave 
That breaks upon our native shore. 
And after many a battle won. 

When ev’ry toil and danger’s o'er, 
How great the joy, each duty done^ 
To anchor on our native shore. 

XBB. HBaSTT’a BONG. 

Cupm, away I thy work is o’n: 

Go sedc Idalia’i flow’iy grove 1 
Tour pointed darts will pain no moce; 
Hymen has heal'd the wonada of 
Love. 

Hymen ia hier% dBl ili !■ mt ; 

To diatBMt digld thy piid^ 

Ifo anxim doiiii^ BO tea 
Hymen haa aedh’d the paago of 
Lore* 


jbO&tOB SmrtATB TOtB 


Fotfil Amur ipiriti glow 
AaFlmlhii tiled to meet the foe: 
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CtrPIfi, away! tiie deed is done I | Brother Tom’s in the oodlin-ine, 
Away, *mid other soenes to rove: I As blithe as bl£Qie oaa be : 


Por Belph and Isabel are one, 

And Htbien guards the home of 
Lore. 

The Doctor now his rey’rence made, 
And Madam's wmiliTig nod obey'd. 
“Your songs,” said he, “have 
giy'n me pleasure. 

As well in subject as in measure ; 

But, in some modem songs, the taste 
Is far, I*m sure, from being chaste * 
They do not make the least pretonco j 
To poetiy or common sense. 

Some coarse conceits, a liyely air. 
With a da capo, here and there, 

Of uncouth words, which ne’er weie | 
found 

In any language aboye ground : | 

And these set off with some strange 
phrase, 

Compose our sing-Bong now-a-days. 
The dandng-master of my school 
In this way oft will play the fool, 

Anil make one laugh— one knows not 

wV.— 

Battr« had hetter laii,[h than cry. 
!nie song, which you're about to hear 
Will of tliis charaoter appear ; 

Prom London it was sent him down, 
As a great fhy 'rite throog^ the town." 

BOCTOB syntax’s SONO. 

Bye got a aodd of a with. 

The ph[igUfiaiidstermofmy]i&; 
01 were she in coal-pit bottom. 
And aU siuih jades, *od rot ’em! 
|fy eares woidd then be over. 

And 1 shonld Uue in doyer ; 

With barmn,iaaTnto,1>ornm aoonun— 

DBVw C| praWl fV 0 fWI 

Mew’d pEimoa iw dmt 


While Dorothy sits below. 

Where the daffodillies grow ; 

And manya slender ru^. 

And blackberries all on a bushi 
With hamm soarum, do. do. 

We’ll to the castle go 
like grenadiers all of a row, 

While the horn and trump diall 
sound 

As we pace the ramparts round, 
Where many a lady fair 
domes forth to take the air, 

With harum scamm, dc. do. 

The yessel spreads her sails 
To oatoh the rising gales. 

And danoes o’er the waye ; 

While many a loye lorn slaye 
To his mistress tells his tale. 

Far off in the distant yale; 

With hamm soarum, do. do. 

When the dew is on the rose, 

And the wanton z^hyr blows ; 
When lilies raise thefar head. 

And harebdls fragranoe ahed 
Then I to the rookswiUhia^ 

And sing a luUahy ; 

With harm soarum, do. da# 

By fsm’d llyssns stoeam 
How oft I fbndly drsam, 

When I read in dasrio pagen 
Of all the ancient Mgea; 

But they wm bom to dtol 
And so were you and I; 

With hanm seaiuitt, liocm soafVH- 
Stow’d prunes IWr eww^ 

Stow’d pruM Imp «ml 

Thus, wfA mmy u 
XlM pai^ staff d W esifam^ 
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CANTO XIL 


I Ilf#iifcj<rarney,--oiiw8go[woe 
(hiroiighinanyaBOeneofjoyand 
ThnB flits along and will not ataji 
Kcv let ns Unger on the way : [oonrae 
Like as a stream, whose Tarying 
liTow nulieB with impetuons force ; 
Ifow in suooessiTe eddies plays, 

Or in meanders gently strays, 

It still moves on, till spreading wide, 
It mingles with the htiny tide ; 

And, ^^hen it meets the ooean’s roar, 
XheUmpid waves are seen no more. 
Snoh, suoh is LifSe’s nnoertain way 
Vowthesan wakes th’ enUv’ning day : 
Ihe soene around enchants the sight ; 
To oool retreat the shades invite ; 

The UoBsoms halmy fragrance shed ; 
The meads a verdant carpet spread ; 
‘While the dear rill reflects below 
The flowers that on its margin grow. 
And the sweet songsters of the grove 
Attune to harmony and love. 

But lo I the douds obscure the sky, 
And tell the bursting tempest nigh : 
33ie livid flesh, {he pelting storm. 
Fair Nature's ev’ry grace deform ; 
While their assailing powere annoy 
The pensive pilgrim’s tranquil joy : 
But, though no tempests diould molest 
The bower where he stops to rest, 
Oixe wiU not let him long reinain, 
Bat leti him on his way again, 
likuis Syntax, who tho ’Squire had 
pM’d [rest, 

IRnr Hirae whole months to take his 
Sigh’d .wkn he flmiid he could not 
To Idtirihini^gh another day: [stay 
*<No,’’lmeiMWni’d, ^lanutaway:^ 
Ibmni^tiAlhisskk^ 

Tb llm a TM<rr^ a Lake ; 


And, by a wdl projected Tome, 

To cany fame and money home : 
And, dionld 1 &il, my loving wife 
Will lead me sndi a precions Ufe, 
That I had better never more 
Approach my then forbidden door.*' 
’Twas thus he ponder’d as he lay, 
When the son told another day, 

Nor long the downy couch he press’d, 
'Where busy thought disturbed^ii 
rest ; [hfloi^ 

But quick prepar’d, with grateful 
From this warm mansion to depart. 
The ’Squire to his professions true, 
Thus spoke at onoe his kind adieu. 
’SQUIAE. 

Pm sorry, Sir, with all my heart. 
That you and I so soon must part: 
Your virtues my regard engage ; 

I venerate the rev’rend sage ; 

And, though Fve not the mind to toil 
In Learning’s way, by midnight oil. 
Yet still I fsel the rev’renoe due 
To aU loch learned men as yon: 

Nor osn I urge your longer stay, 
When Soienoe oalls you flu away : 
But still I hope yen’ll not refuse 
Hy friendly tribute to the Mnse ; 

A^, when again yon thia way oome, 
Again you’ll And this house a home. 
B^es, I mean to recommend 
Your labonra to a noUa friend, 

‘Who well is known to rank as hi^ 
In karning, aa in quality; 

‘Who can your merits revleir; 

A statesman sad a poet too : 

He will your g^Wi truly lean, 

And though a Load, a laaiAscl maa, 
Wnr rwaa# M yn 

Whose virtue and unsidly’d fluBS 
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WiU daoorate th* historio page. 

And liye through oy’ij fiitnre age* 
That oonzteoiiB Lord doth oondeflioend 
To know me £»r a fiuthM Mend ; 
And, when yoa to hie Lordahip give 
The letter which you now reoetye, 
Expect, on his right noble part, 

A wdoome that cheer yonr heart 

To then repoir. 

And Honour will attend yon Ubere, 
Kor fear, my Mend, that gilded state 
Will frown upon your humble fate ; 
My Lord ii good as he ia great’* 
SYNTAX. 

« Your kindneaa, anrely, knows no 
Yon are in truth a real Mend; [end; 
Nor can my feeble tongue express 
This unexpected happineaa : 

For if this noble Lord should deign 
My feeble labours to sustain, I 

With the all-cheering, q»lendid rays 
Of his benign, protecting praise. 

My fortune w^ at onoe be made, 

A^ I shall bless the author’s trade.” 
Thus, as he spoke, ’Sq,uire Hearty 
gaye 

The lettw Syntax longed to haye; 
And with it a soft aill^ note, [wrote; 
On whioh two ooal-bliMk words were 
The sight of iriiich his sense oonfonnds, j 
For these said words were 9bmitp 


Veaalm. 

^^Ch^” said the ’Squire^ **yQur 
wond’itii^ look; 

’Tis my snhser^itiioai to your book ; 
And when ’tis printed, fan. will send 
A eopy to jmir YoMfo fri»d ; 
Beridas, ru try te aaU a itooN 



<<Mt Lobd, 

TUsUbertyltske, 

For Laughter and frr Merit^s sake ; 
And whra the bearer shall appear 
In your fine manshm’s atmosphere, 
His figure will your spirits oheer. 
You n^ no other toj^ seek; 

He’ll farmsh laughter fiw a week : 
But still 1 say, a^ tell you true, 
You’ll loye iJm for his merit too. 
You’ll see, at onoe, in this Biyine, 

I Quixote and Parson Adams shine : 

I An hero well oombin^d you’ll yiew 
For Fielding and CEByANixs too: 
Besides, my Lord, if 1 can judgs^ 

In dlaiiio Im he’s us’d to dmd^ 

0 do hut hear his simple story ; 

Let him hut lay it aU before yon ; 
And you will thank me for my letter, 
And say that you are Heabty’s 

debtor: 

Nay, when your aides are tir’d witili 
mirth, 

Yonr heart will foel his real worth* 

1 know yonr kindneii will reoalya faha, 
And to your fsyour thus I leaya him* 
So I remain, with seal meat frrfent^ 
Your Lordahip’s true and heuly wn» 

yaat. 

Yobx, Thunday. B* E.” 


The Doctor now preparod to fo^ 
With heart of joy and look ef woe I 
He silent aquees’d the ’Sqniii^f band% 
And oskfd of Madsiw hme eornmande. 
The ’Squiie esekiim’d, ‘*wlqr so iw* 
miss? 


fflm bids yon take nlMriw khii 
And if yon IldaklltattiBO Won't dsj, 

•Nr 

iMlM l» an* Sw la# 
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ITordiAluilSagvrtoezolajm, | 

** & W low’d a fiBdxar dome.” { 

And ittteA aoottats, widr^’* Adieo.’’ 

Ctjflte, idnwfiFit he 
HadmoBwd&'viewof good to coma, 
Ab now befoce fsaaiiay row 
To bid him laugh at fotnre woea. 

Fortune/* )ie orj^ ia kind at laat, 
And 1 fbrgiya her nudioe paat : 
dad in C — ——’a benignant form, 
Her poww^ iBdrt 1^31 wake the 
Kor e’en agahSliat anger died [atorm, 
In firegnaiit ahowera upon my head.” 

How, after a diort morning’s ride, 
In eager Hope and Fano 3 r’a pride, 
TbeHoetarTiewB, with oensdouBamile, 
p’air ’a aplendid pile. 

Ket Tersaillea makea a finer show, 

Aa, paaaing o’er the lofty brow, 

The stately aoene is view’d beW. 

My Lord reoeiv’d him with a grace 
VhichmarksthesoY’reignof theplaoe ; 
Kor was poor Syntax nude to feel 
The pride which fools so oft reveal ; 
Who think it a fine state deoorom, 
'Whanhumble idarit atanda before’em : 
BabAoe was birih from folly free; 
Hew was the true nobility , 
IHiw^hnniankindnewgilds thecreit; 
Ihe first of virtues, and the beat. 

Anhamf in pleasant ddt-diat paat, 
Ihe walaBwe dinner oame at last : 


And ggw the hungry Syntax eats 
Of iQi^ lageats mil dainty wwti: 
Her wasfibe goodmenfrand to shrink 
WheoiVW he was aatf d to drink. 

[show 

« Whahittiik fm. Hector, of the 


mr LOBO4 

What say you to this itatue here P 
^Hoes it not fimh and blood appear P’ 
SYNTAX. 

Pm Bare, my Lord, ’tis veiy fine ; 
Bat I, just now, prefar your wine/’ 
Bin JOHN. 

I wonder yon can keep your eye 
I From forms that do with Nature vie; 
Nay, in my mind, my lev’rend friend, 
Natw’s best works they far transoend. 
Look at that picture of the Graces, 
What lovely forms !— whatidmnftag 
faces I” 

SYNTAX. 

“ Their ohaxms, Sir John, I riiall 
discover, 

I have no doubt, when dinner’s over: 
At present, if to judge I’m able, 

The finest works are on the table. 

1 should prefer the cook just now. 

To Bubens or to Gerard Dow.” 

XY LOBD. 

’’ I wirii to judge, by oertainrulea, 
The Flemish and Xtidian sriiocds ) 
And nkely to desoribe the merits 
Or beauties which each aohobl in* 
heriW’ 

SYNTAX. 

Iho’, in thmr way they’ie both 
hatching; 

I now prefw your Lordihip^B hitdien.’’ 

The dinner done, the puxich oppeBiBi 
And many a glass their apfritadieen, 
The fsative hours thus pWd away, 
TUI time brought on the ckshilg day: 
The Doctor talk’d, nor ceas’d his 
quaffing, panghing^ 

WhUe sB aiutmil wm riWk with 

npBfr. 

“ Again the BBi^ I WieW, 

And with you wiraU the uMms 
viaw.” 




LO00 
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STMTAX. 

** To yiev them now would be a 
trouble, 

For faith, my Lord, my eyes see 
double.” 

MT LOUD. 

** To bed then we had best repair, — 
1 giye you to the Butler’s care ; 

A sago grave man, who will obey 
Whate’er your Bev’renoe has to say.” 
The sage grave man appear’d, and 
bow’d: 

“ 1 am of this good office proud ; 

But ’tis the custom of this place. 
From country-yeoman to his Grace, 
'Whene’er a stranger guest we see, 

To make him oi ^e cellar free. 

To you the same respect we bear. 
And therefore beg to lead you there ; 
When eVry noble butt doth claim 
The honour of some titled name.” 

The servants waited on the stairs, 
With cautious form and humble airs . 
**Leadon,” saysSyntaz, **1’11 not stay. 
But follow w^re you 1^ the way.” 


The Butler cried, ** You’ll under- 
stand 

It is our noble Lord’s command 
To give this rev’rend Doctor here 
A said^le of our strongest beer ; 

So tap her Grace of Devonahixe.” 

At length the potent liquor flows, 
Whidhmakes poor manforgethis woes. 
Syntax exclaim’d, Here’s Honour’s 
boast 

The health of our most noble Host-* 
And let fair Devon orown the toast” 
The cups were cheer’d with loyal 
song; 

But cups like these ne’er lasted long : 
And Syntax stammer’d, **Do you see f 
Now I’m of this fam’d cellar 
I wish I might be quickly led 
T’ enjoy my freedom in a bed.” 

He udsh’d but once, and was ob^’d, 
And soon within a bed was laid. 
Where, all the day’s strange bns’ness 
o’er, 

He now was left to sleqp and fluve. 


CANTO XIII. 


H OW oft, as through Life’s vale 
we stray, 

Doth flmey light us on our way 1 
How oft, with many a vision bright, 
Doth she the wsywmrd heart delic^t. 
And, with a find enliv’ning mile, 
The heavy hour of care beguile 1 
But though so oft she isatters flowers, 
To make more gay our waking hours, 
is the time when o^er the soul 
ffiie ezerdaes fliH esdstrsL 
Whils lifs’s man active frmetions 
pause, 

And sleep iti eaUe curtain dsiws, 


’Tia then she wavea her fldry wind, 
And strange things rise at her eom- 

She then asenmes a motley reign, 

I And man livea o’er hie lift ag^; 
'While many an aiiy dream toitea 
Herwisaid maaks,kBr wmton ipdtm: 
Through the wam badn the phais- 

AndfbimikvLiflmuTdi^* [pteal^ 
Tkue Mwi, iMe «i hid he 
And paai^d in bhbqr iMli, 

Wae led in iheie Uttoonaeiimi hQmc% 
^y Jtasy, tolMctdrybcwm^ 
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Vhm the lig^t spirits wander free 


In whimsical Tsriety. 

Ko more an hnmUe Curate noW| 
He Ms a mitre on hia brow ; 

The mildew’d surplioe, thusWrith- 
drawn, 

Tiddi to the fine, transparent lawn ; 
And. peruke, that defied all weather, 
la nMj dr^’d to ape a feather. 
Orizzle no more ia aeen to wail, 

Her mangled ears and butcher’d tail : 
fiix Grizzlee'iiow, frith ey’ry ear, 

And all their flowing tails appear ; 
When, hamesi^d to a light barouche. 
The ground th^ do not seem to touch ; 
WhUeonwaidwhirl’din wild surprise, 
The air-blown Prriate thinks he flies. 
Now through the long cathedral aisle 
Where yergers bow and yirgins smile, 
With measured step and solemn air. 
He gains at length the sacred chair : 
And to the crowd, with look profound, 
Bestows his holy blessing round. 
Aboye the pealing organs blow, 

To the respondent choir below ; 
When, bending to religion’s dirine, 
He fsi^ an energy diyine. [dutches, 
Now, ’soaped from Dolly’s angiy 
He thiidcs he’s married to a Duchess, 
And that her rank and glowing beauty 
Bnliyen his prelatio duly. 

Thus Fancy, with her antic train, 
Faas^d nimbly through the Doctor’s 
hfoln: 

Bn^ whHa she told her yarying story 
Of short-liy’dpomp and fading glory, 
A ycice xyon the yiaion broke— 
ynoL Bynlix gaye « gnmt-««nd 
’woke. 

’^Andmnyft pleMcyniii Fyenwoid 
SotdlyOfoeJfay’riBe^frommyLQrd.’’ 
« A Lo^” hacried* « why, to be free, 
, pye h^miie good aLord as he ; 


Throughout the night, Fye been aa 
As any Lord, with all hia state ; [great 
But now that fine-drawn soene is o’er, 
And I’m poor Syntax as before, [tain. 
You spoil’d my fortune, ’tis most oer- 
The moment you withdr^ the curtain ; 
Bo, if you please, my pretty maid. 
You’ll tdl me what my Lord has said.” 
« —My Lord has sent to let you know 
That breokfsst is prepared Mow.” 

« — Let my respeots upon him wait, 
And say that I’U be with him straight.” 
Out then he bounced upon the floors 
The maid ran shouting through the 
door, 

So much the figure of the Doctor, 

In his unrob’d condition shock’d hor. 

Syntax now hasten’d to obey 
The early summons of the day. 

He humbly bow’d and took bis seat ; 
Nor did his Lordship fail to greet 
With kindest words his rey’rend 
guest— 

As how he had eigoy’d his rest: 
Hop’d ey’ry comfort he had found ; 
That his night’s riumbers had hem 
sound; 

And that he was prepar’d to diare 
With keen regard, his morning’s faiew 
The Dootor smil’d, and soon made fret 
With my Lord’s hospitality : 

Then told aloud his golden dream, 
Whidhproy’d of mirthafruitfolthemei. 
<* ’Tis true,” he said, “whenlawcke, 
The dhsrm diasoly’d, the fpell waa 
broke; 

The mitre and its grand diiplay, 
With my fine wife, all passed away: 
Th’ swsk’nigg Wee my fortuae 
cross’d: 

1 cqp’d my eyes, and all was lost| 

But still 1 find to my dzlig^ 

I haya act lost apy agfiilta.” 
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aiB JOHN. 

** Ai for the mitre end the gold, 
Whieh Fancy gaye yon to behold, 
They, to a mind with learning franght, 
Bo n^ deaerve a passing thought ; 
Bat I lament that such a bride 
Should thus be stolen from your side.” 

SYNTAX. [roam ; 

** For that choice good I need not 
Tye got, Sir John, a wife at home, 
Who can from mom to night contrive 
To keep her family alive : 

Such sprightly measures she can take 
That no one deeps when she’s awake. 
For me, if Fortune would but show’r 
Some portion of her wealth and pow’r, 
I would forgive her, on my life. 
Though she forgot to add a wife. 
Indeed, Sir John, we don’t agree. 
Nor join in our philosophy ; [knows. 
For did you know what that man 
Had you e’er fislt his cutting woes. 
Who has of taunts a daily plenty, 
Whoae head is oomb’d, whose pocket’s 
empiy ; [tradi, 

Ton ne’er would call those diiners 
Whose touch is life— -whose name is 
MY LORD. [Cash.” 
"A truce, 1 pray, to your debate ; 
The hunters all impatient wait ; 

And much I hope our learned Clerk 
Will take a gallop in the Pork.” 

SYNTAX. [take. 

Tour sport, my Lord, I oannot 
For I must go and hunt a lake ; 

Ajid while you «diaee the ikying deer, 
J must fly ^ to Windermere, 

’Stead of haHoatog to a fbz, 

1 most oatoh eohoea iMin the sodn ; 
With cndeBM eye and aotive aont, 

1 on the piotnseegne am beat ; 

.this k my ganm, I mast porane it, 
4M aMimdfc mlkra I eaoaot view 


Though in good truth, but do not 
flout me, 

I bear that self same thing about me, 
If in man’s form yon widi to eee 
The piptureeque, pray look at me ; 

I am mysdf withrat a flaw. 

The very piotnresque I drew. 

A Beotor, on whose flioe so deek 
In vain yon for a wrinkle sedc ; 

In whose fair form, so fat and round, 
No obtnse angle’s to be found ; 

On such a diape no man of taate 
Would his fine tints or canvas waste : 
But take a ourate who’s so thin, [ddn, 
His bones seem peeping throngh his 
Make him to stand, or walk, or dt, 
In any posture yon think fit, [him. 
And, with all t^se nioe poi^ about 
No well-taught painter e’er would 
scout him : 

For with his air, and look and mien, 
He’d give effect to any soene. 

In my poor beast, as wall as me, 

A fine example you may see : 

She’s so abrupt in all her parts—* 

0 what fine snbjeots for the arts I 
Thus, though we travd on together, 
With gentle gale or stormy weather ; 
And, though we trot along the plains, 
Where one dead levd ever xeigna, 

1 Or pace where rodcs and mountains 

i rise, [ddoe ; 

Who lift their heads, sad brave the 
1 1, Bootor Syntax, and my horse, 

I Give to the landscape doable Isree. 

I — I have no doubt I diaU prodnoe 
I A Tdnme of unoommon use, 

That will be wortiiy to be plao’d 
Beneath the eye of men of taste : 
And I dioiddlupe, my Isnd, dut y^ 
Wm praise it nad pmM it too ; 

Wffl ^ allHwgsa mt mmm 
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Sluii tiva suiy TaoWf till time doth 
and, [friend.” 

IWt fl ' ' was my honour’d 

SIK JOHN, 

Avd can you, learned Doctor, see 
'Wtai that Important hour diall^ P” 
BTOTAX. 

Ssight, that was not wisely 
spoke; 

the point’s too serious for a joke ; 
Apd you must knoW| by Heav’n’s de- 
cree, 

That hour will come to you and me, 
And then succeeds— Eternity.” 

MT LORD. 

** Peace, peace, Sir John, and let 
me t^ 

The Doctor that I wish him well. 

I doubt not but his work will prove, 
Most useM to the arts 1 love. 

But pray, good Sir, come up to town, 
That seat of wealth and of renown : 
Come up to town, nor fear the cost, 
Bor time nor labour shall be lost. 

I’ll ope my door and take you in— 
You’ve made me laugh, and you shall 
win: 

We’ll then consult how I can best 
Advance your real interest : 

And here this piece of writing take ; — 
Tou*IL,use it for the donor’s sake ; 

1 mean, you see, that it shall crown 
Your while you stay in town : 
Butyoumay, as it suits you, use it,— 
Be one, 1 Bumy, will refuse it.” 
ThaDoctor, wlmhe view’d the paper. 
Instead of bowing— out a caper. 

Xy Lord now sought the expected 
AnA (Syntax; in his usual pace, [ohaoe, 
When four long tpdiens days had past,. 
The town of Xsiiriidc rest’d at las^ 
When heUi taetts work prat’d, 
Of aBkli istt tike ksi^d reward* 


Soon as the mom began to bieaky 
Old Grizzle bore him to the Lake, 
Along the banks he gravdy pao’^ 
And all its various beauties trae’d ; 
When, lo, a threat’ning storm ap- 
pear’d! 

Phoebus the socne no longer dieer’d ; 
The dark clouds sunk on eVry bill ; 
The floating mists the valleys fill : 
Nature, transform’d, began to lour, 
And threaten’d a tremendous sbow’r. 

I love,” he cried, “ to hear the rattle 
When dements contend in battle ; 
For 1 insist, though some may flout it, 
Who write about it, and about it, 
That we the picturesque ma^find 
In thunder loud, or whistliiig wind: 
As often, as I folly ween, 

It may be heard as well as seen : 

For, ^ough a pencil cannot traoo 
A sound as it can paint a ;^oo, 

The pen, in its poetic ragJ, 

Can make it figure on the page.” 

A fisherman, who pass’d that way. 
Thought it civility to say — 

** An’ please you, Bir, ’tis all in vain 
To take your prospeoto in the rain ; 
On horsebatk too you’ll ne’er be 
able — 

’Twere better sure to get a table.” — 
Thanks,” Syntax said, for your 
advioe, 

And foith I’ll take it in a trioe; 

For, as I’m moisten’d to the 
I’ll seek a table at the Inn 
But Grizzle, in her haste to pass, 
Lur’d by a tempting toft of grass, 

A luckless step now chano’d to ts^ 
And sous’d tile Doofor in the Lake ; 
But, as it prov’d, no wona disaster 
Befd poor Grisde and h|V master, 
Thin both of them could wsUendm, 
And a warn Inn would shortly onm. 




D" SYNTAX SKETCHING THE LAKE 
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To &at worm Inn they qniokly bind, Kor did ho waato hk houn airmyi 
Where Syntax, by the fire-aide, But gave hia peneil all ita play, 
fiat in the Landlord’a gonnenta olad. And traced the l andioa p ea of flie 
But Borrovfiil nor aad : day. 

CANTO XIV. 


« XT ATUEE, dear Nature, ia my 
IM goddeaa. 

Whether arrayed in ruatio bodice, 

Or when the nicest touch of Art 
Doth toher oharmanew oharma import : 
But atill I, aomehow, lovo her heat. 
When die’s in ruder mantle drest: 

1 do not mean in diape grotesque. 

But when die’s truly picturesque.” 

ThusdieneKtmoniiDg as he stray’d. 
And the aurrounding scene survey’d, | 
Syntax exdaim’d. — ^A party stood 
Just on the margin of the fiood. 

Who were, in MtaUt quo, to moke 
A little voyage on the Lake. 

The Doctor forward stepp’d to show 
The wealth of his port-folio : 

The ladies were quite pleas’d to view 
Such pretty pictures as he drew; 
While a young man, a neighbouring 
’Squire, 

Expressed a very warm desire, 

Whidi seem’d to come from honest 
heart, 

That of their boat he’d take a port. 
Now fttUL the diore they quioUy 
sail’d; 

And Boon the Doctor’s voioe prevail’^ 
Thu ia a kvely eoene ol nature ; 
Bet Fvn enough of land sW water : 
1 want eome living thing te diow 
QbW tv lha pietareaque wfll go.” 
jjun* 

**Se^8hthqu:awiA>UBWillowafl,y; 
And ^ flu laft awMdi onhii^ ; 
Wn MMun eaa vkir ldm ha the liy. 


Behold the wild fiiwl, howthey i^ead 
Upon the Lake’s expansive bed : 

The kite sails through the airy way, 
Prepar’d to pounce upon its prey : 

The rooks, too, from their morning 
food, 

Pass oawing to the distant wood.” 
8 TNTAX. 

« When with a philosqphk eye 
The realms of Nature I desory. 

And view the grace that she can give 
To aU the varying fixrma that live ; 

I fed with awe (he plastio art 
That doth andi wond’rons pow’re im- 
part 

To all that wing the air, or creep 
Along the earth, or swim the de^ 

I love the winged world that flke 
Through the thin einre of the ddee; 
Or, not ordain’d those heightetOBonii, 
Live the fiEuniliar frienda of man, 
And, m his yard or lonnd hia eo^ 
Enjoy, poorthinga! their deslhi^dlot: 
But though their i^umee ere gay with 
dyea, 

In endleaa bright divenitiei^ 

What, thoogh snoh glowing tintopie^ 
vail, [tdl; 

When the proud peeeobk aprends his 
What,thonghfimniglitiiige]eipr^^ 
Through the charm’d fh’ en- 

rnurntf • rthnUll 

Whi^^^ilS hlMUrffd 
Make voeel et^ veideat Imdi ; 

Not one amogg the winged kind 
P^naeate an dijeet te my wind I 
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Their gmee a&d heaiitj*! nought to 
IniUliiiMferart; wietj [me; 

The 1 OBimot see. 

A oKrtitti nwltied to a itake 
Win a fitr better picture make, 
When aa a aoare-orow ’tie dieplay’d 
To make all thicTidi birds afraid, 
Than the white swan, in all its pride, 
Bailing upon the crystal tide. 

Aa a philoBoplier I aoan [man ; 

WhateW kind HeaVn has made for 
I fed it a rdigious duty 
To bless its use und praise its beauty; 
I care not whataoe'er the creature, 
Whate’er ita name, its form and fea- 
ture, 

Bo that frnd Nature will aYer 
The creature do& belong to her. 

But though indeed, I may admire 
The gr^hound’a fbnn, and snake’s 
attire, 

Th^ neilto will my object suit 
like a good shaggy, rag^ brute. 

J will acknowledge that a goose 
be a Bne fowl of soy’reign use : 

But for a piotnre she’s not fitted — 
The bird was made but to be spitted. 
The pigeon, Fll be bound to show it, 
Is a fiw suhjeot for a poet ; 

In the soft Terse his mate he woos, 
Tuais his gay neck, and bills and 000s, 
And as in am’roua strut he moyes, 
BeoikesIkefQndheartQf hirnwholoves : 
Bit rU not paint him, no, not I— 

1 him better in a pie, 

WdB mbb’d with salt and spicy dust, 
And thne embody’d in a eruat 
Honmaymbirdthathaunti the wood, 
HownMnyafowl that deafestheflood, 

Or pleam 119* lyf in they ifpear, 
^IHwn in Ihajfr Itlghly or ea 
XldUMdn^MmUlow. 


Butstill, whate’er theirfarmorfeather, 
You oannotmake them group together; 
For let them swim or let ttem fly. 
The picturesque they all defy. 

The bird that’s sitting quite alone 
Is fit but to be cary’d in stone ; 

And any man of taste ’twould shook 
To paint those wild geese in a flOck : 
Though 1 like not a single figure. 
Whether ’tis lesser or ’tis bigger : 
That fisherman so lean and lank, 
Who sits olone upon the bank, 
Tempts not the eye ; but, doff his coat. 
And quiddy group him with a boat. 
You &en will see the fdlow make 
A pretty object on the Lake. 

If a boy's playing with a hoc^, 

’Tis something, for it forms a group. 
In painter’s eyes — 0 what a joke 
To place a bird upon an oak : 
Atthesametime, ’twould help the jest. 
Upon the branch to fix a nest. 

A trout, with all its pretty dyes 
Of yarious hues, delights the eyes ; 
But stiU it is a silly whim 
To make him on a oanyas sWim: 

Yet, I must own, that dainty fidi 
Looks yeaty handsome in a I 
And he must be a thnnkless sinner 
Who tbrnks a trout a paltry dinner. 

The first, themiddle, and thelaitfe 
In pioturesque is bold contrast ; 

And painti]^ has no nobler use 
Than this gnmd olgeot to produce. 
Such is mythonght, and Fllpursneit; 
these’san example—you shall yiewit. 
Look at that tree— then takea j^haoe 
At its fine, boldprotabennee; 
Behold thcae branches —how their 

lii, ib« M of liaM, a&i]igr*d: 
Look at Wd iak 

Zho kulcwHdiil»dflii»«Hd»il4|dMi 
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Th« Moilin donds that spot the dcy, 
Hake the blue yaulting twice as high; 
And where the lonbeami waz^y 
glow 

They make the hollow twice as low. 
The Flemifih painters all surpass 
In making pictures smooth as glass : 
In Cuyp's best works there’s pretty 
paintmg; 

But the bold picturesque is wanting. 
Thus, though I leaTe the birds to 
nngi 

Or deaTe the air with rapid wing— 
Thus, though 1 leave the fish to play 
Till the net drags them into day — 
Kind Nature, ever bounteous mother ! 
Contrives it in some way or other, 
Our proper wishes to supply 
In infinite variety. 

The world of quadrupeds displays 
The painter’s art in various ways ; 
But, ’tis some diaggy, ragged brute 
That will my bu^ purpose suit ; 

Or Budias, from their diape and make, 
Kofine-wrought, high-bred semblance 
take. 

A wsU-fed horse, with shining skin, 
Form’d for the course, and plates to 
win, 

May have hie beauties, but not those 
That wBl my graphic art disdose: 
My xmw-bon’d mare ^ worth a score 
Of those fine pampi^d beasts, end 
To give effbot to bold design^ [more, 
And decorate aneh views as mine. 

To the fina stead you qpoiiml^bow, 
Bal pictvneeque prefersm oow ; 

On M high htya and horned liead 
ttewtrae^li^tanddiade are shed: 
loda^ t preftr by hili^ 

Tb a fine eolt, a mum edf t 


Would to a taste-inapiied mind, 
Leave the fhr-fhm’d Bdipse behind: 
In a grand stable he might please, 
But ne’er diould graae beneath my 
trees.” PSquire 

Caught by bis words, the mdiem 
Fail'd not Us learning to admire : 
But yet he had a wish to quia ^ 

The Doctor’s humour and hia phis. 

«I have a house,” he said, atliand» 
Where you my eervioe may oomayrnd ; 
There I have oows and asses too, 

And pigs, and sheep, Sir, not a lliw; 
Wheroyou, at youruntroubledleunroi 
May draw them as it suits your plea* 
sure. [mare, 

You shall be welcome, with your 
And find a country ’Squire’s fare : 

If a few days with us you pass, — 
We’ll give you meat--mid give her 
grass.” [shore, 

Thus ’twas agreed ; they 'came cn 
The party saunter’d on b^ore ; 

But ere they reach’d the mansion Mir, 
Grizzle had borne her master thaae. 
It was indeed a pleasant spot 
That this same country ’Squite had 
got; 

And Syntax now the party join’d 
With salutation free and khuL 
’BQUinB. 

This, Doctor Syntax, is my snter ! 
Why, my good Sir, you have hot 
kiss’d her.” 

STKTAn. 

«« Do not suppose I’m each a brttte 
As to disdain the sweet selnta.” 
’saunuB. 

» And this, Sir, is my loving wifbj, 
The joy and honoiir of my lift*” 
smAX« 

** A lovely Lady to the view! 

And with your le^ I’llkiashar Ian5 




fi]l\AinMr on the board appear’d; 
WlMiolilie warm welcome gavaa mt 
Xo all the plenty of the feast 
l^Bootor eat, and talk’d and qnaff’d ; 
Xhe good Host smil’d, the Ladies 
’SQUIBB. [laugh’d. 

** As yon disdain both fowl and fish, 
Think you your art oould paint that 
didiP” 

SYNTAX. [lief,— 

Though ’twill to hunger give re* 
There’s nothing picturesque in beef : 
But there are aztistB— if you’ll treat 
’em; [’em.” 

Will peiut your dinners ; that is^eat 
’SQUIBB. [mand 

« But sure your pencil might oom- 
Whate’er is noble, vast and grand, — 
The beasts, forsooth, of Indian land ; 
Where the deroe, savage tiger scowls, 
And the fell, hungry lion growls.” 

SYNTAX. [fit ; 

‘’These beasts may all be subjects 
But, for their likeness, will they sit f 
rd only take a view askaunt. 

Prom &e tall back of elephant ; 

With half an hundred Indians round 
ttie, [confound me. 

That anoh aharp dlaws might not 
But now, as we have oeas’d to dine, 
And 1 have had my share of wine, 

1 ahould be glad to dose the feast 
By dnwing some more harmless 
beast.” 

The Boetor found a quidk oonient, 
And to the farm their way they bent. 
Atttb inverted, form’d hu aeat ; 

The anhtaah their painter meet: 
Oowa^ aaiaa» ahaqp, and ducks and 

iMiBt tlMnnlfii to glim the pirn 


Quitted the meadow to appear, 

And took her atation in the rear : 

The sheep all baa’d, the asses bray’d, 
The moo-oowB low’d, and Grizzle 
neigh’d 1 [glee ; 

“ Stop, brutes,” he cried, “ your noisy 
I do not want to hear— but see ; 
Though Iqr the piotoresquish laws, 
You’re better too with open jaws.” 

The Doctor now, with gen^^ big. 
First drew a cow, and next a pig : 

A sheep now on ^e paper passes, 

And then he sketched a group of ossos: 
Nor did he foil to do his duty 
In giving Grizzle all her beauty. 
«And now,” says Miss (a laughing 
clf) [self.” 

“ I wish, Sir, you would draw your- 
’’ With my heart,” the Dootor said, 
” But not with horns upon my head.” 
« — then I hope you’ll ^aw my 
face.” ’[i3fwe 

“ In vain, fair maid, my art would 
Those winning smilsB, that native 
grace* 

The beams of beauty I disdaim ; 

Tlie pioturosque’s my only aim : 

My pencil’s skill is mostly shown 
In drawing faces like my own, 

Where time, alas, and anxious Care, 
Have placed so many wrinkles there.” 

Now all beneath a spreading tree 
They chat and sip their evening tea, 
Where Syntax told hia various fete ; 
His stodiouB life and married state; 
And that he hoped hia Towwouldte^ 
His oomlbrta M hia purse to mend. 

At kngthihey to the IwiiMrelreated, 
Androundtke aupper soonwereaeaied; 
When the tune qukk)^ pogi^d away, ’ 
And giy good hHiWW diM’d tlw diy 
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CANTO XV. 


ii\J IHTUE embraoei ey’iy state ; 
V And, while it gilda the rich 
and great, 

It oheen their heart who humbly stray 
Along Life’s more sequester’d way : 
'While, fnnn henei^ the portals 
proud, [crowd, 

Wealth oft relieves the suppliant 
The wayworn pilgrim smiles to share, 
In lowly homes, the welcome fare. 

In splendid halls and painted bow’rs 
Plenty may orown tho festiye hours; 
Yet still within the secret dell 
The hospitable Virtues dwell ; 

And in this Isle, so brave and fisir^ I 
Kind Charity is ev’rywhere. 

Within the city’s ample bound 
Her stately piles are seen around ; 
'Where ev’ry want, and evexy pain 
That in man’s feeble nature reign, 
‘Where the sad air of pining gnef 
Hay, bless’d be Heavenl obtain rdief : 
While, on the humble village-green, 
How oft the low-roof’d pile is seen. 
Where poverfy forgets its woes. 

And wearied age may find repose. 

** Thrice happy Britons ! while the 
Of fhrious, nnrdentmg War [oar 

Leaves the dire traekof streaminggore 
Onmai^ ahapleaa, distant dim,— 
“Whito a iwno r adeas tyrant’s hand 
Beals adAy, thcouQ^ eadt lordgn 
land^ 

Fm kMM ivc« jmtt U., 

nylmg ti—iirigwdri ml. 


Where’er it is his lot to go, 

He will not meet an armed Ibe ; 

Nay, wheresoe’er his way doth tend, 
He sure may bhanoe to find a friend.’’ 

Thus, having rose at early |||, 

As through the fields he took iflp||Sy, 
The Doctor did his thoughts rehearse, 
And, as the Mnae inspir’d, in verse : 
For, while with doll each form he 
His Rev’renoe was a poet too. [drew. 
But soon a bell’s diriU, tjnkling 
sound, 

Re-echo’d all the meads around, 

And said as plain as bdl could say— 
Breokfast is ready— come away.” 
The wdeome aniimioBshe obey’d, 

And found an arbour’s pleasing dmde^ 
Where, while the pleoBteona m^ waa 
spmad, 

The woodbine flaunted o’er his head. 

” Ah I littledoihe proud and great 
Amid the pomp and toil of itate. 
Know of Ihooe aimple, real joys, 

With which the bosom never doys I 
01 what a heart reviving treat 
I find within thia rural seat! 

AR that can pleaae the quidm’dtasti^ 
la offer’d in this fair repast. 

The flowers, on their naittvo bed, 
Around deliiaeiua odoum dM 1 
A bloom that wilii the iloW'rot tftsi 
On those fyr Aeelu, idtaaetsmy eyas; 
And what sweet muaiegsgstsfl^oir, 
’WhmthstvutoabSdimowitiwiiis besel 
Indeed, eadi sense ooihldlMe to bliss 
Tho pnssBt hour cf 
Thus ^yate wgitui, wm wgim fah 
tibsi 

ThoXsdiestdtfihofiattfiiiM^ 

4-HI 
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K« «wdA Oaf do (oongli to pUaM 
Ibo Dotte Cv Ua omirtetieo. 
"AUftatTon •ee, if that’s a ohanUi 
Is, filr, ^ prodaoe of our fsxm: 

The tiSSM axe siee, our oyeu bakes 
’em; . [’em. 

Those oat oskes too, my sister makes 
The eream is rioh, pray do not saye it ; 
The bdndled oow you drew, Bir, gaye 
It; 

And here is some firedi-gathered fruit, 
1 hope it will your palate suit : 

’Tis Qoimtry fare which you reomve, 
But *tis the best we haye to giye.” 
•<0!” saidthe’Bquire, <<the Doo- 
tor jokes: 

With us poor haimless country folks : 
1 wonder that with aU his sense, 

And siudi a tickling eloquence. 

He has* not turn’d an humble priest 
Into a good fist dean at least. 

We kn^ how soon a Lady’s ear 
Will list the honk’d sound to hear : 
At the same time, Fm free to say, 

I think the men as yain as they. 

How happens it, my learned friend, 
That you haye not attained your end ; 
That all your figures and your tropes 
Haye not folfiU’d your rightful hopes? 
1 diould sappoBB your diining parts, 
And aboye all your fiatt’ring arts. 
Would soon haye turn’d your grizzly 

Into a hmidaonia pelr. 

1 Hte aaddst my natlye groves, 

And the calm aoene my natoxe loves ; 
But rilft 1 kmm, and often aee. 
What ffdns ate made by fiatte^.’* 
aMy be true,” the Doetor 

pjiUji 

««Bii*«MMrieaoftmy1>aae. 
Ittdae(l|»4^ ttt, you 4o iiM 
He aiindliiAiMst ffttidaB mvtague ; 


Honour and Yirtne I admire, 

Or in a Bishop or a ’Squire ; 

But falsehood I most keenly hate, 
Tho’ gilt with wealth, or crown’d 
with state. 

For TRUTH Fm like a Hon bold; 
And a base lie 1 never told : 

Indeed, I know too many a sinner 
Will He by dozens for a dinner; 

But, from the days of earHest youth, 
I’ye wor^pp’d, as I’ve practis’d 
Truth: ^ 

Nay, many a stormy, bitter strifs 
I’ye had with my dear, loving wife, 
Who often says die might have seen 
Her husband a fine, pompous Dean ; 
Indeed, die sometimes thinks her 
spouse 

Might haye a mitre on his brows, 

If, putting scruples out of yiew, 

He’d do as other people do. 

No^I wiU never He nor fawn, 

Nor fiatter, to be rob’d in lawn, 

1 too, oan boast a certain rule 
Within the preoinots of my school: 
Whatever faults I may pass by, 

I never can forgive a He. 

I hate to use the birchen rod ; 

But, when a boy forswears his God ; 
When he in purpos’d fdsdiood deds, 
My heavy stroke the onlprit fBsls. 
Tice I d^t, whoever shows it^ 

And, when I see it, I’U ej^pose it : 
But, to kind hearts my homage due 
I wHling pay, aad pay to you ; 

Nor will you, Sir, deny the share 
That’s due to them two Ladies llidr.’’ 
The’SquizerepHed,<'Ie’flnmuatyidd 9 
And lei^ yen toaster of the fi^ : 
These Ladies will, FmsnM, agree 
That you heve fiii^y oonqiaa^ 

But, be asBur’di aUjeke 
I M diaaWB||i ftwfiW 
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Tour firM-bom oondaot I oommendi 
And diall rcjoiee to oall yon fnend ; 

O I how it would my spirits cheer 
If yon were hnt the Beotor here. 

Our Parson, I'm concern'd to say, 

Had rather drink and game— than 
pray: [swear, 

He makes no bones to ourse and 
In any rout to take a riiare, [a hare. 
And what’s still worse, he’ll springe 
I wish his neck he woidd but breok. 
Or tumble drunk into the Lake ! 

For, know the liring’s mine to give, 
And you riiould soon the oure receive : 
The Benefice, I’m sure, is clear, 
Atleastthreehundredpoundsa-year.*’ 
thank you. Sir, with all my 
heart,” [part” 

Said Syntax, <<but we now must 
The fair ones ory’d — “ We beg you’ll 
And pass with us another day.” [stay, 
** —Ladies, I would ’twere in my | 
But I can’t stay another hour: [pow’r, 
I foeL your kindness to my soul. 

And widi I could my fate control: 
Within ten days the time will oome 
When I ahaU be expected home ; 

Nor is this all— for, strange to say, 

I must take London in my way,” 
Thus oonTeroe kind the moments 
dheer’d, 

Till Griarie at the gate appear’d. 
Well,” oaid the ’Squire, ” sinoeyoa 
must go, 

Oar hearty wishes we bestow : 

And if year genius bids ybu take 
Another jeansty to the Uke, 
BseMmlMr ITerdlf- AM, toe pray. 
And etosaaad make a hmgsr 8taj4 
Writotoe^andtAyoat distant friends 

ITa 4* a4 wn it w aWtw, 

BrtiviltviNikmiMiladMbt.’' 


The Ladies too, exxdaim’d— << Bepeat 
Your visit to cmr norihem seat” 

Poor Syntax knear not how to tdl 
The gratitude he fielt so well : [bye,” 
And, when atlengtihhesaid— ” Go^ 
A teor was bright in either eye. 

The Dootor pao’d along the way 
Till it drew nigh the dose of day. 
When the fair town appear’d in sight, 
Where he propos’d to pass Ihe night : 
But as he reach’d the destin’d Inn, 
The landlord, with offloions grin. 

At onoe declar’d he had no M 
Where Syntax oould repooe his head; 
Atleast, where such a lav’rend gnest 
Would think it fit to take his rest: 

A main of oodks had fought that day. 
And all the gentry ehoae to stay. 

” Observe, my frie^, I mind not oost,” 
Says Syntax to his eringing host ; 

” But still, at least, I may he able 
To sleep with Gris^ in ^ stable; 
And many a Doctor after all, 

Is proud to fhMaftar f*n a &tMs 
In short, I only want to deep 
Where neither zogne nor knave ean 
ore^: 

I travel not with change of ooats, 

But m these htga are ^ my notsa ! 
Whidi, dumld I loie^ would psora Sty 
ruin, 

And be fn ever, my undoing.*’ 

Thus as he qoke, allvdy blhde^ 
With dangling fsone and smart 00^ 
ade, 

Be^y’d at onee, ’’Hmvaaimn; 
The friend I lock’d te is noteemo ; 
And of two bads whara wa miy xat^ 
Ton, my good Or, didlhanpoGmlMt; 
So yon may deep wiiliDnb ahum: 

He Bving rright duB de yon hnni t 
Ten asiy depand 19 CA my wardp«» 
I earn tfie Xhi^ «4 nmtynwpadU*’ 
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« Tour offer, Sir, I kindly greet,” 
Bayi Syuta^ ^^kat you’ll let me 
tseat 

With lAat ii beat to drink and eat ; 
And I lequeit you will prepare, 

To your own taste, the bill of faro.” 

TKa Doctor and the Captain aat, 
Till tir’d of each other’s ohat. 

They both agreed it would be best 
To aedc the balmy sweets of rest. 
Syntax soon clos’d bis weary eye. 
Nor thought of any danger nigh: 
While, like the ever«watohM snake, 
His shup companion lay awake. 
Impatient to assail bis prey ; 

When, soon as it was dawn of day. 
He gently seiz’d the fanoiod store ; 
But, as he pass’d the orooking door, 
Syntax awoke, and saw the thief ; 
When, loudly bawling for relief, 


He forward rush’d in naked state, 
Awd oaught the oulpnt at the gate • 
Against that gate his head he beat. 
Then kick’d himheadlongto the stre^ 
The ostler from his bed arose, 

In time to hear and see the blows. 
Says Syntax, ” I’ll not make a riot ; 
I’to sav’d my notes, and I’ll be quiet. 
The rasoal, if I’m not mistaken. 

Will ask bis legs to save bis baoon : 
But wbat a figure I appw ! 

I must not stand and sbiw ^*3 
So take me back into the room^ 

From whence in tbia strange way I’vo 
oome.” 

The ostler then the Doctor led. 

To the warm oomforts of bis bed ; 
Into that bed be quickly crept, 
Beueath bis bead bis bags he kept, 
And on that pillow safely dept 


CANTO XVL 


F AIE Yirtue is its own reward, 
For Heaven remains its oon- 
stant guard; 

And it beoomes us all to trust [just. 
In Ibis grand truth— ^that Heaven is 
Whatever forms the human lot, 
Whedier in palace or in oot 
In the mdiw track or frequent strife, 
l£an leads his vsriegated life ; 
WbtfSiBr he feasts his smiling hours 
In statdy h^ or painted bc^rs ; 
Wheflier he labours through the day 
In Wlntar cedd, c» Summer's ray ; 
Or, in teg nights of tort’ring pain, 
A fe <doae hfe eyei in vai^ 
Cte^ will on hie lot etted 
H virte be Us boeom feted. 

In ycmlih, wfesn Love’s oreativepow’r 
Fomss ifes young Psasien’a sessat 
VVwV; 


When, life matur’d, the eager game 
That hunts for wealth or sedcs for 
feme. 

Is subtly play’d, with various art, 

To seize the mind and fill the ^art; 
When Pleasure doth its oharms dis- 
pl»y, 

I And Syrens ting but to betray ; 

If Yirtue’s call’d, it will defy 
Th' attack of ev’iy enemy. 

When age comes on with 
pace, 

Andthe orutek marks die dosing laoe^ 
Virtue supports her sbaiBqite’s cause, 
And ckem him with ha fend ap« 
ptese; 

Nay, e’en at Daath’e tefites heur, 
81m still diq^ya a esiiesfene pow’r t 
Nor fuk to iggte te ftsnr’iefe Uodin 
Bound the dadc ooisfiMi tit te tomb. 
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nuiB Syntax pondered 
around 

he tun’di and gratefol found 
Hie bags and notes all safe and sound ; 
Pleas’d with the prospeot, he waa fain 
To yawn and go to sleep again. 

But, while he still enjoy’dhis dream, 
His story was the gen’ral theme 
Of ev’ry tongue, and made a din 
Through all the purlieus of the Inn. 
The ostler told it to the maid. 

And she the whole, and more betray’d 
Nay, in her idle, eager prate, 

Mistook the window for the gate : 
For, though she lay all snug and quiet, 
And, slept unoonsoious of the riot. 
She swore that, all within her view, 
The Parson from the window threw 
A full grown man into the street. 
Who haply lighted on his feet. 

And then ran off through all the dirt. 
With night-oap on, and half a diirt 
The barber caught the story next, 
Who stuck no closer to the text : 

But left a fhoe half-shav’d, and ran 
To tell it to the clergyman. 

0 1 bleu me, Sir,” he cried, ** I 
fear 

To utter what you now must hoar : 
At the Slue Sell there’s been such 
doing*^ 

The house, Fm certain, it must min; 
Nay, as I live, Fll tall no further,-— 
A Bishop has oommittod murther I 
He seis’d a Captain by the pate. 

And dadk’d it ao againat the gate, 
That all tfaa planka are oovar’d o’er 
Wifh seattsf^dhrains and lulnian gore. 
IXiaMh% gave him aueh a bang- 
Nh [iHg. 

ThathawUsMroaaaaapalrithluaig- 
T%quimn’d, air, it it waa mid, 
Abewb eolom bM and rM ; 


The Captain manfoUy profMi’d 
That the bright soarlrt was the best ; 
And they, who that fine odlonr wore, 
The first of all professionB bore ; 
While black (it was not very civil) 
Was the known liv’ry of the deviL 
Thus soon a lond dispute arose, 
Which from hard words went tm to 
blows; 

And ended in this bloody strife. 
Which rohb’d the Captain of his life: 
And, if fair justice does not falter, 
She’ll deok the Bishop with a halter.’* 
The Parson smil’d and bid the oalf 
Go home and shave the other half : 
But when he oame the lather’d df. 
Hod shav’d the other half himselfi 
The Tailor laid aside his needle 
To hear the story from the Beadle, 
Who swore he h^ strange news to tell 
Of what had happen’d at the SHI .* 

« Would you bdieve it, that, last 
night, 

A highwayman, a man of mi|^i, 
Down in hu bed a Lawyer bound, 
And robb’d him of athonsand pound; 
Then gagg’d him that hd nd^ not 
rouse 

The people sleeping in the honse.” 
’*No,no,” saysSnip, '*boweveratrong, 
No gag will etop a Lawyer’s tongne; 
And, after all, the sbden pel( 

Is what, I’m sm, he stdb hhnielf ; 
For, if the real tmtih we knew, 

He’s the worst villain of the two I 
They’re thieves in gnin— tiluf neiar 
alter— 

Attendee all de esB v e a halter. 

If tiiat is all, rn blind ngr stitslit^ 
Nor lay eaUe Mm Bmakfai^ 
breeel^e.’’ 

The Blaekiedth, while a tradte 
Thatanewhoiae-dMemigJit bemidii^ 
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Inform’d him ihat a rov’rend Clerk 
Last night was strangled in the dark, 
No one knew how— ’twas at the Bell^ 
The mnrd’rer not a soul could tell. 

The justice though would make a rout. 
And try to find the fellow out. — 

Thus Humour spread the simple ease, 
In ey’ry form throughout the place. 

The Doctor now unclos’d his eyes, 
And thought that it was time to rise: 
So up he got, and down he went, 

To scold the Landlord fully hent ; 
Who, pale, and trembling with affright 
At what had happen’d in the night. 
Approach’d with such an humble look. 
The Doctor’s rage at once forsook 
nis Christian breast ; and, with a Toice 
That did the poor man’s heart rejoice, 
lie bid him soon as he was able. 

To let the coffee grace the table. 

” I do aver,” the Landlord said, 

’’ That since I’ve carried on my trade, 
Since I’ye been master of the Bellt 
As all throughout the town can tell, 
(And that is now ton years or more) 

1 ne’er knew such mishap before. 

The fellow, Sir, upon my word, j 
Let loose his money like a Lord. 

1 recoiye all who oome this way, 

And care not, Sir, how long they 
stay, 

So they but eat and drink — and pay. 
1 adL not from whence people oome. 
What is their name, or where their 
home. 

Tluiit he’s a rogue 1 think is dear. 
Nor again duJl enter here. 

He is aome duope^ I suppose, 

Who round about the country goes; 
'vhule to asiiat hia kwleis game, 

He takes the soldur’s noble nsme. 

I undevstondtiie rogue you bang’d, 
Ae 4 in good time, Sir, he’ll behead; 


I hope that all your notes you’ye 
found, — [pound.” 

I’m told they’re worth a thousand 
Prove that,” said Syntax, “my 
dear honey, 

And I will give you half the money. 
Think not, my friend, I’m such a fool, 
That I have been so late at eohool. 

To put my bank-notes in a bag 
That hangs across my Grizzle nag ; 
No, they were notes to make a book ; 
The thief my meaning, friend, mis- 
took ; ^fsund 

For know the man would not have 
Them worth — ^tobim — a single pound: 
Though much I hope that they will be 
The source of many a pound to me.” 
Thus Syntax cheer’d the Landlord’s 
heart 

’Till the time warn’d him to depart ; 
When soon along the beaten road. 
Poor Grizzle bore her rev’rend load. 
The Doctor’s pleasant thoughts be- 
guile 

The journey onward many a mile ; 
For many a mile he had not seen 
But one unvarying, level green ; 

Nor bad the way one object brought 
That wak’d a pictureaquUh thought. 
A spire, indeed, across the down, 
Seem’d to denote aneighbouringtown; 
Andthatheview’d withiome didight— 
For there he hop’d to pass the night. 

A farmer now, so btithe and gay, 
Came trotting briddy on hia way. 

“ Will yon,” says Syntax, “ tdl me, 
friend. 

If to yon town this way doth tend f” 
“This road, good Sir, will take you 
there; 

You’re sur^ golqg to the ftir ; 

’lis the flzat mart both Ihr and neari 
Forhomee, oowa, and waA like gear; 
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And, item the beast I’ve in my eye, 
You’re goincr. Sir, a nag to buy : 

I think, if 1 the truth may tell, 

You haTe not got a nag to sell ; 

For not a person in the fair 
Will give ten shiUings for your mare.” 
Syntax, who dearly lov’d a joke, 

And long had liv’d’mong countryfolk, 
Thought he could work a little mirth 
Out of this rustic son of earth ; 

So thus the conversation flow’d. 

As they jogged on the beaten road. 

SYNTAX, 

** Believe me. Farmer, long to-^ 
gethcr. 

In sun-shine, and in stormy weather. 
My mare and I have trotted on, 

Kor is as yet our labour done : 

And, though her figure you despise, 
Bid you but know her qualities, 

You would not rate her quite so low 
As now you seem dispos’d to do.” 
FARUEn. 

** I’ll lay a pound, if you are will- 
ing. [mg-” 

She does not fetch you twenty shill- 
6TNTAX. 

** First, my good friend, one truth 
rUteU;- 

I do not want my mare to sell: 
While to lay wagers I am loth : 

The practice would disgrace my doth: 
Kor ever, while life’s path 1 trace, 
WiU I my sacred rank dugraoe : 

But yet 1 think you under-rate 
Poor Ghtiadds qualities state. 
*lis true, dm’spasttheigeof hemity; 
Yet stm the dd girl docs bir duty ; 
A]^ Simu maty wiU be flratid 
To think, at least shePsWorthuponad; 
Kay, to aavBieTfta oountiy fidk, 

‘ WePH pat her up by wty ^ joke, 
Bat no CBS must tim iNigir 


And I propose, that if you lose, 

(No Christian will the bet refuse) 

The money to the poor you’ll give, 
’Twill be a Christian donative : 

And if my old and faithful mare 
Should be so treated in the fair, 

That not a person would be willing 
To ofler for her twenty shilling, 
On>honour 1 will do the same. 

As sure as Syntax is my name. 

Such are the terms that I propose^ 

So let us now the bargain close.” 
“Give me your hand,” the fanner 
said, [made.” 

*<The terms I’ll keep, the bargain’s 
They thus rode on and reach’d the 
town : — 

The pipe and bowl the evening crown. 
The ’morrow came, and through the 
fair 

The Farmer led the grizzle mare. 
Says one, ** I would not bid a pound; 
She’s only fit to feed a hound ; 

But would a hound the gift receive, 
For she has nought but bones to 
give? 

Where must we look her eon to find? 
And faith, she’s left her tail behind t” 
** Why,” says another, “ view her 
soars: [wars.” 

She must have got them in the 
As a warm Yeoma]i pam’d ahnig. 
He heard the jeeringa it the throng, 
And ftlt a strong diein to know 
What leas’d the lau^iing people so. 
**A Fsrson, Bilr,” says one, ^*dis- 
trees’d, [hmiA; 

Would s^ that poor, that wielohed 
And adci, I hear, a pound or two: 

I think he^U nePer get that ftsm yon.” 
”If thafa the cem,” the Teesm 
aaid,*— 

"niMM aaAtar Ite Jirifc 
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I’ll bid twv ponxidB, my that’s 

pkin, 

And give him back his beast again.” 

Fanner own’d the wogor lost, 
And <^*d his bag to pay the oost : 

No, Sir,” says Syntax, “ ’tisto you 
To pay where’er you think it due: 
But, as we pass’d the Common o’er, 

I saw beside a cottage door, 

A woman with a spinning-wheel. 
Who turn’d her thread around the 
reel,' 

While joyfol frblidc’d by her side 
Three children, all in Nature’s pride ; 
And 1 resign it to your core 
To leaTB the weloome bounty there.” 
The Yeoman, when he heard the 
jdie, • 

Jn.fHendly words to Syntax spoke. 

** I, Sir, an humble mansion own, 
Abrat dye fiirlongs from the town ; 


And there your Bev’renoe 1 invite 
To go ond dine and pass the night. 
To-day I give an annual feast, 
Where you will be a weloome guest. 
1 love the cloth,— and humbly crave 
That we may there your blessing have. 
Come, then, and bring your mare 
along ; [song ; 

Come, share the feast, and hear the 
And in the ov’ning will be seen 
The merry danoers on^e green.” 

“ With joy,” said Syntax, “ I receive 
The invitation which you give ; 

In your kind feast I’ll bear a port. 
And bring with me a grateful heart.” 

I,” said the Yeoman, “must be gone: 
But shall expect you. Sir, at one.” 
Nor did the Doctor long delay : 

To the form' house he took his way ; 
And chang’d the bustle of the fair, 
For a kind, noisoless welcome there. 


CANTO XVII. 


TTE Oourtesies of Hfe, all hail : 
jL Whether along the peaceful vale. 
Where the thatch’d cot alone is seen, 
Tha humble mansion of the green, 

Or in the city’s crowded way, 

Han— mortal man, is doom’d to stray ; 
You give to joy an added charm. 
And woe of half its pongs disarm. 
How much in ev’ry state he owes 
To what kind Courtesy bestows ; 

To that benign engaging art 
Which decorates the human heart, 
And free trom jealousy and strife, 
Gilds oil the dboritieB of life. 

To ev’iy aot it gives a graoe ; 

It adds a anils to ev’iy fiioe ; 

And Goodaesif sdf we better see 
When dcoM^d I 7 gnitle Oourtaqr. 


Thus Syntax, as the honse he 
sought, [thought; 

Indulg’d the grateful, pleasing 
And soon he stepp’d the threshold o’er, 
Where the good Fanner went before ; 
Plenty appear’d, and many a guest 
Attended on the weloome fsast 
The Doctor then, with solemn tkee, 
Proceeded to th’ appointed place, 
And, in due farm, pronouno’d tho 
gruoe. 

That thankful eerqnony done, 

The fierce attack was soon ; 
Whilemeatandpaddingtfimlandfisli, 
All vaniah’d each an^ dlih ; 
The dinner o'er, tibulifwl appear’d: 
Th’ enliv’ning draughts Ibis spiiiti 
aheUr’d; 
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Kor did the pleaunt Pootor ful, 
Between the caps of foaming al^ 

To gain the laugh by many a tale. 
But it 80 happ'd— among the roat— 
The Farmer’s Landlord was a gueat; 
A bnekiBh blade, who kept a horae, 
To try his fortune on the oourae ; 
Was famouB for his fighting oodu, 
And his staunoh pack to chase the fox : 
Indeed, ooiild he a booby bite, 

He’d play at cards throughout the 
night; 

Nor was he without hopes to get 
Syntax to moke some silly bet. 

1 never bet,” the Doctor said. 
While a deep frown his thoughts be- 
tray’d: 

** Your gold I do not wi^ to gain. 
And mine shall in my purse remain : 
No tempting card, no gambling art. 
Shall make it from my pocket start. 
Oaming, my worthy Sir, I hate ; 

It neithw suits my means nor state : 
’Tis the worst passion, 1 protest, 

Thaf a known to haimt the hnman 
breast! 

Of all vile habitudes the worst ; 

The most delusiYe and accurst ; 

And, if you please, I’ll lay befiwe you 
A vezy melancholy story ; 

Such aa^ 1 think, will wring your 
heart, 

And wound you in the tend’rest part ; 
That will in idriking obbura 
The bitter piiip--4lie bitter woe^ 
That do^ too OR, firoin gaming fiow.” 
'•Nay,** joid Ihe nSguiio, « 1 don't 
do^ 

1 dten Mhn my tank to tiy : 

And no one hM» Pm eon, will my 
That wtai X leae 1 do not pay : 

But li^na fihiafc k sodin aia, 

Pmytiyteeuif me ■■■iwd btginy” 


aTlTTAZ. 

How many of the human kind, 
Who to their common honour Uind 
Look not in any path to stray 
But where fell passion leads the way ; 
Who, bom to ev’ry real daim 
To wear the fairest wreath of Fame, 
Reject the good by Nature given. 
And scoff at ev’ry boon of Heaven ! 
Yes ; such there are, andsudhwe find 
At ev’ry point that gives the wind : 
But, when among the crowd we see 
One whom, in prodigality, 

Fortune and Nature had combin’d 
To fill his purse and form his mind; 
Whose manly strength is grac’d with 
ease. 

And has the happy pow’r to please; 
Whose cooler moments never heard 
I The frantic vow to Heav’n piefoir’d ; 
And near whose steps Bepuntinoo 
bean 

The vase of purifying tears; 

When such a victim we behold, 

Urg’d by the rampant lust of gold. 
Yielding his healtii, his life, his feme^ 
As off rings to the god of game ; 

The tear growa big in Yirtue’a ^e, 
Pale Reason heavea the poignant aigh; 
The guardian apirit tama awi^. 

And hell eigoya a holiday. 

’’ Is there on earth a haUish vioe F 
There ia, my feiend, ^tia avacioe: 

Has avarice a men hellish name F 
It has, my feiend— 4iie luet of game. 
All this, perhaps, you’ll thna dmys— 
*Tlieio^a no one^ with mm gtaee 
Aaal, 

Lete ahiOuigB drop end gufoeea fly I 
To the dcjjeoted haplaiB feisnd 
Xy doer I apa^ my puma 1 lend; 

To purahese my waoUh I gifi^ 
4^4 IfN f w» Itm.* 
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«-Thii may be trne— but etill your 
breast 

Is ifitb the loTe of gold possest. 

Why watch whole nights the fatal 
card, 

Or hxdc to dice for your reward P 
Why risk your real wealth with those 
Whom you know not, and no one 
knows; 

With maggots whom foul fortune’s ray 
Has rais’d from dunghills into day ; 
Who would in your misfortune riot, 
And seek your ruin for their diet ? 
Pleasure it cannot be, for pains 
Will mingle with your very gains— 
Will hoyer round the golden store, 
Wbidi, ere the passing moment’s o’er, 
May, horrid ohimoe ! be yours no more. 

** As yet, you cannot use the plea 
Of bcg^d men— necessity ; 

Plenty as yet adorns your Wrd, 

And num’rouB vassals own you Lord . 
Tour woods look fair— their trunks 
increase. 

The Hamadryades live in peace ; 

But oards and dice, moxe pow’rful ihr 
Than e’en the diax^t axes are. 

At one dire stroke have oft been found 
To level forests with the ground : 
Have seiz’d the mansion’s lofty state, 
Axid turn’d its master from the gate. 

y0ath,inwealth ondlashionbred. 
But 'if the Love of gaming led, 

Soon found that amj^ wealth decay ; 
Fam after fum was ^y’d away, 
Till, the sad hist'xy to complete. 

His park, his lawns, his ancient seat, 
Wen aH in haste and huny cold, 

To raise the heaps hf ready gold. 
They, Hke the rest soon pass’d away. 
The viUaih** pain, Ibe rimiper’sprey; 
While he^alra! resolv'd to ihua 
The aiU by wUoh be mi UBdoDa^ 


Sought by hard labour, to sustain 
His weary life of woe and pain ; 

But Nature soon refus’d to give 
The strength by which he strove to 
live; 

And nought was left him but to try 
What oasuol pity would supply ; 

To stray where chance or hunger led. 
And humbly ask for scanty bread. 
One day, to his ^spairing eyes. 

He saw a statel^^ansion rise ; 

Nor looked he long before be knew 
£aoh wood and copse that round it 
grow; 

For all the scene that seem’d so fair, 
Once knew in his a master’s care. 
Struck with the sight, and sore op- 
press’d, 

He sought a bonk whereon to rest ; 
There long he lay, and sigh’dhis grief ; 
Tears come — ^but did not bring relief. 
At last he took his tott’ring way 
Where once he lov’d so well to stray, 
And, press’d by hunger, sought the 
gate 

Where suppliant Want was used to 
wait— 

Where suppliant Wont was ne’er 
denied 

The morsri left by glutted Pride. 

But, ah! those gen’rous times were 
o’er, 

And suppliant Want rdiev’d no mora. 
The mastiff growl’d— the liv’xied thief 
With inaolsnoe denied zeBef 
The wretrii, dissolving in a grain, 
Tutn’dfiom the portal, onoehiaown; 
But era he tani’4 he told hie name, 
And oura’d once moratimkvpef game;. 
Thanaoufl^tthelaw^fwMailpraliiP^ 
And oomw o’er UailMngPhlgmU’d. 
Benmihanodt’ewidaHVM^^ 
ffii miy lia^ Ig em^ 
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Itheti call’d on HeaYen;^(the bitter 
pra^’r 

Of Mis’iy finds admittance there I) 
And ere the aun with parting ray, 

Had heighten’d the last blush of day, 
Sunk and worn out with wont and 
grief, 

He found in death a kind relief. 

** The oak records the doleful tale, 
Which makes the conseioos reader 
pale; 

And tells^* In this man’s fate behold 
The love of play^the lust of gold.’ 
Ho moral, Sir, I shall impart ; 

1 trust you feel it in your heart. 

« ‘ You’re young,’ you’ll say, * and 
must engage 

In the amusements of the age.’ 

Go then, and let your mountain bare, 
The forest’s yerdant Uv’iy wear ; 

Let Parian marble graoo your hall. 
And Titian glow upon your wall ; 

Its narrow channels boldly break. 

And swell your riy’let to a lake : 

To xioher haryests bend your soil, 
While labour ikttens in the toil : 
Enoourage Nature, and impart 
The half transparent yeil of Art 
LetMnaiodiann your mdting breast, 
And soothe each passion into rest: 

Let Genius from yonr hand reoeiye | 
The bounty that oan make it lire ; 
And-eall the Ifuaea from on high, 

To giye yonfrnmartality. 

To theee the hardy pleasurea join, 
Whme Ssemma^ Health oomb^ : 
At the that op^nhig of the mom. 

O’er hiH and dale, with hound and 
ham, 

Bddly imma lha anhOa pny. 

And riiM tiai tduB^ef the diys 
Her lit the omniag houta ndl 
VaaidiA ly tho aoahd bewls 
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Nor riiould fair Friendship he away, 
Butorown with smiles the frstiyeday. 
Say, need I edd the Joys they pcoye 
Who lire in bonds of yirtuoua lore ? 
Where fond affection fills the heart, 
The baser passions shall depart. 

While the babe bangs on Beauty’s 
breast, 

While in a parentis arms caress’d, 
Each low-bred thought, all yicious 
aims, 

The pure domestic mind diselaima. 
Virtue in^ires his ey’ry sense, ' 

Who looks on eherub innooenoe 
Then seek a shield ’gainst passion’s 
stiife 

In the oalm joys of wedded life. 

** This is to liye, and to ei^joy 
Those pleasures which our pahis de- 
stroy; 

This is to liye, and to zeeeiye 
The praises which the good will giye: 
This is to make that use of wealth 
Which heightens e’en the flush of 
health; 

Improyes the heart, and giyea a claim 
To a fair, fragrant wreath of Fame.” 
**1 thank yon, Sir,” the Farmer 
said; — 

’Tis a sod tale yon haye display’d. 
How 1 the poor man’s lot deplore 1 
The more I think, I ibd the more : 
And much I wish my Landlord too 
Wonldlmqihtf wxetdiedfritein yiow; 
Bnt whilo my poor good woman 
we^ 

Behold how yery aound ho da^ 

I beg that wo mi 7 diaggo tho aoens^ 
And Join tko daaoen on the gram.” 

Selnowenelaim’d, ’’The pesfleeay 
Bolph is ao dnmk ho oaimot pkgr.” 

ThmX’tt hoFiddlar,” ^ynmxerfad; 

" a. U flM. Ml I. MIlMt 
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l^e*6r fear, my lasees, you Aall soon 
Be ambling to some pretty tune, 

And in a measur’d tune dull b^t 
The green-sod with your nimble feet. 
While Virtueo’eryourpleasare reigns, 
You’re wdoome to my meny strains ; 
While Virtue smiles upon your joy. 
I’ll gladly my best doll employ ; 

For, sure, ’t^i^ giye me great delight 
To 1^ your Fiddler through the night. 
I know fall well I do not err 
From any point of oharaoter : 

To Heay’n I cannot giye offence 
While I enliycn innocence : 

For thus to yirtuous man ’tis giyen 
To dance, and sing, and go to Ueayen. 
Your merry minstralBy prolong. 

And to your dances add the rong : 


E’en while you caper, loudly sing 

In honour of your noble Ki^.” 

CHORUS OF PEASANTS. 

Strike, strike the lyre I awake the 
sounding shell I [dwell 1 

How happy we who in these yalleys 

How blest we liye beneath his gen^ 
sway. 

Whom mighty realms and distant seas 
obey! ^ 

Make him, propitioas Heayen t your 
choicest care I 

0 make him happy as his people are !” 

’Twas thus they fiddled, danc’d, 
and sung ; 

With harmless glee the yillage rung ; 

At length dull midnight bid them dose 

A day of joy, with oalm repose. 


CANTO 

L et Grandeur bluah, and think 
how^ew 

Of all the many-oolour’d crew, 
Themoiley groimof fools and knayes. 
Who hourly j^hes themsdyes its 
dayes, 

Howeyer Fashion gilds the dress. 
Attain the expected happiness I 
Let Grandeur blush, and blushing own 
How addom is to greatness known. 
That pure and unimbitter’d lot 
Whioh oltea cheers the peasant’s cot ; 
The haUow’d Uus, the namdess 
charm, 

lliAtdeoocfites the fdrtik 
Thus ponder’d as his eye 
Bmey’d ihe cheerfbl fitiaily : 

Who lomdL the hreoldbat^ble esot^ 
WidioBeaeoocdhisentimiee grae tod : 
At the same tiine» th^ all e^qvess’d i 
Vhah aomr that theh 1 ^^ 


XVIIL 

Had order’d Grizzle to the door 
In order to pnrsue his Tour. 

« Doctor, I’m grieyed so soon to pert,” 
Burst firom ^ Yeomen’s friendly 
heart ; [oome, 

’’Yet hope, whene’er you Ihie way 
You’ll not forget this is your home 
You see how we poor frxmere liye,— 
A wdoome’s all we haye to giye ; 

But that’s sineere— so some andt^.” 
A few kind words were the rej^jr. 

Byntazonoemorehie beast beOfrode: 
He bade fsrewdl, and off Im rode. 

Now Nature’s beantua cettg^ hie 
Ateay’dingey nnq^ty: £cye^ 

And aa he pase’d the road sle^g, 
Thebladduzd’iiiota,fhat|irtdi’Mmg^ 
With muaftoai and uatlvd'frM^ 
Beam’d W4a to hfr 
The jraiy’dlaatoai^lHi^ 

To frmiiiiBto too'eye and mtodi 
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To charm the gazer’s ev’ry sense 
From the oommonding eminence. 

IV expanding plain, with plenty 
crown’d, 

Diffasos health and fragrance round ; 
While, on a lofty, craggy height, 

A castle rises to the sight, 

Which in its day of strengtiiand pride. 
The arms of threat’ning foes deiy*d. 
Beneath the mouldering abode 
In mary course a riv’let flow’d : 

And, free from the tempestuous gale, 
Its silent stream refresh’d the yoIo : 
The vole the scatter’d hamlet cheer’d. 
And many a straw-roof’d cot appear’d; 
While smiling groups at er’ry door 
Bpoke grief a stranger to the poor. 
With pious thought and eye serene, 
Syntax survey’d th’ enchanting scene, 
And thus in grateful mood began : 

Bo deals th’ Omnipotent with man. 
Such are thy gifts, all gracious Power, 
To us, the creatures of an hour I 
And yet how oft we barter these, 
How oft we rid£ our health and ease, 
Thy best bequest, thy choicest trea- 
sure, [sure : 

For follies which wo misname plea- 
And slaves to vanity and art 
Check the best feelings of the heart. — 
How the soene bharmstheravish’deye ; 
I oannot, will not, pass it by I” 

He said,— and from his pocket took 
His pen^ ai^ his dDetohsng book; 
While Onkle^ in contented mood, 
Cloee by her b^ moeter etood: 
When, elQiids ef dust proclaim’d 1h’ 
appesish 

OCaniBetbiBg flyntax daem^dacoaoh, 
Foar whaeb in tr«lh It had to boaot 
Althooi^ wliat It reaonbled mort 
Wen Ipod to f«Hwflllee^ 

Wm Wit In Inideni irim a 


Tolept Four-horse, is now the rage, 
And fam’d tor whime in equipage. 
Dashers I who once a month assemble 
Make creditors and ooaohmen tremble: 
And, dressed in odours vastly fine, 
Drive to some pnblio-house to dine : 
There game, and drink, and swear, and 
Drive in disorder bade again, [then— 
Now Syntax, with eomekind of fear. 
Beheld the vehide draw near ; 

And, like her master, Grizde too 
Was far from happy at the view ; 

For a long whip had caught heroya 
Moving about most rapi^y ; 

Though little thought hapless nag, 

The joke whioh the exalted weg, 
Who held the reins with skilful hand. 
Against both mareand master planu’d. 
But now the curious Doctor spied 
The emblem of Patrician prida, 
Which on the panels of the eoadi, 
Proclaim’d a noble Lord’s sppmdi : 
Nay, (fbr the foots will plainly provait) 
It was a noble Lord who drm it : 
For ’tis well known to men of rank 
That Lords wBl sometimas play a 
prank, 

And thus indulge themeelveeinjokiia 
As low as those of vulgar Iblka. 

But ’tis not ea^ to express 
The wild surprise, the deep distress, 
Which Syntax didt, iriian this aame 
Lord 

Aim’d at his babk the flaimtiiig ooid ; 
And when the whip, with akillkl ton, 
Wee wdl implied to GriidU’e efesm ; 
That stem, enough to mske one 
shudder, [rudder; 

Whioh wu uH know W M He 
fler nge eppear’d m eilW eye, 

Ayid fmiflb’d fiHHgrrrnlf j 

Such seeniM Aeuswhin W^W i 
A trtapeter to Md»*«f geig| 
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Ia the hatUe’s heat, at large, 
fflieled whole aqaadroiiB to the charge ; 
lIThfleSyiitax, aa she aoonr’dthe plain. 
Indulged Ihe moralizing strain. 

** Oan I, in this foul conduct scan 
The Peer, or well-bred Gentleman f 
Or rather muat not Tirtne frown 
On enidi a high-bom, titled down ? 
Ihna, then, do Koblea play the fool P 
A oonduot which in my poor school, 
If ’mong my boys it dare appear ; 

If they should ape that monkey there ; 
Th^ tor their fun diould pay full 
dearly; [verely. 

I’d whip the bladEguarda most se- 
Bnt m not waste another word 


Upbn this yulgar, booby Lord ; 

For I haTC something else to do, 

Ami Grizzle, what’s become of you P” 
A fumer’s wdl-stor’d bam, hard by, 
Attracted her obserring eye. 

Where many a truss of fragrant hay 
Induced the prudent beast to stay. 
Meanwhile, her discontented master, 
Eefleoting on the late disaster, 

Pacf d dowly on, biimfhl of core. 
And wonder’d who had got his mare. 
Indeed he fsax’d she might be found 
Within the preomcte of a pound ; 


But Boou his quadruped he saw, 

Up to her girths in hay and stim; 
While he, who own’d the neighh’ring 
fiam, 

Paper’d to raise his weighty ezm ; 
And, hadog just observ’d the the^ 
BimiidWd a honmhip and 

(Alee! it oaimot be denied,) 

To lay ahodt on Grizde’s bide, 
hdidd the harsh intent : 

eded, <<the punish* 
rntatl [thong P 

W% jasitBa her Mtihe dieefnliig 
ahmvim not dm is ddi^ wxo^ 


Forgive my warmth, hut truly. Sir, 
This suits not with dharaotor 
Of one who treads on Britidi ground, 
A lend for justice so renown’d: 

I’ll pay for all the strawthafs wasted, 
And all the hay that die has tasted : 
Your courtesy I now invoke, 

Soname the cost, and q>are the stroke.” 

The Farmer pans’d— ashy adharm— 
And dropp'd a^nte th’ uplifted arm : 
“ Forgive me, Sir, for what,” he oried, 
« Cannot, indeed, he justified: 

But for my haste, I’ll make amends : 
And let ns now, good Sir, be friends : 
That, is my house : — ^you’llenter there ; 
And, Thomas, take the Doctor’s mare. 
Come, rev’rend Sir, I’ll lead theway 
The Doctor did not disobey, 

And soon was met with w^ome glee, 
By all the Farmer’s family. 

At length some bus’ness of the day 
Summon’d the honest host away ; 

So Syntax thought he’d look al^nt, 
To find some onrious object ont : 
When, lo I a dairy met his view, 
Where, full of oream, in order due, 
The pans, the bowls, Gie Jugs were 
plac’d, 

Which tempted the Divine to taste, 
But he found something better there : 
A village damsel young and ftir 
Attraoti^ his adn^oing eye ; 

Who, as he enter’d, heaved a sigh. 
Now l^taz, as we all must 
Ne’er heard a ligh or tale of woe, 

But instant wish’d to bring rslielf 
To dry the tear and aooGw the gtfel 
•*Oomhere,ow9otgfxl/*lMoM^ 

« TeU me yoQr carea«^ Im afraid : 
Ccme here, and aaatyoa by wy (dde) 
You’D find In M u frlmdly gttidst. 
Ijtdaln your 

WhatisitP domaop^pel^d yenlii 
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TTn&ithfial to liis pramiie prore, 

Nor make tiie fbnd retnzii of lore? 
’Tis w), I see ; bnt raise your eye : 

On me, my pretty girl, x^y : 

Ton haye my tend'rest sympathy. 
Again, I say, your grief impart ; 
You’ ye gjrin’d an ist'rest in my heart : 
For weIl4^]s|ow the pa^ they proye 
Who grieye for unrequit^ loye.” 

Thelist’ningmother, whohad heard 
Loye talk’d o^ kindled at the word ; 
And, niBhingin,express’dherrage 
«( For riiame ! for shame I while hoary 

Whitens yonr head, I soe your eye 
Is beaming with iniquity. 

Begone, you old, you wanton goat, 
Tour heart is blaok as is your coat I 
A Parson too ! may heaven forgive 
The wicked ago m which we Uve! 


«s 

I’ll go and tdl my honest apoiiae 
The snake he harbours in ^ house : 
He’ll give sudh hypocrites their due, 
I’ll warrant it and off she flew. 

The Host arriv’d, but by that time 
The false alarm, th’ imputed crime, 
Nancy had ventur’d to unfold. 

And mother now had oees'd to sorid ; 
While, the rude anger turn’d tomirtii, 
^ey all oonfess the Doctor’s worth. 

Dinner was soon upon tho table, 
And Grizzle feeding in the stable ; 
While joyful Syntax, onoe again, 
Forgot past accidents and pain ; 

And, w^nnight oame, r^os’d hishead 
In peace, upon the wrioome bed : 

But ne’er did he to sleep consign 
His weary limbs, till to the riirine 
Of Heayen,hehadaddress’d theprayer 
Which ever finds admittance there. 


CANTO XIX. 

T he Sun arose in all its pride ! , 0, what a picture greets my right I 

**Hail the bright orb,” the | How my heart revels in deUght, 


Doctor cried, [fltow, 

** That makes the distant mountains 
And dears the misty vales below ; 

0 ! let me bless the Power divine 
That bade its splendid fires to diine, 
Invigorating Warmth to give 
To all Chat grow, and all that live ; 
Whiri^ in & bowels of the earth, 
Brings the rich metal into birth ; 

Or, pierring tliieng^ the aeoretmine, 
Vito rulto Ui^ and ^’monda 
riiiriis 

While man, the flrat^ the head of dl 
Thathtobes upcp this earthly ball, 
Aa flwatf Ma its flnoe as 
Of inifeC tribes Whe^ in its say, 

Pmg ito ritolto, and pam aww* 


While I behold th’ advancing day 
O’er the wide scene itspowordia]jlay ! 
While as I gaze, th’ enohantsd ^ 
Drinks in t^ ri^ variety 1 [tower ! 
How the gleam brightene yonder 
How deep Ihs shade witoLlhe bower I 
The qpresriing oak and dm between, 
How fine those Unshes intervene I 
Those brilliant lightsl— Guj would 

Claude’s psneQ, or a litiaa’s band! 
E'en while die dlstimt hffla I view, 
Thrir orient edouss ehange to Une. 
The streem, within whose silver wefUb 
Posts m%lit see the Naiads lave, 

lb im awiem Ota. |M«i 

9 
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But, kt the eye its ooune pursae, 
Again it brightens in the yiew : 
Befleoting, as its onrrent flows, 

flower that on the margin blows. 

fayonr'd oasementi where 
the sight 

la oonrted to enjoy delict ; 
r asoend the hill, and trace the plain, 
Where layish Nature’s prcmd to reign! 
Unlike those piotures that impart 
The windows of PaHadian art, 

Prom whence no other object’s seen 
But grayd-walk, or diaven green ; 
Plann’d by the artist on his desk ; 
Pictures tiiat are j^Qtpictwreaqm. 

But I dwuld not perform my duty 
Did I leUnquiBh fdl this beauty ; 

Nor anateh, f^m this expansiTe view, 
Some pretty little scene or two. 

The cot that’s all bewhiten’d o’er, 
With children playing at the door : 

JL peasant hanging o’er the hatoh. 
And the vine mantling on the thatch ; 
While the thidc coppice, down the hill. 
Throws its green umbrage o’er the rill, 
Whoae stream drives on the busy mill. 
In pleasing group their formsoombine, 
And anit a penc^ such as mine. 

Nor shall 1 miss the branchy screen 
Of those fine elms that hide ^e green. 
O’er which the taj^ring spire is seen. 
FU add no more— for to my mind, 
The scene’s complete— and well de- 
sign’d. 

Thmore, indeed, who would insert 
^IBose ^ga, which wallow in the dirt ; 
And thiragh 1 held a pig is good 
Upon a dUb, prepar’d Ibr IM, 

1 do not Ibar to say Ihe brote 
Does not ay taste in p^fafiTig suit; 
Pbr I iBOSt adsmnly aver, « 

TluA he flm gennine taste must err, 
Who floats it grace or character ; 


And there’s as much in my old wig 
As can be found about a pig. 

For, to say truth, I don’t inherit 
This self-same pietwreiguM spirit, 
That looks to nought but what is 
rough, [enough. 

And ne’er thinks Nature coarse 
Their system does my genius shook, 
Who see such graces in a dock ; 
Whose eye the admires 

In straggling brambles, and in briers 1 
Nay, can a real beauty see 
In a decay’d and rotten tree. 

1 hate with them the trim of Art : 
But from this rule I’ll ne’er depart 
In grandame Nature’s vast ooUeotion, 
To make a fair and fit aeleotion, 
Which, when in happy contrast join’d, 
Delights th’ informed, well-judging 
I mind.” 

I But lo ! the Fanner, at the gate, 
Proclaim’d aloud, the hour of eight; 
And Syntax now in haste deacenda 
To join his kind, expecting friends. 
”Well,” aaidhiaHost, “another 
day 

I trust your Eeverenoe will stay,” 

“ I thank yon for the offer made, 

But it can’t be,” the Doctor said : 

“ I have a weary way to go, 

And much to see, and more to know; 
Indeed ao far Pve got to roam, 

A fintiiigfataoaroewiUtalwiimhoii^ 
And t h a nking you for all your oaie, 

I must beg Imvb to seek my aaiu.” 
Qxisde woa guiokly to be Ibaiid; 
Aid, OB the good fbiks stood ennaid,, 
Syntax thought proper to diaocmrie 
Upon the virtoes of hii hone ; 

Nor did he fldl eOlaige fl> tiBi 

That she hadjlgodliioafa^ 
Whilp he to bewail 

Hoe less cf eaii Old ieiaif Wl*- 
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But though fimong the posamg iblk, 
His beast created man j a joke, 

And though the foul and sad disaster 
Oft forced a laugh against the master, 
They should not part while he was able 
To ke^ himself and keep a stable ; 
Hay, to the last he’d out and oarve, 
That his poor drizzle might not starve. 
Thus, as his hist’ry he recounted. 
Into the saddle up he mounted. 

And there for sometime having sat, 
Ho clos’d at length his farewell chat. 
He thought it best t’ avoid caressing ; 
60 gave no kiss, but gave his blessing. 
»On home, on book, on fame, intent. 
The Doctor ponder’d as he went : 

At night he look’d his papers o’er. 
And ^ded to the learned store : 

But the next mom, another scene, 
The vast expanse of liquid green. 
The ooean’s self— broke on his eye, 

In inexpressive majesty. 

There, as he look’d, full many a sail 
Gave its white canvas to the gale. 
And many a freighted vessel bore 
Its treasare to the Britirii shore. 
When, as he trao’d the winding ooast. 
In praise and admiration lost. 
Up-rising in the distant view. 
Half-seen through the ethereal blue, 
A oily’s stately Ami appear’d ; 

Upon the shore the mass was rear’d. 
With gUatenlm qdreii iriii^ 

HastB Uke a fteeit eeemed to grow. 

Xdveipel^ Oat splmidid mart^ 
la^erial laadoi^a ea«i^^ 

Where wAod’shig Xero^a le^ 


BMl hflMw of Gm Thmui^ 
And bear eaeh zalaiidag tide, 
Whato^ W Iqr Miunerea u aii^plM ^ 
Whalete fiii wiadi eaa knity aP«r 


Thus Byntox pac’d olong the stiand. 
Through this fine scene of sea and 
land. 

But nearer now the town appeara. 
The hum of men salutes his eon: 
And soon, omid the noisy din. 

He found the oomforts of an Inn.' 

He eat, he drank, his pipe he smok’d. 
And with the Landlordqnaintly jok’d; 
But ere he al^ he pass’d an hour 
In adding someGiing to his Tour ; 
Then sought his oondh, in hopes the 
mom [adorn. 

Would with new thoughts the page 
The morning came— he sallied out 
To breathe Gie air, and look about. 
Where’er he turn’d, hie ev’ry sense 
Grasp’d one vast scene of opulence : 
In all he saw there was di^lay’d 
The proud magnidoence of tra^ 
Syntax, an humble scholar bred, 
WiA nought but learning Inhlshe^; 
Profinmd, indeed, in olaerie art, 

And goodness reigning in his heart, 
Yet forty pounds a year was all 
He could his fix’d revenue call! 

For which, on ev’ry Sabbath-day, 
Hewenteightmilestopreadiaadpmy. 
Hissohocd, too,broaghtbatlitlilegain8, 
And scarce rej^ him fixr his pains ; 
It gave, ’tie true, to Mik and eot^ 

It fbrnish’ d him with bread and meat, 
And tlm wolf without the door, 
But Byntiz still me veiy poor. 

Hie wih, indeod, had got the er^ 

To keep heredf a BtOe smart, 

Tot ho^ good man, was always secu 
Witih seea^ eofll^ end figure mean; 
Tet stiB he aevsr threw aride 
The pedanFe idr— the pedanFe pride. 


He iMM widh Ua vsnri gnei; 
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And thus li« Vfllked about the town, Th’ Exchange Boon met his wond’ring 
Ab if its wealth had been his own : eight ; 

But of hie wealth he could not va- The struoture fill’d him with delight* 
pour — Buoh are the fruits of trading know- 

Twelve gnmeae and a piece of paper ledge ! [college ! 

(The preemit of a noble Lord,) Learning,” he cried, builds no such 

Was all his pookots did afibrd : Indeed, 1 entertain a notion, [tion,) 

Though still the lining of his ooat (I speidr the thought with true devu- 

Seoreted ’Squire Hearty’s note. Though we in Holy Soripture read 

And now he thought ’twould not bo That Tyro and 6i^ did exceed 
rash In wealth, the cities of the world, 

To turn the paper into cash. Where ships their wand’ring soils 

Thus, at his breakfast, while ho sat, unfurl’d, 

And social join’d the common chat. That t*en her merchants bore the bell 
He took occasion to enquire In eating and in drinking well ; 

Who would comply with his desire : Wcic liohcr than the lordly great. 
Who would his anxious wish fulfil. And vied with princes in their state ; 
And him money for his bill. Tet, with all their power and rule, 
An arch young sprig, a banker’s clerk, I think that they ne*er went to sdiool 
Besolv’d to hoax the rov’rond spark, In such a ’Change aa Liverpool.” 

And counsell’d him to take a range He enter’^ now— and haitd within 
Among the Merchants on the ’Change The crowded mart— a buzzing din— 
** Some one, perhaps, may want to A sound confus’d — the serenade 
send Of ardent gain, and busy trade 

A payment to a London fiiend ; At length ^ penetrating eye 
He’ll in your wishes gladly join. Was thrown about him, to descry 
And toke the draft and pay the coin.” Some one in whose Meek, smiling face, 
The Barber now the Doctor sheor’d, Xe oould the lines of kindness trace ; 
And soon whipp’d off his three-daysfK ^And soon% person he address’d, 
heard, / Whose pannoh projected from his 

His wig, whiMi had not fdt a comb, bre^ ; [fraught, 

Hot once sinoe he had quitted homsu Who looking with good humoiir 
Waa destmMncfW, with friz and the very man he sought ; 

To he tormented intopurl: y < ^ u nawroTain g grace. 

His ooat, whidi had long ta*oa 

rust, ’ ^ 70 ^^^ 

Was soon depriv’d of all its |Uwn, perhaps, you’ll net veftise 

Hit gaiters too, wevs fredi jHPh'% I adc to grant, 

Siidi were tike Dootor’s tiie mumey that I want ; 

* mand: gopd— and, oftaiy 

And now idtii ilpMtB fresyM|||«Hp^ 

ToiheHstdhanlioJmtookK I hbioeaxt. [ter. 

To tiy ia tins eonuneroiadlM hut Xeraip 1 
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*Tis a fair draft upon tlio Tiew — 

Yes I he’s a Lord— but who are you F* 
SYNTAX. 

*' Look, and on honest man you’ll | 
A Doctor in Divinity, [flco, 

V» Jiose word’s his bond ; nor o’er was 
known 

To do a deed lio would not own.” 
MEnClIANT. 

“ I’ve nought to say — all this may 
But have you no security Y [be — 

Flay, Doctor, can’t you iind a friond 
To answer for what you protend P” 
SYNTAX. 

** No, I have none ! — 1 am not 
known 

Within the precincts of this town.” 
MERCHANT. 

“ And do you come to Liverpool 
To iind a poor good-natur’d fool P 
*VV ith all your learning and your worth, 
Pray have yon travpll’d so for north, 
To think we have so little wit, 

As by such biters to be bit P 
To learning we moke no pretence : 
But, Doctor, wo have common sense. 
For learned men we do not seek : 

And if 1 may with freedom speak, 

I take you for a very Greek.” 

SYNTAX. 

“ To know the Greek Ido profsss— 
’Til my delight and happiness ; 

And Homer’apoge I oft have read. 
Through the night, with aohing 
hfiad. 

When mj wifb wonted mein bed.” 
MftnCHANT. 

** Then go to Homsr, if you will. 
And see if hell diseemt your bUk 
Bui the sloch slrikia«--OM^ 

Shmer! 

Tis tuns £» am ts ga to dlmiar.’’ 


** You want the monies!” said an- 
other, 

A bearded, Israelitish brother. 

** ’Tis a suspected bill, 1 find ; 

But you look poor, and 1 am kind. 
Well, wo must tfike the chance of 
trade ; 

For twenty pounds the draft is made: 
It is too much, as I’m alive. 

But give it mti— and, here, take five.” 
**Patienco, good Heaven!” the 
Doctor said ; [trade ! — 

“Is tliis the boast and pride of 
Each man, they do not know, to treat 
As an incorrigible cheat ; 

And, when ho does his want prefer. 

To play the base extortioner ? 
Commeroe, I envy not thy gains, 

Thy hord-eam’d wealth, thy golden 
pains, [with ease, 

(For that’shard*eam’d, though gain’d 
Where Honour’s sacred ftuotioiis 
cease). 

The dangora which thy vot’riei run, 

Or to undo, or be undone ; 

Whose hungry maws are daily bent 
On the fine toast of cent per cent ; 
Whose virtue, talents, knowledge, 
health, [wealth. 

Are all combin’d in that word— 
’Tis a proud scene of moncy’d strift 
Forms this magnifloenoe of life : 

But poor and xioh, with all they have, 
Will find at length a common grave. 
Continue, bounteous HeaVnl to me, 

A fsding heart, and poverty. 

These wights defease me, ’oense Fm 
poorl 

Butyettim wretbfaedseekiny deerl , 
I fesr ne Buns, Fm not in debt, 

1 tremhlt not at the Qasetto j 
’TweuM to i^r profit he, and 
Bid hut its page dii|^ ay name; 
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Can theie prond merohanti lay the 
same?” 

More he had said— but now his bell 
The Beadle rang aloud, to tell 
That the good folks should Tanish 
straight, 

As he most i^ut the pond’rous gate. 
But Byntax did not seem to hoar — 
Bo the man rang it in his ear. 
SYNTAX. 

** I pray, my friend, what’s all this 
rout 

With your fieioe bell ?” 

BEADLE. 

“ To ring you out.” 

SYNTAX. 

** I’ye been used to hear the din 
Of bells that always rang me in.” 
BEADLE. 

” All I’ve to say, for you to know. 
I’ll diut the gate if you don’t go. 

1 sure shall leave you in the lurch, 
For now, good Sir, you’re not at 
ohuroh.” 


SYNTAX. 

** Indeed, my friend, yon speak 
most true : 

I know all that os well as yon. 

This is no temple ; for ’tie clear 
1 find no money-chaDgers here : 

Nor will I say my mind oonoeives 
It may be call’d a den of thieves. 
Howe’er, I’ll (][uit these sons of pelf. 
And keep my Tj|per to my sdf : 

They shall no ]£ra at Syntax scoff;— 
Grizzle and I will soon be off. 

Thanks to my stars, I’ve got enough 
Of that same yellow, useful stqfi;', 

As will my ev’ry want befriend, 

And bear me to my journey’s end. 
Arriv’d in town, my noble Lord, 

Will wdoome me to bed and board ; ^ 
When it will make hu Lorihdiip 
sport. 

As I those trading trioks report ; 

How near I was the being cheated ; 
And how his .anoient name was 
treated.” 


CANTO XX. 

T hus os he spoke, there pass’d His hat a smiling face o’erspread, 
along. And almost hid his wdl-ori^p'd hUd: 

Among theorowding,griDningthrong, He swung his whip about to greet 
Oas who was in fhll frshion drest. His friends who hoziiod llirongh the 
In ooot of Une and corded vest, street; 

And seem’d superior to the rest When, as he pass’d oU big with sigi^ 

ffisamalLehiihiMsatso doseand tight; Syntax appear’d i^on the stage, 

His boots, like jet^ were Uadi aqd And still oontiniied talking loud 
bri^t^ [Ste^ For the amusement of the crowd. 

WhHe ^ gilt tpur, wdlMoip’d wiUi The weU^dieiif d nm now Uopp^d, 

leeeen to diiae on either heeL toknow 

landed wilhieabs and sUbei^paoglo^ Whitwerk’d^themigiyBsotQr so; 

A wntflih^eliaia from km podmt Anfi, in a pimaant ftkndly way, 
daogM; ^ iDemaiidadwbmUsiilifip^ 
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When, Syntax bowing, on they 
walk’d, 

And thua aooial strangers talk'd. 
BTMTAX. 

*’ These traders. Sir, I can’t admire : 
Ycm, 1 presume, Sir, are a ’Squire.” 
MR. 

** I baye (and here there pass’d an 
oath), 

To say the truth, a spioo of both : 

For now you have within your view 
A trader and a ’Squire too. 

Here I can some importance claim, 
And — — — is my well known 
name, 

Kay, there are few within this town 
Of more suhstantifll renown. ! 

My bouse of trade is in this street; 

A fow miles off my country seat : 
Where 1 most frequently reside 
’Mid all the dhaxms of rural pride 

And I’ll be if e’er you see 

A Lord who better lives than me,” 
BTNTAX. 

**Fie, fie, good Sir, 1 cannot bear 
To bear a fellow-obristion swear ; 

You must well know such profanation 
Is a foul trick in eVry station ; 

And will draw down celestial ire, 

Or on a trader, or a ’Squire : 

Kay, ’tis the duty of my doth, 
Wbm’er 1 bear, to dh^ an oath. 
I’m a poor Paraon— very poor— 

I keep a iphool, and bold a cure ; 

But when Pm in the pariah church, 
Oridiaii at borne 1 wield the bimh, 

I know Dm dignUaea that wait 
Upon tte power of aitiber atate ; 

I kaap tlwm alwmya in my View- 
Aye, Sir, and 1 m ai nt a in them too: 
Kay, kt yenr’Qiaiiga^ wlmce fkiwa 

Xttlkaldigri^wdatiins 
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In that proud place, where, I am told, 
There sometimea pour down ihowere 
of gold: 

But not like that we read of Jove, 
For that, you know, was pour’d for 
And nothing like it ^d I see ; [love: 
Kor love, nor e’en civility : 

1 only aik’d a common grace. 

When the man mock’d me to my.faoe : 
Had 1 an arrant swindler been. 

He could not with more aoomful mien 
Have my polite proposal greeted: 
Indeed, I was most foully treated ; 
And by this dolt was made a joke 
Among the rude surrounding folk. 
Thus was 1 work’d into a stew. 

By Turk, by Qentile, and by Jew: 
How hlesa’d am I to meet with yoni 
For know, Sir, I’ve the art to soan 
The well*hred, finish’d gentleman ; 
And, therefore, I shall lay before yon 
Some items of my honest stoiy. 

The olject of the Tour I make 
Is chiefly for the profit sake; 

At the same time, I tmst my nine 
May find some literary ftme: 

You, if you please, may take a look 
At what I’ve finished of my Book: 

A noble Peer doth oondeaoend 
To be my patron, and my friend: 

I saw him late in York’e fiiir ooimty. 
And waa the ohjeot of hk honnly. 
This dr^ with most heoommggriee. 
The smile of goodness in his fs^ 

He soft oonvey’d unto my tonoli,— 
He said, iadfod, it waa notmaoh; 
But 001 ^ I visit him In town, 

He’d nuke hie forther IHendrirfp 
known: 

And, hm, alia I Iwaasonwh 
To t^ to got it abaag’d for eadi : 

For wUeh, and thte gr^ 


Doctor stI^jJcs Totrit 


Permit me, Sir, to show the paper 
That made these puiBe-proud t^es- 
men yapour: 

. To ite full value you’ll accord 
Perhaps, Sir, yon may know my Lord.” 
MR. 

“ 1 know him well, — ^’tie hie hand- 
wriling— 

It is his Lordship’s own inditing : 
m give the coin :-^Why, blood and 
’oundsi 

I wish ’twero for five hundred pounds 1 
He is a Lord of great discerning : 

His friendidiip proves your store of 
learning ; [birth. 

He’s not more known for ancient 
!ftan fbr the charm of private worth ; 
For all that elegance and grace 
‘Which deoorates a noble race ; 

Gome here with me, and you shall find 
At least one trader to your mind.” 
Syntax now smooth’d his angry 
look, [Brok. 

And straight prepar’d to ^ow his 
In a fine room ho soon was seated ; 
With all attention he was treated ; 
And while they at their luncheon sat, i 
Ten minutes pass’d in friendly chat. 
At length the bus’ness was arrang’d. 
The dMd was done, — ^the draft was 
diang’d; 

And, as the Doctor jdao’d his note 
In a small pou(di within his ooat. 
There,” said the ’Squire, ** there’s 
another: 

I’ve match’d it with its very brother, 
The Banhef Sngland is their mother ; 
And when they’re offer’d to her ^ 
She’ll own them as her progeny. 

So tell my Lard* that I, far onh. 

Am proud to do as he has done: 

Hot U ihm all, my lesnied friwMl ; 
Heia our aeqimintms most aothnd: 


My carriage and my servants wait, 
All in due order at the gate : 

So you diaU go along and see 
My rural hospitality. 

For a few days we will contrive 
To keep our spirits all alive ; 

I’ll send a groom to fetch your mare, 
So laugh at thought and banidi oare.” 
Thusotr they went — andfour-in-hand. 
Dash’d brii^ly tow'Tds the promis’d 
land: 

Syntax first told his simple story. 
And then tho’Squire dotail’dhis gloiy. 

MR. 

** Now we’re away in ohaise-and- 
four, 

I am a Merchant, Sir, no more, 

At least, whene’er 1 thus retire, 

To fiourish as a country ’Squire ; 

And you will see how I prepare 
An opiate for mercantile oaxe. 

In learned labours some proceed. 

But I prepare the racing steed : 

Some to Ambition’s heights ascend ; 

I to the Racing-course attend: 

In study I ne’er wander far ; 

Mine is the Racing Calendar. 

While with keen eye the Hendds see 
The long-trao’d line of ancestry, 

(Hve me a Horse’s pedigree. 

Others some pow’rM station boast; 
But let me gain the winning post. 

It may be sweet with babea to play, 
But I prefer the Filly’a ndgh. 

Yon talk of men of wit and pacts, 

Of the deep eeunoes and arte; 

(Hve me the wdenee that wi& toadi 
The knewifig-oM to owar-raaek: 

And, at for piotues and SMlt lUlig% . 
Which taste from frwei^ Oeastriaa 
brings; 

A brcjod-main, to matoifrll prids^ 
With a o4t tsQlltog by Iwc 
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Is to my ^ more pleasing iSar i 
Than Hero in triumphant oar, I 
Or sea-born Yenns weeping o’er 
Adonis, wonnded by a boar.” 

SYNTAX. 

These points, good Sir, I can’t 
disonss; 

1 know no steed but Pegasus.” 

MR. [horse 

“Cut off his wings,— I’ve got a 
Shall run him o’er the Beacon Course : 
And, though Apollo should bestride 
hinip [him.” 

I’ll book my horse— for I will ride 
Thus as he spoke, a row of trees, 
Which a full ago had iclt the breeze, ^ 
And half that time, at least, had made 
A long cathedral aisle of shade. 
Appear’d in view, and mark’d the road 
'VWoh led to this brave ’Squire’s 
abode, I 

Whose statdy chambers soon possest 
The Dootor as a welcome guest 
The dinner came — a sumptnous treat; 
Hor did the Parson fiiil to eat 
In the same way he us’d to diH- 
As mudi as any other two. 

The cakes he munch’d— the wine he 
quaflTd, 

His tale he told— the Ladies lauj^’d ; 
And thus the meRy momentB p^d. 
Till cap and dippers came at iMt. 

At len^ hb baby oLumbers o’er, 
Mori amil’A aa it had smil’d before, 
And as, witmt oilr care or pain. 

It wQl not foil to smile again ; 

When tadaac, having proved as aUe 
At hraafoM^ as at dmm table, 
B^d leaver with dim impee^ to say 
Be mast puma Wa anadoBs way. 
«’Ko,”aiidthen8qafae, •’before yon 

IfosSrmyaMadMbew*” ^ 
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So off they went ; — ^from stall to stall 
He ahow’d the ste^, and nam’d them 
nil; 

Ilesorib’d their beauty and their birth ; 
Their wdl-eam’d fame and golden 
worth: 

The various feats they all had done. 
With plates which they had lost azid 
won. 

At length the astonish’d ’Squire saw 
Poor Grizzle to her girths in straw. 
“That, Sir,” said Syntax, “is my 
steed; 

Bnt though I can’t detail her breed, 

I sure can tell what die has won— 
Those soars by Frenobman’a sabre 
done. 

I cannot brag what die has cost ; 

Bnt yon may see what she has lost” 
“ Where,” said the ’Squire, “ am her 
eoTsf” [dware; 

Guoth Syntax, “Yon must adc the 
And now, perhaps, her switohy tail 
Hangs on a barn-door, from a naill” 
The Dootor then began to state 
Poor Grizale’a oharaotar and late. 

“ Who was her dam, or who bar airs, 
I care not,’’ Mtys the msRy ’Bquife : 
“ Bntwdl I know, and youdmlloae, 
Who will her noble hnabandbe; 

Yon fou’d gmy horse, of Arab hirtib, 
A prinoaiy ata^of namelese worth.” 
“ The match is very grand indsed,” 
SayaSyntax, “hnt it won’t sneosed; 
Our hoDseihold is not form’d to hreed* 
My deareat Dmothy and I 
Hava never had a progeny: 

Our fortnne hae more wiasi^ oart’d ; 
Had die bmH babes they bfoS have 
starv’d; 

Wbatshonldwe do with mil dev 
ahai^ [idmr’ 

Who aotteo knew bow to 1^ ear* 
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bear no more,” the ’Sqniie 
iq^lied ; [tried, 

”13ie eeheme dudl be this moment 


Griezle ehaU be young Matob’em’s 
Ton are a yery worthy man, [bride. 
And may the depths of learning scan i 
But in fheae things you’re quite a dolt; 
You’ll get a hundred for ^e oolt. 

I’ll have my whim— it diall be car- 
ried:”— [ried.j 

So Grizzle was that morning mor- 
And now the ’Squire invites the 
stay 

Of Syntax for another day. [send 
“ Tour mare,” he said, “ we’ll onward 
Ty’d to the liondon waggon’s end : 
THien riie’e got forty miles, or more, 
We’ll fdlow in a dudse-and-four : 

At the Dun Cow, upon the road, 
Oriz 2 de ahall safdy be bestow’d ; 

And there, my Mend, or aoon or late, 
Her masters coming may await: 
rou’U neither lose nor time nor space 
—Your way I’m going to a race. 
Where 1’ ve a fomoua horse to run ; 
And if you do not like the fun, 

Why you may then proceed to town 
Wi& my best widies tiiat renown 
And profit may your labours crown. 
To-morrow, by ihs dose of day. 

We diall find Grizzle on the way.” 

« Just as you please,” the Doctor said : 


^'Yoqr kind oommands diall be 
obey’d? 

1 IhUk myidf aupremdy bless’d 
By noble ndnds Ao be caress’d : 

!naa Usd psoteotion you impart 
BdiMifll it gladness on my heart** 
& IndlM taow desir’d to see 


BQiiioittniey’a pictiir d history : 
Thsliook hi aim’d, wfakh prov’d s 
tnihi .. 

IW AdroiiM 


And, while they felt the gen’rous 
pleasure 

Of adding to his growing treasure. 
The ’Squire to keep the joke alive, 
Hod bade his stable folk contrive. 

Ere the good Doctor’s grizzle •mare 
Was given to the carrier’s care ; 

Ere on her voyage die set sail. 

To furnish her with ears and tail. 
Grizzle was aoon a crop no more. 

As die had beef^eome weeks before ; 
Nor was it long before her stump 
Felt all the honours of the rump : 
And thus equipp’d with specious art, 
She pac’d behind the carrier’s cart. 
Their breakfast done, the following 
day, [away; 

The ’Sqiiire and Syntax bounc’d 
And, ore the sun had set at eve. 

The Dun Cow did the sage receive ; 
Where Grizzle, her day’s journey o’er, 
Had a short time arriv’d before. 

Syntax now fdt a strong desire, 

To smoke his pipe by kitchen fire. 
Where many a country neighbour sat^ 
Nor did he fail to join the diat ; 
When, having sapp’d and dra^ Us 
And sUenoe seeming to prevail, [a^ 
He slowly from his pocket took. 

His traVUing menumndum bo^ ; 
And, as he turn’d the pages o’er, 
Revolving on their ourioiis lore, 

Th’ exciseman, a right village sage^ 
(For he could cost accounts and gage,) 
Spoke for the rest— who 
proud 

To hear his Rev’renee read aloud. 

He bow’d assent and stnig^ began 
To state what bmuty ia Inman; 

<b on the Burfhoe el 

Or what finds. In its sAi^ Urfht 

W^ aU things In IW )|dn dsgreci^ 

That Uve In air oe lofA fheuaM • 
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In all ihfi trees and fdantsiliftt grow. 
In all the Tariona flowers thnt blow; 
Of all things in the realnu of natme, 
Of senselsBB forms, or living oreatnre : 
In short he thus profess’d to show, 
Through all the vast expanse below, 
From what oonoenter’d state of things 
The varying form of beauty springs. 
But, as he read, though fuU of grace, 
Though strong expression mark’d his 
face, 

Though his feet struok the sounding 
floor. 

And his voioe thunder’d through the 
door, 

Eaoh hearer as th’ infection crept 
O’er his numb’d sense, unoonsdous 
sloptt 


I One dropp’d his pipe-Hmother snor’d, 
His bed of down an oaken board : 

The cobbler yawn’d, tiion sunk to rest, 
His ohin redinlng on his breast : 

AH slept at length but Tom and Sue, 
For they had something else to do. 
Syntax heard nothing ; the enraptur’d 
elf 

Saw and heard nothing but himadf : 
But, when a swineherd’s bugle 
sounded, [founded, 

The Doctor then amaz’d con^ 
Beheld the death-like scene about 
him ; [him. 

And, tliinking it was form’d to flout 
He frown’d disdain— then stmde his 
head, 

I Caught np a U^^and msh’d to bocL 


CANTO XXI. 


S LEEP, to the virtuous ever kind. 
Soon hush’d the Doctor’s turbid 
mind, [dew. 

And, whioL the morning its 
He ’rose his journey to pursue. 

Of tea and toast he took his All, 

Then told the Host to bring the bill ; 
But when it came, it made him stare | 
To see some curioos items thm. 

Go tdlyonr Ostler to appear ; 

I widi to Ima the flfllow here.” 

The Ostler now before him aluids. 
And bows his Imsd, end rubs his 

<< In fUsipam blB, ftiaiid, I s^ 
Toiite wj% oa sqr mm sad me': 
For sBynspreprai, and basils, end lu^ 
’Tip a Mr dhaige whkh 1 pay : 
Bittlwwnslnngsdsttaiidippeari— 
^FardsmihuelhmMmdliarsI’ 


Now know, my lad» if this be don# 
On me to play your vulgar fun, ' 
(For ears and tidl my mare bas none,} 
I’ll make this angry horse-whip craek 
In all direotions on your badr.” 

The man deny’d all ill intent; 

He knew not what his Bee^renot 
meant. 

So thonght it best to say no mors^ 
But bri^ np Gxisde to the door. 

Of painM osiivM were has ease; 
Upon her staqp n tdi ; 

So diang’d die mas, so gay, so fnwr^ 
Deck’d ont wBh so mndi oodmar^ 
Ihat am %]ite iHddIty dare 
To oiaMhIs msfuMnWd IBM 
He add im 

Was aoi the sport of vdjgsrflfli^ 

So Mtsd off-HBd kia^ M 
Hiemaetoaldihe iirtm ii f 
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Now, at Ills Jouracy lie pairsu’d, 

Ho tliusbroke forth in solem mood:— 
Thioagh tuna draws on when those 
at home 

Expeot ^t I dioald eeose to roam, 
(Thoagh 1 have objects in my yiew 
WMoh ere of great importanoe too,) 
Tot, as this is the day of rest 
Appointed both for man and beast, 

To the first church 1 will repair, 

And pay my solemn duties there.” 

Thus as ha spoke, a Tillage chime 
Denoted it was serrioe time : 

And soon a mddy Cnrato came, 

To whom he gravely tuld hib name, 
His rank, and literary fame ; 

And said as he’dbeon us’d to teaching. 
He’d gire him half an hour’s preach- 
ing. 

This was aooepted with a smile, 

And they both strutted up the aisle ; 
When, indue time, andwi^ duo grace. 
Syntax display’d his preaching face. 
And in bold tones, thoagh somewhat 
hoarse, 

He gave the following disoourso 
** The sulgeot 1 sh^ now rehearse, 
Is Job the — the serenth yerse 

« * As sparks rise upwards to the 

*y. 

60 fltan ie bom to misery.’ 

is a truth we all can tell ; 

Xd itofo we know it well : 
ThetPPrtinhis oradle lies. 

And IttMfos hfo tmhle as he cries : 
FtmVMjffKOigeyeB the water flow, 
Tim ifotliBia his fhtne woe: 

Wm chttk* iltt wiiying scenes display 
That Wk a#Maag«fol April day: 

And now a ara^ and then a Inar. 
The yson rf poling ehildhooa o’er, 
99 m nnttai^a am hi knows no morel 


To loommg’s discipline resign’d. 

The Tutor forms his early mind ; 

And hopes and fears alternate rise 
In oil their strange yarieties. 
llow oft, disdainful of restraint, 

His yoice lifts up the loud oomplainl^ 
Whilo stem oorreotion’s pOw’rful law 
Keep's the young urchin-mind in awe, 
And some dark cloud for ever low’rs, 
To shade his bri|fht and playful houi s. 
Nov, when fair Ileason’s steady ray 
Begins to light Life's early day ; 
Though the thick mistitinstant clears, 
It (lnc«t not lip the source of tears ; 
Nay, ’tis its office, as we know, 
Sometimes to moko those tears to flow. 
For now the Passions will impart 
Their impulse to th’ unconsoious heart ; 
Will mingle in Youth’s ardent hours. 
And plant the thorns amid theflow’rs ; 
While Fancy, in its yarions guise, 
With plumage of a thousand dyes, 
Flits round the mind in wanton play. 
To hear each serious thought away. 
The Pleasuies seldom tempt in yain 
To join their gay, deluding train ; 
Courting the easy hearts to stray 
From Reason’s path, and Wiadom’t 
way. 

And oh I how oft the senaei oloy 
With what is call’d the height of 
Joyl 

While pale Bapentanoe cornea atlait^ 
To execrate the Plearare pasti 
—At length to flmah’d 
grown, 

The world reoeiyaa him aa itaowi^jr 
life’s aotiya buy seanea angago 
Eadh momant of malniM ago 1 
Hare Pleaiano a ctt rt a ktM fo lier 
bow’ra, 

Whdre serpanti lurk btaaaft lha 
flow’ri* 
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—Ambition tempts liim to explore 
The height where daring spirits soar ; 
While Wealth presents the glittering 
ore, 

Whioh mingles in oaoh mortal plan, 
And is the great oonoem of man. 
—Thus Pleasure, Wealth, or love of 
pow’r, 

Employ man’s diort or lengthen’d 
hour. 

« In youth or manhood’s early day, 
PleoBuro first meets him on the way, 
The Syren sings, his eager ear 
Brinlu in the sound so swoot to hear ; 
To the delicious song a slave, 

He leaves his vessel to tho wave : 

The helm forsaken, on it goes, 

Tho lightnings fiosh, the whirlwind 
blows : 

When, by the furious tempest toss’d, 
The gay, the gilded, bark is lost I 
But should he, ’mid the ocean’s roar, 
Be cost upon some distant shore; 
Then wand’ring on tho lonely coast. 
He sighs to think what he has lost ; 
Health, ease, and ev’ry joy thathoav’n 
Hod to hia early wishes given. 

Life still is his— but Life alone 
Cannot for follies past atone. 

When Pain assails, and Hope is fiown. 
He feels no more the sunny rays. 

Of smiling hours and prosp’rous ^ys: 
Tho world turns fixnn him, nor will 
know 

The man of soivfw and of woe ; 

But bids him to some cell repair, 

In hope fo find Contriti<m there. 

Hor is Ambition more secure, 

Nor less the ills which they endure 
Within whose breast is seen to dwell 
The vu)e by which the Angela fdL • 
The love of rule, the thirst of pow’r, 
He’er a peaeeftil, tranquil hour ; 


*Tis the fierce fever of the soul 
That maddens for supremo control ; 
Whose burning thirst continual 
grows; 

Whose pride no lasting pleasure 
knows: 

While Hatred, Envy, jealous Pear, 
Wait on the proud and bold career. 
Contention ev’ry act attends ; 

Now Mends are foes— now foes aro 
Mends: 

Enjoyment quickens new desire. 

And Hope for ever fans tho fire. 
Whene’er the nearer height is gain’d, 
A loftier still must be attain’d ; 

And then the eye looks keenly round 
In hope another’s to be found ; 

One— Buoh is the aspiring soul— 
Whose tow’ring height shall orown 
the whole. 

But oft OB the aspirant gains 
The object of his toil and pains, 

The giddy view each sense appals— 
In vain for some kind help he calls ; 
The faithless Mend, th* insulting fbe, 
llejoioe os to the gnlph bdow 
He headlong prey to lie 

Of grinning Scorn and I^amy. 
**Now ziohea next demand ouv 
thought: 

But gold may be too dearly bought, 
Ah in each o^e and ev’xy soil. 

It wokes the universal 

For this, defying health and eaie^ 

The sailor ploughs tiie dietant teas ; 
.This diorei the darii^ Seidlei^a aim, 

I Who fightalnr wealth aaw^tilnafhme: 
But, though aU wiA its pow’r to trear. 
It if the source of many acare. 

—Of all the vioea that iofimt 
The purliena el the huoDUoi bteaat^ 
Thekveof ICammon is the w«nt» 
Tim moat detailed and aooiDSt 
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Pleanue’s gay momeiits may impart 
Borne gladnm to the hamaii heart; 
Ambition, too, we often find 
The inmate of a noble mind ; 

But love of riches ever bears 
The token of the lowest cares. 

We see one base nnvarying vice 
In the pale form of Avarice : 

It only lifts its prayer to Heav’n 
T* inorease the store already given ; 
I^or does it e’er the gift repay, 

By shedding one kind, cheering ray 
Upon the weather-beaten shed 
Where want scarce finds the scanty 
bread, 

By wiping from the widow’s eye 
The flowing tears of misery : 

Or giving to the naked form I 

The vestment that will keep it warm. 
For gold it courts the sleepless night, 
And toils throu^^ day’s returning 
light : 

Bor these alone ;-»the cool deceit— 
The trcadh’rouB heart— the hidden 
cheat— 

The ready He— the hard demand— 
And LavPs oppressive griping hand; i 
These dsemons never fail to wait 
At Mammon’s dark and dreary gate. 
What does he love f can it be told f 
Yes, I can tell he loves his gold : 
Ih ^t one term he comprriiends 
His kindred, neighbourhood, and 

But ^en should Fortune daily pour 
Her treasiues to inorease his store. 
Bay, is he happy P— Does he feel 
A pleasQie whi^ he dare reveal? 

^ no!— bis throbbing anxious 
breast 

Oentianed doubts and fears molest 
Bee how ha tramUas with affright 
TOonJuslleociaiaisthe widow’sxight, 


And bids him at the bar appear, 

To answer to the Orphan’s tear, 

By restoration to atone 
For many a wrong that he has done. 
Nay, a still for severer doom 
May aggravate the time to come : 

The scourge without, the scourge 
withiu 

May lash the unavailing^ ; 

And, after aU his toil end oare, 

’Tie well if he escape Despair. 

«But o’on when Pleasoie is not 
cross’d 

With ruin’d health and fortune lost, 
Yet still it leaves a void behind— 
And dnlnesB stupefies the mind* 

The season of enjoyment o’er, 

The phantom then can please nomore: 
Brief is its time, it soon is past : 

A vernal bloom not made to last. 

Bay, what presents its longest doomP 
A flower, a fever, and a tomb I 

What, thongh Ambition holds its. 
pow’r 

To Life’s extreme, but certain hour, 
Is not its most exalted joy 
Encumber’d with some base alley P 
And, on its proudest, loftiest h^ht^ 
Say, does it always find delight P 
Say, could it ever guard its heart 
From Fear’s assault, and navy’s 
dartP 

It cannot riint th’ averted cya 
From passing life’s mortality. 

E’en from its most aspiring brow, 

It must briudd a grave beW. 

Though Wealth diould baj^ be 
attain’d 

By fair pursuits, with bcaumrigaiu’d. 
Yet in its train bow oft we aee 
The pallid(f»imi of misery. 
Intemp’ranoe yields xte foibl dallgihl; 
An4 feeds the obnoximsggpetite; 
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While Lnxniy in a thousand ways. Here doom’d a painful lot to hear. 
To sensual oa^essness betrays, Our happiness is treasur’d there. 

And lights up in the mortal frame To struggle with the woes of life, 


Disease’s slow corroding flame. 
Fortune, in flekle mood, may frown ; 
The flrmest base may tumble down : 
While it appears in strength secure, 
It fiaUs and leases its owner poor. 

The largest heaps of treasur’d wealth 
Cannot restore declining health ; 

They cannot bribe the sun to stay, 
And mitigate his burning ray ; 

Kor will the North’s imperious cold 
Dissolye to genial warmth for gold. 
Time will not one short moment stay, 
Though millions lay athwart his way ; 
Nor all the wealth that Crcesus boro 
Can add to life one moment more. 
The regal palace and the cot 
Are subject to one common lot: 

The rich and poor, the small and 
great. 

Alike must feel the stroke of fate : 
Yirtue alone, we ought to know, 

Is real happiness below ; 

And yet how oft her kindness proves, | 
By pain and toil the child she loves, 
Honour, of noble minds the flower. 

Is oft betray’d by Treachery’s pow*? ; 
And Charity, we often see. 

The dupe of base Hypoori^. 

Who tlmn wiU venture to decdare 
That man’s mistitled sonow’s heir f 
But, Brethren, let us not oomplain, 
ThatHieavei^s uiiQiiat when we Bust^ 
Th’ allotted tenn of Oare and Pain. 
Our life hi andi a awnld if east^ 
plain ft is not made to last : 
hut a ataie of trial here^ 

To flt US te a pnrer sphere ; 

A aeene df eonteit for a prize, 

That la anollior region Bas, 

In hettermrids and hrighte ddis: 


To wage with evil, constant strife ; 

T* oppose the PasaionB as they rise. 
And check their wild propensities ; 

T’ improve our nature, and to bear 
With patience, the aUotted share 
Of human woes— and thus folfll 
The wise and the eternal Will, 

That forms the grand, mysterious plan 
For Mortal and Immorial man. [orep, 
** Man is indeed, by Heaven’s de- 
As happy as he ought to be ; 

As suited to his state and nature, 

A restless, frail, and flnite creature ; 
His work well done— his labour o’er— 
Evil and sorrow are no more ; 

And having pass’d the vale of death, 
He edaims the never»fading wreath ; 
Glory’s Eternal Crown to share, 
Which Cherubs sing, and Angels 
wear; 

Then is complete th’ amazing plan. 
And Mortal is Immortal man.” 

Here Syntax thought it fit to 
dose:— 

Th’ admiring congregation rose ; 

And after certain he^ and ha’a, 

The ’Bqnire nodded hie applause : 
Nay, eudi attention he had given 
To the eage Minister of Heaven, 

That ndther did he deep nor nofo-v 
A wonder never known heCore. 

Then qniddy iasoing fleem Ids pew, 
He oamo to tiiank the Doetor too. 

year (Bsoonrsesogoodoidiiiie^ 
Proves you to he a great Divine^ 
WhfloI,a]asl amhntadaiMr; 

So you’ll go homo with meto dinners 
An^shorOy after •v’aiiigpny'r, ^ 
The Onrnte too^ Ilia meet yenthi^^ 
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The Doctor foundthe hoiuewdl stor’d; 
A diatt’riiig wife and plenteous lioard : 
The dinner woe a pleasing sight, 

For preaching gets an appetite : 

And Sjntax could perform them both 
As wdl as any of the doth. 

At length, the eatables remov’d, 

The ’Sq[iiire began the talk he lov’d. 
’squire. 

^ Have yon mudigame. Sir, where 
you live 

SYNTAX. 

An answer. Sir, 1 soaroe can give: 
I never hunt or bear a gun ; 

I have no time, nor like the fan. 
Learning’s the game whioh I pursue : 
1 have no other sport in view : 

But 1 have heard — ^the country round 
Withharesandpartridgedoes abound; 
Though on my table it is rare 
To see or one or t’ other there. 

Oft whon 1 rise at early morn, 

And hear the dieerfol, eohoing hmm, 
I’m forc’d from the inspiring noise. 
To hunt a pack of idle boys ; 

And when they babble in their din, 

1 am a speoial whipper-in : 


Nay, if they should be found at fault. 
1 oraok my whip. Sir, as I ought.” 

Syntax now told his story o’er, 

A story told so oft before ; 

When soon the ’Squire began to feel 
A slumber o’er his senses steal : 

The Curate, too, bemus’d in beer. 
Was more ^spos’d to deep than hear. 
Says Syntax, ** See the effect of drink I 
Heav’n spare the soj^ whioh cannot 
think! 

But 1 will not their sleep molest ; 

The Sabbath is a day of rest.” 

In short his words no more prevail ; 
There now were none to hear his tale : 
He strove another pipe to smoke. 

But there wore none to hear his joke: 
So on his elbow he redin’d, 

And thus the deeping parly join’d. 
— The dock struck ten ere they awoke ; 
When a shrill voice their dumbers 
broke : 

In Budi a tone it seem’d to come, 
That Syntax thought himself at home. 
So, having yawn’d and shook their 
heads, [their beds. 

They wish’d good-night, and sought 


CANTO XXII. 


dock struck fivewhen Syntax 
A woke; 

Thesonnding doorhis dumbers broke : 
When a soft female voice rdated 
ThatbreakfBit and her master waited; 
TJp rose the Dootor, down he went, 
With joyfhi look and heart content 
^*Weil,’* aaid the Squire, hope 
you’ll stay 

And paw wUh me inolher day ; 

The aportiiig aaaaon’a coming on, 
AM ionali^ IMW is to be done ; 


For I must breathe my dogs a-hit, 
And try my gun at some tom<^tit 
Ton’ll take a stroll around the 
And see what gamemy manor yidds.” 
Says Syntax, ‘•^TSs not in my power 
To pass with you another jurj ; 
While yonperfonnyouraporliiig lbati| 
I must be tramping Tjiwidc* stnets: 
You, therefoie, wiUmy thaidEB leodva^ 
For ww'f Sir, 1 mnat take my leave.’’ 
Ike ’Smoiio AB 1 can » 

■"■Anotter tiins a Icmgnr 
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He then walk’d off with dog and gnn^ 
While Syntax travell’d slowly on ; 
And, o’er the hill, or on the ploini 
Indulg’d tile oontempktiye atrain. 

« 1 cannot, while I Nature Tiew, 
Gloth’d in her robe of verdant hue. 
Or when the changeful veil is thrown. 
Of Summer’sgold or Autumn's brown, 
Or midst the scenes of snow and frost. 
When her gay colouring is lost ; 

I cannot but the Fow’r admire 
That gives such charms to her attire : 
Nor do her wond’rous shapes, that rise 
In countless forms to meet tiie eyes, 
Mark with less force the unerring soul 
Which with such beauty decks the 
whole« 

The mountain’s t(^ that seems to meet 
The height of Heaven’s Imperial seat ; 
The rooks, the valley’s guardian 
pride, 

Or bound’ries of the ocean’s tide, 
That oft, in grand confusion hurl’d, 
Seem lilu the fragments of a world ; 
While the low hill and vale between, 
Appear to variegate the scene. 

But lesser forms invite to trace 
Fair Nature’s ever varying face : 

The humble shrub, the spreading tree, 
In this same piinoiple agree. 

Along the gzoiuid tiie brwbles orawl, 
And the low hysssp tops the wall; 
The bull-miah rises firom the sedge, 
She wild-rose bloesoms in the hedge ; 
While flowefe of evtry oolour shed 
A fragranoe from tibedr native bed. 
The strtamlst^ winding jhsough the 

The hoDgiag wood, the frteet shade ; 

, The river’s bold and flowing wave, 
many a peopled margin lave^ 
4C31, with iBBirwaing'oouioe, ’tia aeon 
to bleiid its white wms with the 
croexi. 


Nor these alone bow vorions the; 
Who cleave the air, or skim the sei 
Or range the plain, or from the bnr 
Look down npon the vale below : 

The cygnet’s snow, the peaoofdL’s dye 
The pigeon’s neok, the eagle’s ^es; 
Nor in less beauty do they rove, 
Who form the musio of the grove. 
The elephant’s resistless fbroe ; 

The strength and spirit of the horn , 
The ermine’s softness, and the boor, 
With rising bristles cover’d o’er. 
Thus thronghont Nature’s various 
Of living or ixianimate, [state, 

In ev’ry diff’reni class we see 
How boundless the variety I 
What playful ohange in all we know 
Of this mysterious world below ; 

In all where instinot motion gives, 

In what by vegetation lives : 

But these are trivial when we look, 
Through the first page of Natnse’e 
book, [seen 

When, half-inspired, we’re taught to 
The vast varieties of man.” 

Thus, in deep metaphysio mood, 
Byntaz his shorten’d way pursued ; 
dnd many a system had been brought 
To ripen in his learned thought ; 

But none arose which did not tend 
Poor human nature to befriend ; 

None but weie aptly flnm’d to prove 
The firm support of social love. 

Thus, all bemus’d be took bis wiqr, 
Unconscions of the passing day ; 

And, thus employ’d in oogitatiog. 

No wander hene’ertiiou^ of boiihig: 
No wonder that it came to pom 
When Grizzle saw a little gram^ 

That he, contemplating tha view 
Of knotly gufistions, never knew 
She stopp’d to tdee a bite or two; 

Or, when they pass’d a limpid hfookf 
TW rile a pilmteoim hmn^ 
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Or if, by dhaiioe upon the road, 
Theyfound aoartwitbhay wellstow’d, 
Bhe lagg’d behind to crop the ffure. 
And levy oontributioiiB there. 

But now a trumpet’s warlike sound 
Woke Syntax from his dream pro- 
frxmd ; [straight 

While Grizzle frisk’d, and mov’d on 
With many a prancing to the gate, 
Where, in a gorgeous cap of fur. 
Stood Ihe prodaiming Trumpeter, 
With face as the old lion red. 

Which dangling hung above his head. 
** Oh !*’ he exclaim’d, now could 
swear 

I see again the Grizzle mare ; 

1 know her well by that same scar 
Which she got with me in the war 
For die received that angry hack 
When I was sounding on her book i 
A ftiriouB Hussar onward come. 

And struck at me but miss’d his aim ; 
When my poor mare receiv’d the blow. 
And straight the blood began to flow ; 
Nay, the same sword had oradL’d my 
orown,| [Brown, 

But my brave comrade Stephen 
Gameupandout the Frenchman down. 
1 have been borne by that same grey 
Through many a rough and bloody 
day ; [strain ; — 

Her ears well know the martial 
I’m glad to see her once again.” 

That wdl may be but for her 
ears— 

A wideed down’s infernal shears 
Have robbed her,” Syntax smiling 
aai^ 

Of the frir hononn of her head ; 
Kor did one tender thought prevail. 
From the same fate to save her tail.” 
He then prooeeded to relate 
Her past midutp and present state : 


And adr’d the Trumpeter to diate 
A flowing bowl and ev’ning fare. 

Now Syntax satandheo^thestoiy 
The soldier told of England’s glory ; 
How Brituhoolumnsfoughttheirway, 
And drove the foe, and won the day : 
How oft did he his breath enlarge. 

To call to arms and sound the charge ; 
But, though he rous’d to many a feat, 
He never sounded a retreat. 

Still he declaim’d ufthadest tone — 
For England’s glory was his own. 

** Oft have 1 seen in bright array, 
(Bure promise of a glorious day) 

The martial bands alive to mert 
Their foes, and lay them at their feet ; 
And, when my breathing trumpet 
told ’em 

To go and conquer— to bdiold ’em, 

At once their beaming blades display. 
And rush on their victorious way, 

I fedt the inexpressive joy [(^. 
Which grim-faoed danger could not 
If that same Grizzle steed you rodq 
Could i^eak, riie’d tell the ground she 
Was oft, alas I all cover’d o’er [trod 
With soldiers rioin and dMed gore. 
Full many a hair-breadth ’scape I’ve 
In many a peril have I been; [seen ; 
And soon again the time may oome. 
When, order’d from our native home, 
We riiall seek foreign dimee to diaze 
The dangers and'the din of war* 

So bo it, I’m prq^’d to go, 
Wherever I may meet the ion; 

And diould it be my lot to di^ 

1 have no wifs or babes to otj ; 

And *mid what blood-died Xau^ldl, 
There’ll be an end of Thoiuaa AdL” 
Said Syntax, <<lt if weU, my Irland, 
To he prepar’d to meet our e^: 

Te do tl^ wdl, I'm eelFdtopniidis 
’Ito • pm daif idikh 1 tMdi| 



m BMAncs OF Tsa piaruaasaua u 


Bat thooghte of a fin different kind 
Just now employ my anzions mind : 
The preient bu^ bonre mnet daim 
Attention to my pone and iSune ; 
And, as I think *twonld proTO a joke 
To diew my mate to London folk, 

It has Juit oome into my mind 
To leave poor Grizzle here behind, 
And let aome atage or mail oonv^ 
My bags and me my onward way. 
Perhaps, for old«aoqaamtanoe sake. 
Of my poor beast the oare you’ll take*” 
“ If BO,” — ^the Trompeter replied — 
’Twill be my honour and my pride. 
God bless your Bey’renoe,^neYer 
fear— 

Your mare diall have protection here : 
When you retain her looks will tell, 
ThathttOldFriendhas us’d her well.” 

A horn now told the near approach 
Of some oonvenient, rapid ooaoh ; 
And soon a vehide and four 
Appear’d at the Bed lion door ( 

Into his place the Doctor pounc’d : 
The coachman smack’d, a^ off th^ 
bounc’d. 

The scene around was quite com- 
podag, 

For his oompanionB all were dozing ; 
So he, fbrsooth, ocoedy’d it best 
To cIm his lids and tiy to rest 
When the mom dawn’d he turn’d an 
eye 

Upon his diudi^riBg oompaiiy : 

A red-du’d men, w]^ anii^d and 
anortad, 

A lady, with both eyes distorted. 

And a pouig mimof pleaemg mien, 
W«i dl Gm Bdi of gigr dztaen. 

A onddm jolt their dumbeti broke : 
They started qU, and all awoke ; 
When Sia^-boQfte jiwn’d wide, and 


“ We move,” said he, confounded 
alow:” [gel” 

La, Sir,” oried Miss, ” how tut we 
While madam, with a smirking ftee, 
Dedar’d it was a middling pace. 

” Pray, what think yon, Sir P’ — ” 1 
agree,” [three : 

Said oimp’ring Syntax, ”with all 
Dp hill, onr eonrse is rather alow ; 
Down hill, how merrily we go 1 
But, when ’tis ndther up nor down, 
It is amiddlingpaoe I own.” [pretty !” 
” 0 la I” oried miss, ” the thonght’j so 
” 0 yes I” growl’d Bed-Fooe, ” very 
The lady said, ” If I can scan [witty I ” 
The temper of the gentleman, 

He’s one of those, I have no donb^ 
Who loyes to let his hnmenr ont; 
Nor fails his thread-bare wit to play 
On all who oome within hia way : 

But we who in these stsges roam, 
And leayeonrooaoh-and-ldirathome^ 
Deserve our lot when thus we tdk 
With those who wereordBin’dto walk ; 
Andnow,my nieoe, you see how wrong 
It is to use your flippant tongue, 

And chatter as yon’ze apt to do 
Withany one— the Lord knowa who.” 
Surly turn’d round, and friendly deep 
Soon o’er his senses ’gan to oreep 1 
So Syntax thought he’d overlook 
The embiyo of his frituxe Book ; 

Thus all was dlsnee till they 
To the great town we Londen name. 

Oursagethoag^ wiidiytiiit the din 
Whidi he dunild hoar ahont an Inn, 
Would not aadst hia stodions hoviib 

Nor aid hia intaUsitiial powms 
To mako his volamo life t» dsoir 
Tho Dons of Pataniostar Bow; 

And as hie Petmn of flbo North, 

That Lord soaownfd ftr aeaso mS 
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Had bid him moke kUhoTiie bu borne 
Wbeneferbe to town dioold oomoi 
He wai MolT’d to tiy bie fate 
In knocking at bis Lordship’s gate. 
At that Bune gate be soon appear’d ; 
Hy Lord, with smiles the Doctor 
(dieer’d. [Mend, 

«YotL have done well, my learned 
Hitber your early steps to bend ; 
Bns’ness has brought me up to town, 
And thus you find me aU alone : 

Here pitch your tent, and pass your 
hour 

In working up your pleasant Tour ; 
And, when ’tis done, I’ll aid your 
sobeme— 

It idiall not proYO an idle dream.” 
Syntax reoeiY’d bis Lordship’s grace 
With moisten’d eye, but smiling face. 
And fiw ten days, at mom end night. 
He toil’d to bring bis book to light ; 
While the lew intervening hours 
Were render’d gay with wine and 
flow’rs.* 

Hy Lord, by gen’rous friendship 
mov’d, 

Now read bis volume, and approv’d. 
«< Think not,” said he, ** 1 fondly give 
Opinions, tending to deceive : 

That Fm ainoere, my Mend, you’ll see. 
When I declare that you are free 
To dedicate your book to me ; 

Nor is this aJll--l’U recommend 
Hy very ]^easani^ learned Mend 
To one who has aa liberal fisding 
As any in this kind of dealing : 

And when my letter you presenti 
He’D tdm 11m wnrik, and oonten^ 
Thus, my good Sir, Tvs d^e my best : 
Yott’llaee him, and explain the rest.” 

* Hoe visa etinjrasntaetiiiiniQmlneTS^ 
VloNseaMiBW juMjaberosn. _ 

Bob. 


The Doctor now reeelved his papers 
In spmts almost to out capers ; 

Nor did be then delay to go, 

Not to the realms of sight and diow, 
But those of Paternoster Bow. 

The shop he enter’d ; — ell around 
He saw the dielves with volumes 
crown’d. 

In Hnssia and Morocco bound : 

And when he had, Mth fond delight, 
Glanc’d o’er the literary sight, 

Go, call your master,” Syntax said, 
To an attendant on the trado ; 

** Tell him that a D.D. is here 
The lad then answer’d, with a sneer, 
** To no D.D. will he appear ; 

He would not oome for all the know- 
ledge 

Of Oxford or of Cambridge College : 

I cannot go, as I’m a sinner ; 

I dare not interrupt his dinner : 

You knownothowlshould be blam’d.” 
Stamping his foot, Syntax exclaim’d, 
« Apollo and the Muses nine I 
Must Learning wait while Tradsmen 
dine?” [boy: 

** They’re oommon hacks,” replied the 
** We novel such as those employ ; 
Fve heard their names, but this 1 
know. 

They addom oome into the Bow.” 
The master, who had fill’d his crop 
In a smart room behind the idiop, 

On hearing a loud angry vdoe, 

Came lorih to know what eanaPd the 
noise; 

And left hie wifs aid hotlia tocb 

Tb see about this stmnga to-4a. 

He wos B man wheaB tnq^ pannek 
Was made of bid^ and bus, and 
haunoh: 

And adimi be saw the skiMird §nm 
Syntns he b«gui to stonpu 
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BOOXSELLES. 

iriA to know, Sir, wkat yon 
mean, 

By Idoking np, Bir, auoh a eoene P { 
And who yon are, Sir, and yonr name, 
And on what errand here yon came P” 
SYNTAX. 

** My errand was to bid yon look 
With care and candour on thii Book ; 
And tell me whether yon think fit 
To buy, or print, or pubbsh it P 
The subject which the work contains 
Is Art and Nature’s fair domains ; 
’Tis form’d the ourionato allure 
In short, good man, it is a Tour; 
With Drawings all fromNature mode. 
And with no common skill display’d : 
Each house, each place, each lake, 
each tree, [see.” 

These fingers drew— these eyes did 
BOOKSELIiEB. 

A Tour, indeed I I’ye had enough 
Of Tours, and snoh-like flimsy stuff. 
What a fool’s errand you have mode, 
(1 speak the language of the trade,) 
To travel all the country o’er. 

And write what has been wnt before ! 
We can get Tours— don’t make wry 
faces, 

From thorn who never saw the places. 
I know a man who has the skill 
To make you Books of Tours at wOl; 
And from his garret in Moorfields 
Gan see what Wxj oonntry yieldB; 
Bo, if jem please, yon may retire, 
And threw your Book into the fire : 
Yon need not grin, my friend, nor 
▼•pour; 

1 woBld not buy it for waste pi^ 1” 

•TNTAZ. 

*<BioekheadI and is it thus you 
treat 

*Bienii8nbywhomy(m drink and eatf 


Do you not know, and must 1 tril ye, 
’Tie they fill out your monstrous brily P 
Yes, booby! from such skulls as mim* 
You lap your soup, and drink your 
wine, 

Without one single ray of sense 
But what rdatesto pounds and pence* 
Thns good and evil form the whohi— i 
Heaven gave you wealth, and mo a 
soul: 

And I would never be an aas 
For all your gold, with all your bfau. 
When humble Authoro oome to sue, 
(Those very men that pamper you,) 
Yon feel like Jove in all his pride, 
With Juno squatting by his side.” 
BOOKSELLEB. 

” How dare yon, villain, to defiuas 
My dearest wife's unsnlly’d name; 
Yes, she’s my wifis I ten yean ago 
The Parson join’d our ha^ at Bow, 
And she’s the flower of ell onr Bow* 
As for Miss Juno, she’s a harlot, 

Yon fbul-mouth’d, 
varlet! 

A prostitute, who is wril known 
To all the rakes about the town ; 
First with a fbotman off die lan^ 

And now lives with an Aldennaa.” 
8T1ITAX. 

** Have done— have donel praymd 
that letter, [bate.” 

And then I think you’ll treat me 
BOOKBELUaU 

Sir, hadyouihowntiieletter fira4 
My very belly dioold have hiuat 
Before I would have uaid a word 
Your laasned eora diooild not kavi 
heard; 

Bat, in this world whmin waling 
We must fngat^ Bir, and fsigifo. 
TlMselBrieh^wdlsem e tliis^ 
Fromtlmaoefc firfo Bdt y ,f»^ 
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Hy Lord ipealDi liigbly of your merit, 
‘A| of the talenti you inherit ; 

He writee himeelf supremriy well ; 
His woria are ohazming— for they 

sdL 

1 pray you talce a glass of wine; 
Ptthaps, Sir, you have yet to dine : 
We now, 1 fear, have nothing hot : 
Hy dear, put something in the pot; 
*Twill soon be done ; or tell our Kan 
To toss a outlet in the pan. 

His Lordship here expressly says 
Your work transoends his utmost 
praise; 

Desires the printing may oommenoe, 
And he*U be bound for the expense. 
The Book will sell, I have no doubt, 
m spare no pains to bring it out : 

A work like this must not be stinted, 
Two thousand oc^ies shall be printed* 


And if you ^ase— ** 

BTNTAX. 

I cannot stay ; 

We’U talk of that another day ; 
When I came out, I gave my word 
To take my dinner with my Lord.** 

BOOKSELLEB. 

Perhaps some other time you’ll 
oome, 

When my good Lord may dma from 
home; 

It wUl be kind indeed, to diare, 
Quite as a friend, our humble fare ; 
In the mean time you may command, 
In ey’ry sense, my heart and hand.” 
Thus (such are this world’s odds 
and ends) 

Though foes they met*- they parted 
friends. 


CANTO XXIII. 

cc T X rHATE’EB of genius or of Ko fay’ring patrons haye I got, 

V V merit But just enough to boil the pot. 

The obUd of labour may inherit. What though by toil and pain, I know 

Th^ will not, in this mortal state, Where ev’ry Hebrew root do& grow. 
Or give him wealth, ormakehimgzeat, And can ea^ hidden truth dsM^ 
Unless that strange oapridous £ime. From Qeneeis to Malaehi ; 

Whom Pagan poets Fortune nams^ Yet I have neyer been deeveed 
That nnsooB, ever active pow*r, To shear the fleeoes that 1 feed; 
Pn^tious, his toilso^ hour. N^o, they enrioh the idk danoe 
Ttenighout my li& I’ve struggled Who never saw his flock but ones^ 
bird; And meanly grudges e’en to iqpase 

And whit hM been my lean reward P Hy pittance for their weakly teo. 
Whit have X gain’d by learned lore, Have 1 made any real friend^ 

By deeply reading o^er and o’er, By waatiiig ayes and oandlaa’ andsP 
IHisi ev*iy anolii^ aage hM writ^ And though a good murioiantoq^ 
Benonn’dfiwpnriaadAtfeiowit; What did my Addle auer da P 

Or thooe rich ^maae whieh diapeiise I aemetkileB might an^loy ila pew’s 

Qlf aMaaof jTbaoailheaauveMgixim 
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But tiLonglL it with my temper soitB, 
It neyer yet could eoften brutes. 

My dcetching-penoil, too, is know 
In ev’ry house throughout the town ; 
For, to replace some horrid sorawl. 
My drawings hang on eVry wall: 
And yet, ’tie true, as I*m a sinner. 
They seldom paid me with a dinner. 
What do 1 get poor boys to teoohP 
And driye in learning at the broeoh ? 
A task, which Lucian says is given 
As the worst punidiment from Heaven. 
While Fortune’sboobies out and carve, 
1 may be said to teach and starve ; 
Too happy, if on Christmas-day, 

Tve just enough the duns to pay. 
Though sometimes I havealmost swore 
When from the threshold of the door, 
My poverty repell’d the poor ; 

Wlw the cask, empty*d of its ale, 

Ko more the thirsty could regale. 

** At length the luidky moment came 
To fill my purse and ^ve me fame ; 
And, aftw all my labours past, 

Hope bids me look for rest at last 
For scarce had I one prosp’rous hour 
Till Foatqne bid me Write a Tour. 
Oft have I said in words unkind. 
That strumpet Fortune’s very blind I 
But now I think the wench can see, 
8inoe she’s become so kind to me. 

To say the truth, 1 scarce bdieve 
The &voaai I now receive : 

In a Lord’f house 1 take my rest, 

A wdeoBM aii4 aa honouxed guest: 
The fimm cm my Tour I found 
Axe by Ids p resent kinduess crown’d, 
rd heard that theae saine 

Lords 

Wen only dnsndly in their woida: 
TMh een sieim my petnm njove, 
Whose gea’ieue deads his prumiis' 
paofSb*’ 


*7 

Thus Syntax didhisfcelingsbroach, 
As he reclin’d within a ooaoh : 

For, pond’ring as he pass’d along, 

He waa sore pummell’d by the throng: 
Now by a porter’s package greeted, 
Now on the pavement he was seated ; 
While, deafen’d by a news-boy’s din, 
A fruit-girl’s barrow strikes Ids shin; 
And as his oautions course ho guides. 
The passing elbows punch his sides ; 
While a oart-wheel with luoklessspirt 
Gives him a taste of London dirt : 

At length, to get in safety back, 

He sought the comforts of a Hack. 

His little journey at an end, 

The Doctor join’d his noble f^nd : 
Together they in comfort dine, 

Then munch’d their cakes, and sipp’d 
their wine. 

When Syntax, briefly, thns display’d 
His parley with the man of trade : — 
** I owe nnto your liordship’s name 
My future gains in gold and flune. 

My nncomb’d wig— my suit of black, 
Whioh had grown rusty on my book, 
My grizzly visage, pale and thin. 

My carcase, nou^t but bones and 
skin. 

Presented to the Tradesman’s eye 
The ghastly form of Poverty: 

Nor would he deign to east a look 
Upon Ike pages of my book ; 

But, with the fierceness of a Turk, 

In sorry terms revil’d my work ; 

And let loose all his purse-proud 

g pl ff CT I 

Against a thing he ne’er had seen. 
But your kind note, wheceltwassaid 
That all exptmm dionld be paid, 
New-dy’d mycoat,new-eook’dmyhat, 
Pewdor’d my wig, and made me flit. 
Bis eye sow saw me plump andsMci 
inih not a wifaUe in aqr chesk i 
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And streng^, and stateliness, and 
iigonr, 

CSoiil|ileM my important figure ; 
While, in my pooket his keen look 
Glanc’d at your Lordship’s pocket- 
book. [sell, 

’Twaa now—* Vm sure the work will 
.And pay the learned author well :* 
Then grac’d his shrill and sputt’ring 
speeches [breeches ; 

With pulling up his monstrous 
And made me all the humblest bows 
His yast protuberance allows : 

For had he come with purse in hand, 
E’en Satan might his press command ; 
So that the book had not a flaw 
To risk the dangers of the law. 

Prove but his gains, and he’d be civil, 
Or to the Doctor or the Devil.” 

Thus Syntax and his patron sat, 
And thus prolong'd the ev’ning chat. 

MT LORD. 

** Your rapid pencil fairly traces 
Hen’s characters as well as faces. 
Your latter sketch is true to E^ature, 
And gives me Ydlum’s eVry feature. 
With all your various talents fraught, 
So deeply read, so ably taught, 

I fed a curious wish to know 
From whence your high endowments 
flow: 


And how it happens that a man, 
Whose worth 1 scarce know how to 
man, [state. 


Should ne’er have reach’d a better 
Than seems to be your present fate.” 
STHTAZ. 


« very aeanty page 
Wintw hiy birih and parentage : 
A mod’mte circle will oontain 



Bade my horiiCB iride extend 


And lighted up a brighter ray 
To beam upon my clouded day. 

** My fa^er was a noble creature 
As e’er was form’d by preguant Na* 
lure; 

A learned Clerk, a sound Divine, 

A fav’rite of the Virgins nine 
Who dwell upon Parnassian hill, 

Or bathe in Heliconian ri]L 
In the sequester’d valeflof life, 

Au equal foe to pride and Strife, 

He pass’d his inoifenBive day 
In teaching Virtue’s peaceful way : 

A shepherd, form’d his flock to bless 
In ibis world’s thorny wilderness. 
And lead them, when their time is o’er. 
To where, good man, he’s gone before, 
Ambition ne’er disturb’d his rest. 

Nor bred a serpent in his breast 
To sting his peace : no sordid core 
Corroded tho contentment there: 
While he possess’d an income dear 
Of full five hundred pounds a year. 

« My mother, first of woman-kind,’ 
In figure, feature, and in mind, 

In her calm sphere contented mov’d. 
The counterpart of him die lov’d. 
Form’d to a^xn the highest lot, 

She grac’d the Vicar’s mnd cot, 

With all those manners that hecame 
The Parson’s wifr, the village dame. 
Th^ liv’d and lov’d— and might have 
wore 

TheFUtob, when twaniy yean wm 

o’er. 

** An only diild appear’d to prove 
The ^edge of flmd, ooninihial love. 

I was that child — a darling boy ; 
Their daily bope-^hsir dally joy. 

My amrious frther did not spare 
The urdrin to •nothev’a care ; 

He taught the litida flnward «|f 
To be the image of hhoidf ; ' 
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And from the oradle he began And, as 1 almost wanted bread, 

To form and shape the fiiture man. I undertook a bear to lead, 

When fifteen aommer suns had ahed To aee the brute perform ^ danoe, 
Their lustre on my curly head, Through Holland, Italy, and France : 

To Alma Mater he consign’d. But it was such a Tory Bruin, 

With pious hope, my rip’ning mind. To be with him was worse thim ruin ; 


There, sey’u diort years (for 
ukart they were) 

Fair science was my only core ; 

I gave my nights, I gave my days, 

To TuUy’s page, and Homer’s lays. 
Whate’er is known of ancient lore 
I fondly studied o’er and o’er : 

I foUoi^d each appointed course. 

And trac’d up learning to its source. 
But in my way 1 gather’d flow’rs ; 

I sought the Muses in their bow’rs, 
And ^d their faVring smiles repay 
With many a lyric roundelay ; 

Nor did 1 fail the arts to woo 
Of Music and of Fainting too. 

Thus was my early manhood pass’d 
In happiness too great to last. 

My father dy’d — and ere his um 
Had fill’d my arms, I had to mourn 
A mother who refus’d to stay, 

When her lov’d mate was ta’en 
away. 

** WhatfcUow’dP— I was left alone, 
And the world seiz’d me as its own. 
Isoii^ht gay Fashion’s motley throng, 
QnFleasm^s tide I sail’d akng; 
TOl, by rude stonns and tempests 
toss’d, 

My dhattn’d baik at length was los^ 
While I stood naked on the shore, 
My tnestte gon^ my pleasure o’er. 
11^ diimg’d I 7 Fovtoiie’s 
wind. 

The friends l 4 dimiah’dpsov’d nakiad: 
All those who dhox^d my prosp^sefiis 

■>» ■iiiffj’dwwy; 


So, having pac’d o’er olassio ground. 
And soil’d the Oreoian Ides around, 
(A pleasure, sure, beyond compare. 
Though link’d in couples with a bear,) 
I took my leave, and left the cub 
Some humble Swiss to pay and drub. 
Tet, when I reach’d my native shore. 
Determin’d to lead bears no more. 

No better proq[»eot did I see. 

Than a free-aohool and curacy ; 

The country tradesmen’s sons to 
teach; 

In lonely village-church to proach. 
With the proud sneer and vnl^ 
taunt, 

Oft thrown at Learning when in want; 
All which you’ll think, my noble 
friend, 

Did not to ease or comfort tend. 

But now, another act displays 
The folly of my former ^ys ; 

A new scene opens of my life ; 

For faith, n^ Lord, I took a wife.” 

MT LOBD. [mate 
I should have thought a married 
Must have improv’dyour lonely state 1 
That a look wisniiig — 
Would serve your lahours to beguile.” 
STKTIX. 

** Love in itself, is veiy good. 

But, ’tis no means, oolid fiwd: 
And, era our honsy-anoDii was o’er, 

I found we wanted so me ftin g mote. 
This was Ike eause of all my tmUe ; 
My ineome would not cazxy doukle; 
Bttt^ led away from Beason’a pkm 
B|y Lon^ Anl tertonr of mgg 
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jnqqg deUriom m forgot 
what ii life’s unremitted lot; 

That aiaa and woman, too, ore bom 
BenfiBith eadi rose to a thorn: 
We thought, as other fools have done, 
That Hymen’s laws had made ns one ; 
Bat had fergot that Nature, tme 
To her own purpose, made us two. 
There were twomouthsthatdailyory’d. 
At mom and ere, to be supply’d : 
Though by one tow we were betroth’d. 
There were two bodies to be oloth’d ; 
And, to improve my happiness, 

Dolly is very fond of dress. 

Hy head’s oontent with one hat on it, 
IHule Dorothy has hat and bonnet : 
In diort, there’s no day passes through 
But I, and my dear Doll, are two. 
One good has my kind fortune sped : 
Dolly, my Lord, has never bred. 
Thus, though we’re always Two, you 
see. 

We haply yet have ne’er been Thkee. 
She came a beauty to my arms ; 

Her only dower was her ohanns : 

But muoih die sav’d me, I must own. 
By never bringing brats to town.” 
XT LOUD, 

« Another time, my rev’rend guest, 
1 hope you will relate the rest: 

1 truly widi the whole to know. 

But b^’ness oalls, and I must go. 

I need not, sure, repeat my wo^: 
Oommand whate’er &e house affords.” 
The Peer thus with the Doctor 
pansa» 

And left hitt gay and ea^-hearted; 
WUb haany hia Ihoug^ti di- 
gjidk 

T2B Ida eyaa told the hour of reat 
When the nut mom, and hteak- 
came, 

flaidSlyBtut, should he to hlanie, 


If 1 delay’d to tell my mind 
To one so gen’rous and ao kind, 

In hopes snoh oonnsel to reoeive 
As he will oondesoend to give. 

For as I on my bed reclin’d, 

A sudden thought possess’d my mind, 
Which may produce, as I’ve a notion, 
A North-West passage to promotion. 

** Loyal and tme I’ve ever been, 
And much of this san^^^World I’ve 
seen: 

Well vers’d in the historio page 
Of this and eVry other age, 

I could employ my studious hour 
For those who hold the reins of power ; 
And Bureawdl-tum’dpamphletmight 
Attention from the court invite ; 

By whioh I could, in nervous prose. 
Unveil the ministerial foes ; 

And, with no oommon skill and oare, 
Praiseand support the powers thataro. 

I then might be prefezr’d at onoe. 

No more prey of any dunoe, 

Who views poor autimrs as mers' 
drudges. 

And ev’ry doit he pays them grudges ; 
Nor oares how much he makee them 
fed, 

Just as a oook-maid skins an ed. 

It would be better fer I trow, 

Than this same Patemoster-Bfow ; 
Where the poor bees in Leaniing’s 
hive, [thrive^ 

Ton, but to make the tradesmen 
And for thdr intellaohial hon^, 

Get but a poor return in num^. 

It would be outtiiig matten shorti 
Could I but get a friend at oourt : 
’Twoold be, and I repeat tim imtiaot 
A Nor&-Westpaa8egatopiemitiu.** 

XT Lom. 

” Patient my learned Doetor^ Imit; 
Andtoagreouaae]igiveau.eir; * 



IN SEARCE ON TEE EI0TUEE8(iUE. 


9 * 


I long haye known, and known too 
well, 

The country where you wiah to dwdL 
Corruption, fraud, and enyy wait 
At the proud Btateunaa’a crowded 
gate; 

There fawning flatt’ry wins its way. 
There the base passions Join the fray. 
Like beasts that on each other prey ; 
'While the smile hides each traifrous 
heart, 

And interest plays a Proteus* part. 
YouVe too much virtue, my good 
friend. 

Your talents and your time to lend. 
To such a power^for such an end. 
Con you work up the specious lie 
That does not quite the Truth deny P 
Can you that kind of Truth relate. 
On which you may preyorioate P 
Win you ^m others bear to seek 
What you must think, and write, and 
speak P 

Will you, to-day, their ^sterns bor- 
row, [rowP 

And calmly Aake them off to-mor- 
Wni you, camdeon-like, reoeiye 
The hue a Patron wants to give P 
^You’ye too muidi honest pride to be 
A scribbler to the Treasury, 

Where yon must wait the lagging 
hour, 

And otinge to images of power ; 

To msn in cAea. elyes. 

Wlm thinkTStS^t^^ 
**Wlien long an hacknied slaye 
^yenWebesn, [andthhi: 
And duhM and diy’d tliroiq;h thid^ 

• 


Omssw lod daniHH • piedpsio aitvai, 

B te a te dt rdtrai MBMBo BQNb 
to la fklu di fade gmie hdda. 

Pimon Bme. 


When you have dumg’d aadi puiet 
thought 

For morals whioh in courts are taughti 
When all distinotions that bdong 
To what is right, and what is wrong, 
Have, of your reason, lost thdr hold, 
For dribblets of a patron's gdd; 
When thebold Logie, fram’dby 
Your filial breast in early youth, 
Yields to the yadllating role 
Of polices complying school : — 
When gnile and onnning, firom your 
breast, 

Have driyen thatonoe-honoar’d gnest, 
You may, perhaps, or yon may not 
Be set aside, unheard, forgot : 

Or haply find, when Yirtne's lost, 
Repentance, and some petty pCst. 

This will not do, my leamd finend, 
You must to better things attend ; 

AH thoughts of DowningStreet finr^, 

I And stiok to Paternoster Bow. 

«The man of trade yon oenuot 
Uame, 

For monqr is his natWe aim ; 

It is the objeot of ell trede 
I To make as mudi as oan be mades. 

I Bankers and Bodksellars alike, 

: At eVry point of profit ctrike ; 

And the same apirit yon will meet 
In liinoing Lane or Lombard Street. 
’Tis not oMifin’d, we ell mnst know, 
To vulgar tradeamen in the Bow. 
Buooesi dq^ends on wiitiiif wa&«- 
Bookaaners bow when vtoaiii^eelL 
On the Ezehange enab day nt three, 
Tto adtome fdae^ ynall ase ; 
]>adthitotiwyast»peliidiigtlm 
And know, dear Sir,erft|^ or WTCBg^ 
’Xlafhatwliiehmalna (Md 

Though ri^guafj in Tellam’t 
ia^ ^ fitod^ the IbIkBfa piisf I 
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And thmigh yoa please, good Sir, to 
float it, 

Old B a g Ua d could not do without it. 
Witivmt it die might be as good, 

But half as great die never would. 

1 look with pleasure to the fame 
That now awaits your learned name. 
And when your labours are wdl paid. 
You’ll be the Eulogist of Trade. 

« Ydlum may be a purse-proud Cit, 
With more of money than of wit, 
But Ydlum, my go^ Sir, can tell 
The kind of book that’s made to sell. 
Indeed, the man whose pocket’s full, 
However empty be his skull. 
Although unmeasurably dull, 
Willflnd, ’midsttheill-judging crowd. 
Far greater reason to be proud. 

Than he whose head contains a store 
Of critio skill, and learned lore, 

If to his wit he does not join 
The blest command of ready coin. 
Write and get rich, nor fear the taunts 
Of Booksellers and such gallants ; 
Yellum has no more sordid tricks 
Than those who deal in Politics ; 

But till your various Learning’s 
known, [Town; 

And your works sdl throughout the 
Till, having settled Fortune’s spite, 
Your name shall sanction what you 
write, 

Let Ydlum his rewards bestow, 

Hot scoff at Paxeknosteb Bow.” 

8TNXAX. [to say, 
*• To yolir kud words I've nought 
But thai^yiQW Lorddiip, and obey. 
And norWy as twenly yeaas have pass’d 
Binoa I bahdd fdr Loudon last, 

I diaH employ Hie present day 
In stniUing cajmly to survey [made, < 
What changea Time and Ohaaoehave I 
WlM(tWcdfthaadflim,a(WdAit^ 


What Taste has, in its fancies, diown, 
To give new splendour to the Town ; 
That being done. I’ll take my way 
To Covent Garden— to tho play.” 

“Thon,” said his Lordship, ** when 
I shall expect a special treat, [wemeet, 
To bear my learned friend impart 
His notions of dramatio art.” 

The Doctor bow’d, and off be went, 
Upon bis onrious progmss bent : 

He pac’d the Parks— ne view’d each 
Square, 

And, staring, he made others stare. 
At length, at the appointed hour, 

Ho hasten’d to the Playbopse door, 
And took his place within the pit. 
Beside a critic and a wit. 

As wits and critics now are known 
Who hash up nonsense for the Town ; 
And, in the daily oolnmns, show 
How small the sum of all they know. 
” I think,” saya Syntax, looking 
round, 

It is not good, this vast profound : . 
I see no well-wrought uolumns bore I 
No attio ornaments appear ; 

Nought hut a wariiy, wanton waste 
Of gaudy tints and puny taste : 

Too large to hear— too long to see— 
Full of unmeaning aymmetiy. 

The parts all answer one another ; 
larii pigeon-h<fle refleota its hrotto ; 
And all, alaal too plainly diow 
How easy ’ tis to form a Bow : [ whde I 
But where’s the grand, the strikilig 
A Theatre should have a soul.” 

** Ezonse me, Six,” the Critie said. 
These TheateOs are all a trade : 
Their owners laugh at • t roll s an^ 
frieses: « 

’Tis a fiill house, aim, tkat pleaeea s 
And yoa ipust know, it is the pilaii 
To aid stuff it M can; 
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Tout noblo arohitoot'ral gfraooB 
Would take up room, and fill up 
places.” 

<*This may be true, Sir, to the 
letter ; 

But genius would baye managed bet- 
ter,” 

Syntax replied “ Nay, I am willing 
To lot them gain the utmost shilling ; 
But surely talont might be found, 
(The natiyes, too, of British ground,) 
Who could have blended attic merit 
With this proprietory spirit.” 

Thus as ho spoke, the curtain rose. 
And forc’d his harangue to a close : 
But still, as they the drama view’d. 
The conyersation was renew’d. 


And lasted till the whole was o’er ; 
When, as they paw’d the Playhouse 
door, [heart 

The Critic said-^^^ ’Twill wound my 
If you and 1 so soon must part: 

0, how I long to oraok a bottle 
With such a friend of Aristotle 1 
Now, as you seem to know him well, 
Perhaps his residence you’ll tell.” 

** Where it is now 1 do not know,” 
S 3 mtax replied and 1 must go ; 
But this I oan most boldly say — 
You’ll never meet him at the play.” 

When fairly got into the street, 
^^0,” thought the Doctor, ''what a 
treat [meet !” 

For my good Lord, when nest we 


CANTO XXIV. 


XT OW Syntax, as hetravell’d bock, 
1 y Lolling and stretching in a 
hack, 

Could not but ponder in his mind 
On what he had just left behind. 

" I’ve seen ajday,” he mutt’ring said ; 
" *Twas Shatopeare’s— but in mas- 
querade. 

*rye seen a farce, 1 scarce know 
what; 

’Twas only fit to be forgot. 

I’ve seen a Cxitio^ and have heard 
The string of mpsense he preferr’d. 
Heaven blew xne! where has Learn- 
ing fledP 

Whoe has die hid her sacred head P 
O how degraded is she pown. 

To igawn simh boobies on the towni 
The sterling gold is seen no more ; 

In vein wb eedc the genuine ore : 
Bom migtote doth to worth debase ; 
Sotne wim-dEUtm nonsense takw to 


How few consume the midnig^ oil t 
How few in Learning’s labour toil I 
Content, os they inoorbus stray 
Through Life’s unprofitable day, 
With straws that on the surfsoeflow, 
Nor look fiir pearls that live bdow ; 
They ne’er the hidden depths ei^^lore, 
But gather sea-weed on the ahml 
Them was a period when the stage 
Was thought to dignify the sge ; 
When learned men were seen to dt 
Upon the benches of the pit ; 

When to his Art and Nature true, 
OAnnicK his vaxioiia piotuses drsw ; 
While ev’ry psssian, ev’ry thought. 
He to pertodiioii wrwiglit, 

By Nature’s odfsa^csnlwdy tao^ 
Bb did bar vurfaenibtoice hear. 

And look’d u alio hersdf wore thara. 
Whether dd Lear’s Ibsm he wore. 
With age and aomw oover’d der } 

Or Bomeo’a wn’iuua powiw’d. 
That tortm of the huaua hiiast ; 
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Or gaj Loihario'B glowing pride, 
la oonquest o’er hie rival’s bride ; 

Or when, with fell ambition warm, 

In l^bkh or in Olo’ster’s form, 
fie gave eaoh paaaion to the eye 
In ^ its fine variety : 

The irerda he did not londly quote ; 
But noted e’en as Shakespeare wrote. 

“fiorwas he less (for he oouldrange 
In ev’iy wayward busy dhange 
Known in the field of soenio art— 

The true oameleon of the heart) 

When he assum’d the merry glee 
Of langhior-Ioving Comedy, [strove 
** In Banger’s tricks, or wW he 
In Benediot to hide his love ; 

When he in Ihruggor’s donblet shone 
Or Brute’s rafie ribaldry put on ; 
When he the jealous Kitely play’d : 
When the same passion he essay’d 
In Felix with what truth and force 
fie urg’d that passion’s diff’rent 
oourse, 

Work’d up its features all anew— 
But still he was to Nature true ! 

Kay, e’en in Faroe he ooold awake 
The fun that made the gall’rios riiake, 
The heart he cheated of its woe, 

And made the poignant tear to flow; 
lit up a joy in ev’ry eye, 

Or drawn’d the soul in agony. 

Be ever was to nature true;— 

By no fidae arts did he subdue 
1 %’ attentive mind, the list’ning ear ; 
In all the Bramn’s wild oneer. 

He ne’er ontstapp’dth’ unerring rule, 
Whieh he had leam’d in Katnre’s 
In cv’iy part he did ekoel ; [sdhool: 
Be aim’d at all, and all was weU. 
Jaihoae good tiineB none went to see 
The mere edMo of Boenery ; 

The oonslantiiaoc^, tbefwo’dgrimaoe, 
The vik distortions of the fiMt. 


In those good times none went to see 
Pierots and Clowns in Comedy. 

Men sought perfeotion to dimm. 

And learned Critioe went to learn. 

** Shakespeare, immortal Bard 
sublime, 

Unmatoh’d within the realm of time t 
He did not with Promethean aim, 
Attempt to steal ethereal flame ; 
Bather to him the thoughts of Heaven 
I Were, by Celestial bounty, given. 

I He read profound, in ev’iy page 
Of Nature’s volume, ev’ry age 
And act of maul Each passion’s oou'-se 
He traces with resistless force ; 

Nay, with a more than mortal art, 
(Hves unknown feelings to the hear 
And doth the willing Fan<y bear, 

Just as his magio wUls— snd where. 

“ His page still lives, and sure will 
lost 

Till time and all its years are past 
The Poet, to the end of Time, 
Breathes in his works, and lives in * 
rhyme; 

But when the Aotor sinks to rest. 

And the turf lies upon his breast, 

A poor traditionary fame 
Is all that’s left to grace his name. 
The Drama’s diildm strut and playi 
In borrow’d parts, their lives away ; 
And then th^ ahmre the obvious lot; 
Smith will, like Cibber, be foigotl 
Oibbor with fiisoinating art, 

O^d wake the pulses of the heart; 
But hero is an expring name, 

And Smith will be the eame.* 
Of G’ABBIGK’ssrif 

His art and him one grave eoiifteiae: 
In other’s to melss five, 

Is aU semeiabiaiioe BOW can give ; 
AllwBoag|Hiy— elaal hewv^l 
We ns’arahaUsae Us like again.* 
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Jolt as this oritio-Bpoeoh was o’ar, 
The ooaoh stopp’d at his Lordship’s 
door: 

Bat my good Lord ms gone to*bed ; 
So Syntax to his dhamber sped — 
Where, with his pipe, and o’er his 
bottle, 

He ohew’d the end of Aristotle, 

Till, stretch’d upon his bed of down, 
Sleep did his head with poppies orown ; 
And well he slept, until a Toioe 
Desir’d to know if ’twas his choice 
Still to sleep on P Andthenitstated — 
His Lordship andthebreakiSsstwaited. 
** Well,” said my Lord, when ho 
appear’d, 

I hope the play your spirits cheer’d ; 
Falstaff, the morning oritios tell, 

Was nerer surely play’d so well.” 

** These oritios,” Syntax smiling said, 
**Are wretched bunglers at thoir 
trade: 

One sat beside me In the Pit, I 

No more a critio than a wit. 

Between the acts we both exprest 
Or what was worst, or what was best; 
And whil’d those intervals away 
In nlianging thoughts upon the {day; 
And, thi^h both fonn’dto disagree, 
Non^t pass’d but perfect oourte^. 
Perhaps it may your fency sait 
To hear our ola^oal dispute: [treat, 
I flunk, my Lord, ’twonld prove a 
Bhoiild yon sl^ me to repeat 
AU that flris eriAUaing sage 
SnewofflmlMmoiiisofthe stage: 
For, as to what should ferm aplay; 
How aOlonshoiildtiieir parts convey ; 
WlMKt m flm HtaamS genuhm 
The sourae feem whenoe true Genius 
draws 

flnife ssfnaaaswhad toKataoduniii, 
9ha la«dea)flaiaia---fli^8EemyowB ; 


He knew no more, it will appear. 
Than the tea-um that’s boiling here ; 
Like that, he did no more than 
bubblo, 

And without any toil or trouble : 
Theyfeltihetroublewho sat near him; 
And, sure enough, ’twas toil to hear 
him. 

After some gen’ral trifling ohat 
Of the new Playhouse, and all that, 
The scenes that pass’d before onr eyes 
Produc’d the questions and re^es : 
In short, 1*11 state our quidt pib^os 
Just in the order as they rose.” 
CniTIG* 

” Oh, what a Falstiffl^Oh, how 

Oh, ’tis great aoting>*^ilr divine 1” 
SYNTAX. 

<’The acting’s great— fliat I oaa 
tell ye; 

For all his acting’s in his hdly.” 
exme. 

” But, with due defxenes to your 
A truer word 1 never spoke [joks^ 
Than when 1 say you’ve never hem 
The witneos of a liner soene. 

Th’ admir’d aotor whom you ase^ 
Playsthe fetXnight most oharmin^y : 
’Tis in this port ha doth excel ; 

Quin never ^y’d it half so weilL” 

BTNtAX. 

** Ton ne’er saw Omn the stage 
adorn: 

He aoted ere your aim wii hoRi; 

The oritios, BSr, iflio liv’d bsfese you. 
Would have dfesloi^dadiff’mat story. 
This play Tve btatar aeted sssB 
In eonn^ towns whoe I hove beans 
I do not herftata to say— 

Fd fuflier fwd Ibis vmy play 

By my own paadour 

With my poor judgasttiternyfuidi^ 
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Than seeiha aotm of tbis stage, 
Who aake me gape at fihaJcespeaxe’a 
page. 

When 1 read Falstaff to myself, 

J. laugh like any mexiy df ; 

While my mind feels a dieering glow 
lhat Shakespeare only can bestow. 
The iwagg’ring words in his defence, 
Which Boaroe are wit, and yet are 
sense; 

The ribald jest— the qniok oonooit* 
The boast of many a braggart feat : 
The lu^f-graTe questions and replies, 
In his Hgh-wrought soUloquies ; 

The obscene thought^the pleasant 
prate, 

Which giTC no time to Ioto or hate. 
In such succession do they flow. 
From no to year— from yea to no, 
Haye not been to my mind oonyey’d 
By this pretender to his trade. 

The smile sarcastic, and the leer 
That tells the laughing mock’ry 
near; 

The warning look, that, ere ’tie spoke, 
Aptly Ibtebodea the coming joke ; 

The air so soleBoia, yet so sly. 

Shap’d to conceal the ready lie ; 

The eyes, with some shrewd meaning 

l^ht, 

I surely haye not seen to-night. 
Again, 1 must beg leaye to tell ye, 
nought of Falstaff but his belly.” 
OBITIG. 

All this is fine— and may be true ; 
But with mh truths Tye nou^ to 
do. 

Fm SUM, Sir, I shall aay aright, 
When 1 deahtte the gnat daUght 
Th’ enraptur’d audJerafrel to-night 
It fr ind^ with no SBudl aoRcw, 

X oaanot yocw efinions bonow 
Te fin tbs oidwiiiiis of to-monow. 


Hy light critique will be prefrrr’d, 
The public always take my word : 
Nay, the loud plaudits heard around 
Must all your for-fetoh’d thoughts 
confound : 

I truly wonder when I see. 

You do not laugh as weU as me.” 
bTNTAX. 

« My muBoles other ways are drawn; 
I oaxinot laugh, Sir, --while I yawn.” 
CBfittC. 

“But you will own the soenes aro 
fine.” 

SYNTAX. 

“ Whate’er the acting, they’re di- 
And fit for any pantomime. ^yinc, 
Of this it is that I oomplain ; 

These are the tricks which I disdain: 
The pointer’s art the play oommeuds; 
On gaudy show BucoesB depends. 

The clothes are made in just design ; 
They’re all well character’d and fine. 
The actors, now, I think, Heay*]! 

blfiBB ’em, [dress ’em ; 

Must learn their art from those who 
But giye me aotors, giye me plays, 
On which 1 could with rapture gaae, 
Tho’ coats and soenes were made cl 
baize: 

’For, if the scene were highly wrought; 
If players acted as they oug^t; 

You would not then be pleas’d to see 
This heayy mass of frippery. 

Hear Horace, Sir, who wroteof pbya 
In Ancient Borne’s Augustan do;^ 

’ Tanto cum atrepita ludi qiectantur, 
ftartea, [tnaactor 

BiyitisqiM peregrinm: quilms obli- 
Cum stetitin Sce^ ooDciurit daottani 
1ms. [jlaceteigolf 

Bixfradhnoaliqaidf nBaaae. Quid 
Lana Tsrentinc yiabui kritata yu« 
noiJob’” 
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GBITIO. 

Your pardon, Sir, but all aromid 
me, [me; 

There are sach noisei they oon&nnd 
And, ihongh I full attention paid, 

I Boaroely know a word yon skd. 

To say the truth I must aoknowledge 
*Tis long einoe I hare left the college : 
Virgil and Horace are my ^enda, 

1 have them at my finger’s ends ; 

But Grecian lore, I blush to own, 

Is wholly to my mind unknown. 

I therefore must your meaning seek : 
Oblige me, Sir, translate your Greek. 
But see the farce is now begun. 

And you must listen to the fun, 

It sure has robb’d you of your bile ; 
For now, methinks, you deign to 
smile.’* 

BT27TAX. 

** The thing is droll, and aptly bent 
To raise a Yulgar merriment : 

But Merry-Andrews, seen as such, 
Haye often made me laugh as much. 
An Actor does but play the fool 
When he forsakes dd Shakespeare’s 
rule. 

And lets his own foul nonsense out, 
To jjfiease th’ ill-judging rabble rout: 
But when he swears^ to fomish 
laughter, 

The heave’s whip should follow after. 
There’s Temee, Sir, and thm there’s 
Hratae; [ns." 

Uftk * better lessen teng^t 

mane. 

«*TereBce, I know,, be wrote in 

Xnit as a iraaYir makee bie aalia. 

Se wdl deaerr’d the esade bi^ : 

For IVestasbMlia Im wrote bis 
And Plantes was a^ifflew fam a ii i , 
JSb iraole a pli^^ oiff d 


Where Lawyers by profbssion bold. 
In Latin und in l^liih scold.” 

** At length, my Lord, the parl^ 
ended: 

Which, to amuse, cannot be mended. 
You w^ may laugh so loud, but 1 
Feel myself more dispos’d to cry, 
When thus 1 see what asses sit 
In judgment upon works of wit. 

“ I own, my Lord, I loft'A ^ay— > 
When some perform^s tnn^ away, 
By Green-Room tyrants, ftom the 
boards 

Of London stage, our town affords 
To tempt or him or her to stay 
For a few nights, upon their way : 
Then Doll and I are seen to sit 
Conspicuous in onr Country Pit.” 
Thus as he spoke, with frequent 
bows, [hows, 

And fifty whens, and wheres, and 
Vdlum appear’d, with solemn look, 
To talk about the Doctor’s Book. 

He said, ’’’Twaa true a learned fnend 
The Manuseript did mnoh oommend : 
He thinks it is a work of merit, 
Written with learniiig, taste and 
' spirit; 

The dcetches too, if he don’t err, 
Possess appropriate character ; 

’Tie to the humour of our age. 

And has your Lesdahip’s patronage ; 

I therefore widh the work to boy, 
And dMl with libenlify. 

’Til tme that paper’s yery 4ear, 

And woriOBMi’t wages nuMt tefera. 
The Tshnae^e beaty, and demands 
Ih’ engrmrm’i aad tfae printer’s 

Besides, Oim is a ride to fim : 

Before the press its work bis dene 
Hsw taxes may, porissps^ be laid 
On scam prime mrids of tmde^ 
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^nd then the price *will be so high; — 
Ihe persoBB «re but few that buy 
Books of so Tory costly kind : 

But the work is to my mind. 
rH try my luck, and will be bound 
To ]g^, my Lord, three hundred 
pound.” 

After some little tricks of trade 
The bargain was oompletdy made— 
The work transfoir’d, the money paid. 
“ Tho\” said my Lord, “ 1 think 
your gains 

By no means equal to your pains : 
(For Yellum will a bargain dziye 
As well aa any msn alive;} 


The work will give my Mend a nome. 
And stamp his literary fsme ; 

’Twill Patemoster-Eow command, 
And keep old Yellum cap-in-hond : 
And when a name is up, ’tis said, 

The owner may lay snug in bed. 
Write on— the learned track pursue — 
And Booksellers shall cringe to you.” 
lluoh pass’d upon his Lordship’s 
part, 

Which show’d the ^[bodniBSB of his 
heart; 

While Syntax made hSs fall replic<i. 
Not with his tongue— but with bis 
eyes. 


CANTO XXV. 


jyjY LO£D retir’d— the Doctor 

As he had nothing else to do. 
Thought he would take a peep and 
see 

His noble Patron’s library. 

So down be sat, without a oaro, 

In a weU-staiTd Moroooo choir, 

And seis’d abook ; but Morpheus sbed 
The poppies o’er ^ rev’rend head ; 
While fiincy would not be behind ; 

6o play'd her triidu within his mind. 
And Aunish’d a most busy dream 
Wbidh Syntax made pleasant 

Soon as he met my Lord to dine, 

Ar xatlMr iiUle they t()M& 

*am DaKA|i. 

That liras in the Btrsadldteam’d, 
And o'ee my head metheoght then 

sesm’d 



Th’ unfolded leaves, expos’d to view. 
Serv’d them as wings on which they 
flew. 

In the mid air they pass’d along 
In statriy flight a num’rous throng, 
And from each book a label Ml, 
Form’d ev’ry author’s name to telL 
Nor was it long before I saw, 

With a fond, reverential awe, 

Tho oelebrat^ Bards and Sa^ 
Which grac’d the Greek and 

All headed by a selemnflswl 

Wbidh bore the ’semblaaoeef an OwL 
’Twas PallMf Bnd, whe lad them 
straight 

Thnralh ^Temple Baris eipeiided 
Cbita. 

— Tear^Bodki, Bspedm^ Md mga 
grave Batries^ 

At ritlite Tsaagit^ate 
Wbi]^ hii AbridgaiBeitt 

In lixly waa^mm^d Wkm. 
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The Lamb, it baa’d, the Hone, it i WiOi ooverlida of Toziofiui bae, 
seiz’d, Pea-green and zed, and bnnm and 

In reY*nnoe of the oaToloade. bine* 

Near CliflM’e-Inn appealed to The shape iraa 4dad in liTery^gown ; 
Of Copiaaea an nglj band ; The faoehad nelthiK amile nor frown, 

For when their porohment flaga ap- While it held out a numitroiia pannoh 
0 pear’df [ol^d; Aa fat withmony’ ahamandhannoh. 

Ihata^ the crowded atreet waa Two Printen’ Derila o’er hie head 
And the prooeaaion paaa’d along, A orimaon oanTaa widely apread, 
UntronbM by a pressing throng. Whereon waa writ in gUded show— 
St Dnnstan’a aavagea were mute, Genius of Paisbnosxeb Bow.” 
But still they gaTO their beat aolnte ; The mighty Gianta of Guildhall, 
Disdaining El^tSnee and Bhymes, Urg’d by a sympothetie call, 

They ’woke their belle to apeak in No sooner he^ the oiook strike One, 
ohimes. Than from thdr stations they Qomo 

Erskine’a fam’d Pamphlet Cap-a-pee, down. 

With many an I, and many a Me, AndinCheapaidetheytooktheiratand, 
laanedfrom Seijeants’-Inn, and mode In hononr of the daBaio Band, 

A Bpeeoh to graoe the grand parade. But when th^ heard the olodk strike 
The Statumera came forth to meet Two, 

The stronger forma in Ludgate-street, Moroh’d book aath^ were wont to do. 
Eorii one, upon hia brawny book, Now as they oame near the Old* 
Boaring a large riieet Almanaok. Jewry, — 

For a short time the learned train lake DuIxm work’d into a Fniy, 
Stopp’d before Ave-Moria-Lane, A vulgar shape appear’d, who 
That Galen might juit view the Col* On pinions mark’d with OMB and 
lege, TWO, 

The seat of medirinal knowledge. And other items which daneie^ 

Nor did they fail awhile to tarry That fonrpenoeia well worth agreat 
Before St Panl’e leam’d Seminary, It seem’d to lead a nnm’bana train 
Where Lilly’s Grammar did rehearse Who render’d farther paoMge vain. 
Frt^nia qum Mmrihut in vena. Straight he oome fonri^ te prodaeo 
At Gheoprida-end there seem’d to ABlaiik-Slieetaoaihigol traee. 

etind Neerhiimtwofliitt^xingPlaniphiletobM 

A pi^geenttntherhiige than grand, Stndaida, with eo^de^cr; 
Ebm 191m Beam of ftoiraStodk A giB Penee-taUe gzae^d tim 
Appen’dUlBeaomevaat^iiiaaaiveioeks The Friee of Stooks an tf ethm shone. 
OnltsAnabeseadgometeod, A pieqpMt gaeid el Valmitiim^ 
AeempodifteelbSimaBdwDod: AndlirffertTbMiStse^ 

Thementibairiweirimttoaiiditstaad, Ammid thsfr leeder. tilB draw nigb» 
With oath a mnnbpr in its hand Tomakahjaboldao£legpy; 

Of BiUH ^ Bnt, osahamBata^ a ii y giegmesnraek 

j^jigf^gHtiaesfrema^ dost te 
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Dill*Booki and Cadi-Books form’d 
tiie VfOly 

An ootiTe and a nnmerons dan : 
Jouznols follow’d them, whose 
ddll 

Is exerds’d in doily drill : 

On either side appear’d to range 
Unpaid Aooonnts, Bills of Exchange, 
And Files of Banker’s Gheoks: these 
three 

ManosuTied as light InfEuitry ; 

While ev’zy other trading bode 
Its regnlar position took ; 

And Unires of Blotting Paper stood 
To sndc up any flow of blood. 

The Ledgers the main body form, 
Arm'd to resist the coming storm ; 
Whose pond’rous diapes oonld boldly 
diow 

A steady phalanx to the foe. 

Bisect appear’d with base intent 
The hostile spirit to foment : 

Bot Discord that precedes the cor 
Of liars whene’er he goes to war, 

But of a diflEerent rank and nation, 
Known by the name of Litigation ; 
Bom on some fonl Attorney’s desk ; 
Bred bnt to harass and perplex ; 
Whose appetite is lior dilate. 

And has no widi bnt for a suit. | 
8he^ rose npon a Gander's wing, 

And rwind about began to fling 
Pleas, Deshratioas, and each bit 
Of PttdimMit that eonld form a Writ, 
The Bfewapapers, iTithpen in hand, 
In the baleonies took stand ; 
Whlttag iHth that impartial spirit, 
WliMflll wall know they all inherit, 
Tb nitin the hiiny of the Batilp 
Shomlgha&lha next dhy’s oolnmns 
zattlei 

Attd^ iHth cate c osiSe iWioe , to prepare 
9he OMfiy pf thie Bifir ivir« 


The Heiald now the silence broke, 
’Twas mighty Cockee’s self that 
spoke ; 

And thus to Pallas’s Bird address’d 
The solemn purpose of his breast. 

1 state my claim to adc and know 
From whence you come and where 
you go. 

And by what license yon appear 
With all your foreignPagana here P 
Come you with all tms Oavaloade 
T’ insult the Yehidles of Trade ; 

And our dear, home-bred rights in- 
TadoP 

A mighty force awaits you here, 

To check and pnnish your career ; 
And 1 am order’d by my masters, 
Who fear distorbaoce and disasten, 
To bid you quickly turn about, 

From Ix)ndon streets to take your 
route. 

Or we dull quickly turn yon out. 

My name is Cockeb, whidi is known 
In ey’ry Counting-bouse in Town : . 
Nay, my use and reputation, 

I am respected through the nation. 
Yes, I’m the Father, I who speak, 

Of Meroantile Aritfametio ; 

Source of a race that Ux ontries 
Your Greek and Latin progenies : 
And now I hope that in a crack 
You’ll send on humble answer back, 
Or else expect a flerce attack. 

I’U count twice two, and then odd 
fbur. 

That time rUgiye, bnt give no more. 
One, ttro, three, flrar, fl.ye^ oiz, lam, 
eight,— 

I’tb done, and will no langor watt,” 
The BM of Pollaa who OQiaidipaak, 
In English or in Attio Chnak 
As soitedl best--^ not proldtag 
fiia anawar in tho Tidgar 
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** ’Twob a Petition, dnly mode 
By certain of y^ Sons of Trade, 

To beg my mistreBS wonld permit 
That they shonld buy a little Wit ; 
And here import, though in defiance 
Of common rules, a little Scionoo. 

I aek not, if ’twoB their intent 
To gain a name— or ten per cent. ; 
Whether ’tie wisdom or misdoing ; 
Whether ’twill prove their good or 
ruin. 

Or the result of oivio senBe, 

Or a shrewd, mercantile pretence : 
Whether ’tie Interest or Pride 
That turns them from old rules aside : 
That urges them to tax their trade, 
For ofTrings to th* Immortal Maid: 
Those self-same matters, to bo free. 
Are, Mister Cooker, nought to me. 
’Tis by Minerva’s high command, 
That 1 conduct this Classic Band ; 
’Tis she oommands, and we obey ; 
Nor shall you stop us on the way. 
Whether it does or does not suit 
Tour pleasnre, to the Institute 
We’ll go, you ooleulating brute. 

Bay, will your low-bom volumes dare 
Wi^ these brave veterans to compare f 
What’s aU this bostle^all this Bus ? 
Think yon they ean oontend with us P 
They who are daves, ao base and 
willing, [ling: 

Of any pov^ and panoe, and diH- 
As the psn ^ves thqr’re foro’d to 
drink 

The venal dips of any ink ; 

And when they’ve M’d, their Uvea 
expiVB, 

Ctandgn’d to l%iit a kitchen fire ; 

Or sent awi^ to aneh vile uoe 
As ChandleBior ■■ Hadciten chooee. 
If tidy hlpoee oar ridied w^, 
Wollfincp thamfranthe freeof dagi 


** At the Bome time we wish frr 
peace. 

And that your eanoy threats may 
cease. 

We do not mean to mock thcTCIity 
With any hope of being witfy ; 

We do not bring onr learned powers 
To vex its speoplating hours; 

Or with poetio visions cross 
Tour sohemes of Profit and of Loss. 
We did not first suggest the deed, 

To bring you books you oonnot re^ 
Meetings wore form’d and speehhes 
made. 

And all by weighty men of trade, 

To frame the unforeseen request ; 
And snrdy we have done our be^ 
When we eadh Classio did provide, 
With a Translation by its side. 
Dryden is ready to rehoarse 
All Yirgil’s Works in English versei 
And Ghrecian Homer rests bis hope 
Of being understood by Tape, 

Leland will give you, if ye please^ 
The speeohes of Demosthenes ; 

While Norihem Guthrie will bestow 
Theeloquenoe of Cioero. 

To^omoe Styles and John a Hokes, 
Carr will repeat old Lnrian’s Jokes. 
While Juvenal’s shaip satire ririnea 
In William Giibrd’s rival lines. 
Coleman and Thornton will oonfoy 
Bight notions of a Latin Pligr. 
Whato’er the aneient Oritiee wiota^ 
Ton now may in plain EngUehqiiotol 
An^ drink Pye^a health, lAen oPer 
tha bottle, 

ForAnglkiiiBgAriitot^ 

Hay, ell the AneieBt Bards have emig 
Yob now migr ting i&TidgevTeBgBi. 
WhateonldweinBee P ■eeiss s ystir 
fiot, 

And let wifiai ilsBg in qttisl^ 
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Difinus your eoantmg-lionBe parade ; 
Bend off these enmbrofOB tomes of 
trade: 

Book to thdr ooimterB let them roam, 
And sip their ink, and stay at home ; 
Nor e'er again their threats oppose 
To Qreoian and to Eoman foes*" 

COCKER. [donht it, 
"Fools may be fonnd, I do not 
Within this City as ^thont it : 

This tmth, indeed, is yery clear, 

For they irexe fobls who brought you 
here. 

1 pray thee tdl me what has wit 
To do with any plodding oit 1 
Of wit we know not what u meant, 
Unless 'tis found in Cent, per Cent. 
Learning, a drug has always been ; 
No Warehouseman will take it in. 
Should practis'd Mercers quit their 
satin 

To look at Oredk and long for Latin P 
Bhouldthepet, upstart, Merchant’s boy 
Behold the Tower, and think of Troy P 
Or dionld a Demooratio Hatter 
'Boat old BepnUios make a datter P 
Should City Praters leaye their tools, 
To talk by CiceronSan roles ; 

And at our meetings in Guildhall 
Funds the mob wi& Classie brawll 
No, to such things they're no pretence; 
No--]iBtthemsddctocoinmonoenBe:--- 
Youmay yonr Ancient Bnda zdiearse, 
But thsce'i no oommon-aaiiae iBTerse; 
Not all thi Olaasies at your tail 
Wonld wai^ an oonoe in Beaaon's 
aoda. 

I tnNit the mmoof BomawiGiaooin; 
Sto me Gio OoBBBane of Leghorn. 
FnmltoyepKoliitodiore, [o'er, 
13m weomma eoienee wo 
The hlgftk in fo nti on wdioh eoneey'd 
Soflh teat ImBitfai of Trade; 


The Double Entry far outvies 
All pictur’d, sculptur’d fantasies : 
And sure 1 am, his honour’d name 
Deserves a brighter wreath of Fame, 
To whose kind mind the scheme 
ooouzr’d, [sword. 

Than e’er was won by oonqu’ror’s 
What did the Greeks, pray, know of 
trade P 

UlysBes, as I’ve heudit said 
Was full ton montraoUig’d to room 
Before he brought his cargo home : 

A voyage in that self-same sea, 

Our ooastmgbrigswouldmake in three. 
The Institution was display’d 
As a mere tmmp’ry tridc of trade, 
Deck’d out, 'tis true, with gnat 
parade; 

While yea are coming as a bribe. 

To make our pnrie-proud oiti sub- 
BQiibe; 

And aid the primary intent 
Of dividends of ten per oent. 

We have our pedant tradesmen ti^o, 
Who talk as if they something kxiew, 
And learning’s end pretend to ohew: 
Who get cramp words, and court the 
In Marines and in Beviews. [Muse 
Yes, we hove those whose priggish 
rage is, 

Not to read books— but titib-pages: 
We spare no oost in drink and meat 
To fanush out a tomptiiig treat 
That may ottsaot on attio train 
To MindDg or to Philpot-Lna; 

Who snatoh the toact, and go away 
To mook the patron of the day. 

There arewiio strive tohaweitlhoiit^ 
That they have minds with Lseraing 
• J[caniii|^ 

Ihongh, iiiSuf hm so niudl die- 
Toint^ntoP^lhiirtmtowlllh lawn* 
uSi 
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daj will oome when they’ll be 


found 

With certain ahillings in the pound. 
But to bo brief— consult joui fame, 
And go back gravely, os you came: 
Or wo shall send you somewhat faster, 
Nor for your wounds afford a plaister. 
— Look at that form which soars in oir , 
And shines like a portentous star ; 

It is th’ armorial symbol bright, 

Of a renown’d, oommeroial Knight, 
Who sought not a superior fame 
Than doth befit a Merchant’s name. 
See how his ensign is unfurl’d 
O’er the Emporium of the world, 
And does with threat’ning aspect view, 
Your Owlish worship and your Crow ; 
While in its motions we descry 
Thu sure presage of Victory. 

Yes, on suooess I calculate. 

As sure as four and four make eight. 
Thus I have clearly stated the amount, 
Errors excepted, of my just account.” 
THE OWL. 

** Good Mister Cooker, I have heard, 
All that your wisdom has preferr’d ; 
And 1 entreat you turn your head, 

In which inoh numbers have been 
bred, 

And see an Eastern wind prevail. 

To make your grasshopper turn tail ; 
From which my wise soothsayer draws 
An omen fatal to yonr canse ; 

And yon iday hear his tongue pro- 

dalni, 

« Yonr bodbtei wm all do the same.’ 
But talking ia of Uttle use— 
TheitinB at enoo 1 hntk the tmoe.” 

Aa Gkitiea now when call’d todwel, 
Diadi^inftal of the common fbd, 

Ko wan wifli Aot or bnllat vaponr. 
Bat ifonaii with ink, and kSH with 


tos 

Both sides for oonfliot dire prepare : 
And thus oommeno’d the threaten’d 
war. 

Euclid at Master Cocker fiew, 
Whom by one stroke he overthm ; 
Then with a knotty problem bouni 
him, [found him. 

And loft him straggling where he 
Ca)8ar, with all his Latins, pouno’d 
On the light parties, w^m they 
trounc’d, 

And soon a dreodM havoc mode 
Of bills that never would be paid : 
While Banker’s Cheques made quick 
retreat. 

And huddled into Lombard Street. 
With equal force the Greeks attack, 
And drove tho heavy legions back. 
Ledgers and Journals lay all scatter’d; 
Bill-Books and Cash-Books were be- 
spatter’d. [dread, 

Short was the oontost; stmok with 
Confus’d the City forces fled. 

For aid ou Stationers they oall, 

But they were busy at their B^dl ; 
And this some HbU their trade-o^ 
found 

To be a sort of neutral ground : 

For they ooneeiv’d the havoc niade, 
Might serve the paper-makiDg tro^ : 
To side with either th^ were loth. 

In hopes to profit from them both. 

The Poetman now hu clarion blew; 
Hia blasts were tain— they would not 
do; 

The Leto-Booka diaovdsi^d flaw : 
While Pindar from Bow-sto^aloA 
Look’d down, and, as he ti^d tha 
riioek, 

Channted, nor did ba ebaonf fatoii^ 
A loud and aoiinating strain. 

Forth from tlmlNmkateoopw aa aaat 
<MttsaaaaBdtenf»dfi?aaparaaitt»| 
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But they ran olT, nor etmok a blow ; 
For Sto^e that day were yory low. 
The PoUdea remein’d secure, 

Waithig for arms of signature ; [’em 
For what brave spirit e’er would tight 
When nobody would underwrite ’em. 

And now these doughty cits wore 
Down ev’ry lone, upev'ry street ; [beat, 
But met to form each broken rank, 
Before the Portals of the Bonk : 
There they a solemn council hold, 
Whether by added strength grown 
bold, 

To a new contest they should oomo, 
Or sneak away disbanded home. 

Thus the old Classics haying beat 
The yulgarfoe, soughtColemanStreet: 
But as they pass’d, a numerous host 
At Coopers’ Hall, had taken post. 
Two blue-coat urchins play’d the fife 
Which coU’dtnem tothomartialstrife ; 
When, ’stead of pointed darts and 
hmoes, 

Th^pdted the Antiques with Chances. 
But Fortune, who is ever blind. 
Turn’d short and left her ban^ be- 
hind: 

Their Leader lost, away they steal. 
And hide their numbers in the Whed. 

At length the Olassio Sages greet 
Their Parthenonion retreat : 

But while the edioing waUs around 
With lo PsBons loud resound ; 

Again the yengefol foes appear’d, 
Again their angry standards rear’d. 
Must we once more,” the Andents 
said, 

«0’eroome thesefirantiaimps of trade? 
Is thepEO no power to save our raee . 
FfUinwar,^riiBnO(»iquestisdisgraoe P 
The Qreaka then oall’d on Pobson’b 

33Ml«rtiiuiaho’dlNMdt^ laae 


And straight in Grecian stole array’d, 
Appear’d the venerable shade. 

Homer went down upon his knees, 
And so did Tragio Sophocles, 

With all the names that end in 
**Hail, sacred tomes!” he said, 

“ to you 

I grateful ow’d whate’er I knew : 
From you I gain’d my mortal fame ; 
The honours of a sehdai^a name : 

To you tho immortal power 1 owe, 

To givo the aid I now bestow : 

I come from that Celestial Hall 
Whore th^ all dwell who wrote you 

I all.” 

Ho spoke—and lo ! a volume come, 
Of size immense and meful name : 

Its book no verbal title bore ; 

But num’rons dates of tune long o’er ; 
While on its letter’d sides appears, 

** London Gazettes for fifty 

TEABS ! I” 

Straight to the foe, that, all aloof, 
Flatter’d about each neighb’ring iW, . 
It did fall many a page unfold, 

And riiow’d ORbenos, and cried, 
“Behold I” 

While that same word, upon the walls 
Blaz’d forth in flaming Capitals. 
SERbcxcaa a thousand ‘^oes rung, 

And on the wing there upwardsq^miig 
A flight of Dodeets, who were Join’d 
By dire Cckrtifloatssunngn’d : [dread, 
These saw the foes, and diill’d with 
Trembled and duiek’dalond, and fled* 
The Ghost now vanish’d from the 
view; 

The Bird of Pallas vanidi’d too. 

And thm I thou^ Ihe Chnsiodfaa, 
Instinetivi sought thdr' proper 
shelvas, [Totto 

Where (undiBtqrb^ eada* lea m i d 
May aLumber to tho Day of Paom^ 


i 
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I woke and Iblt a real glee 
At this eame fancied Tiotorj. 

Nor would I (diange mj dasBio lore, 
Poor 08 1 am, for all the store, [give, 
Which plodding anxious trade can 
In constant doubt and fear to live. 
My treasures are all well secur’d, 

I want them not to bo insur’d : 

My Gieek and Latin are immur’d 
Within the warehouse of my brain. 
And there in safety they remain. 

My little cargo’s lodg’d at home. 
Where storms and tempests never 
oome. [sure, 

Leamingwill giveanunmiz’dplea- 
Whioh gold can’t buy, and trade can’t 
measure; 

But each within his destin’d station : 
Learning’s my pride and consolation, 
That high-form’d inmate of the soul. 
Which as the changing seasons roll. 
Acquires new strength, preserves its 
power, 

^ And smiles in life’s eztremest hour. 
The learned man, let who will flout 
him, 

Doth always carry it about him ; 


tos 

And should he idly fail to use it. [it : 
Though it may mat, he will not lose 
Fortune may leave off her caressing, 
But die can’trob him of that blessing. 
Full many a comfort money gives : 
But adc 1^ who for money lives. 
Whether he other pleasures shares, 
Than sordid joys and golden cares P 
How oft I’ve pass’d an evening hour 
Within a hawthorn’s humble bower. 
And read aloud each charming line. 
That doth in Virgil’s Georgies diine : 
Though Wealth pass’d by in itatdy 
I felt no rankling envy rise ; [guise. 
Nor could the show my mind engage 
From the Immortal Poet’s page. 
Wken homeward as I us’d to stray^ 
Along the unfrequented way ; 
Enraptur’d, as I stroll’d almig, 

With Phihmela’s evening song, 

1 felt what worldlings never shm ; 
Oblivion of all human care : 

Such hours ore few, but wdl we know 
That learning can those hours bestow. 

My Lord continued tiie debate ; 
And time past on in pleasant prate, 

I Till night broke up the tdte-b*tdte. 


CANTO XXVI. 


C BOWN’D with snooeis, the fol- 
lowing day 

The Doctor ll^omew^ took bis way ; 
And on ttie ’morsow, be again 
Was borne bj^ Chpiaale oV the plain. 
But Gtiiile, having liv’d in olovur, 


WJ WUr nil W VA ppiTM UlU lUBUVTCr, 

ttat asove than ones bad nearly^ 


Qsr dasp-vgfleet&ig master dawn ; 
Kor,tW db^dtedvoB’d half the day, 
JMd be ponaivw bi^d lost bm 


Nor to that moment, did be And, 
That Origslepl^ aomeohanoe unkind. 
Had left her ean and tail behind. 

” Ne’er mind, good beaet^*’’ be bted)^ 
ooid: {bead; 

” Wbot though no earn badaok yodr 
Wbattbonghtlmboiionraofyoiir nmip 
Are dwindled to a irthad ftomp } 
Now raia’d in puna u wall aa ipirii^ 
Yoim maater wiB inward yoitf mi^^ 
Anothea diy'lliegr Jown^d an; 
Tbeadi^andtel tUswMkwaadaMb 
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Sotte d»^ befinei (I had forgot 
To ny,) a lattor had been wrote, 

To tA hiofw WOOD, he should appeoTi 
Aid re-emhraoe his dearest dear : 

But not one solitary word 
Of his good &rtane he preferr’d. 

** Yes, home is homo, where’er it be, 
Or shaded by the village-tree ; 

Or where the lof^ domes arise, 

To oatoh the passing stranger’s eyes.” 
’Twas thus he thought, when, at the 
He saw his Doll impatient wait : [gate 
Hor, as he pass’d Ihe street along. 
Was he unnotLo’d by the throng ; 

For not a head within a shop 
But did through door or window pop. 
He kiss’dhisDame, and gravely spoke ; 
Far now he brooded o’er a joko : 
'While she to know impatient bum’d 
With how muoh money he return’d. 
^^Give me mypipe,”he said, ^'ond ale, 
And in due time you’ll hear the tale.” 

He sat him down his pipe to smoke. 
Look’d sad, and not a word he spoke ; 
But Madam soon her speech began. 
And in disoordont terms it ran. 

** 1 think, by that confounded look, 
You have not writ your boastod book ; 
Yes, all your numey you have spent. 
And eome book poorer than you went: 
Yes, youhavewander’dff&r from home, 
And here a beggar you are come ; 
But blUa £ram all sito are in waiting. 
To give your Beverenee a baiting. 

1 do not mean to socild and roil ; 

Bgt I’ll not live with you in jaiL 
flo lougatime you’ve staid away, 
town ourate you must pay ; 
Foti ^srfaile firom home you play’d the 

<He JMndly joame to taaqh the school; 
And a lisw wekone pounds to earn 
fyhoMlnf boye tsmAelhmlem 


But I must say, you silly elf, 

You merit to be flogg’d yonnMilf ; 
And I’ve amind this whip shall crack 
Upon your raw-bon’d, lazy back. 
Yes, puff away— but ’tis no joke 
For all my schemes to end in smoke. 
What, tongue-ty’dbooby 1 will yousay 
To Mrs. Dress’em P— Who will pay 
Her bills for these nice dothesP— 
Why zounds I 

It borders upon twedliy pounds.” 

Thus, as she vehemently prated, 

I And the delighted Doctor rated, 
j ITrom a small pocket in his coat, 
i He unobserved drew forth a note. 
And, throwing it upon the table, 

He said, My dear, you’ll now be able 
To keep your mantua-maker quiet ; 
So cease, I beg, this idle riot : 

And, if you’ll not make such a pother 
I’ll ti'eat you with its very brother. 

I Be kind— and I’ll not think it muoh 
I To shew you half-a-dozen such.” 

I She started up in joy’s olorms. 

And dasp’d the Doctor in her armii ; 

I Then ran to bid the boys huzza. 

And gave them all a holiday. 

** Such is the matrimonial life,” 
Said Syntax : — ** but I love my wife. 
Just now with horsewhip I was 
bother’d; 

And now with hugging 1 am smoth- 
er’d; 

But wheresoe’er Fm doom’d to roam, 
I still diall say— thathome is home T’ 
Again her dear the Dame caressed, 
Andfjlasp’d him Ibindly to her breast 
At length, amidst her am’zons play, 
The Doctor found a time to say-^ 

” The fotted obM 1 tnist yupNu slal^ 
To welcome Syntax heme agaiu 
”Ho,” fihe relay’d, “no fotted oalf; 
We have u bettsc^ thing by 
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For, vitii expectation big 
Of your retain, we kill’d a pig; 

And a ridk hazlet at the fire, 

Will giye you all, you can dedre : 

The saT’ry meat myself will baste. 
And suit it to my deary’s taste.” 

” That dish,” he oried, ” I’d rather 
see. 

Thou Moandeau or frioasee. 

0,” he oontinuod, ** what a blessing 
To hare a wife so fond of dressing ; 
Who with such taste and dull oon 
work, 

To dress herself, and dress the pork I” 
She now return’d to household oare. 
The dainty supper to prepare. 

Whoe’er has pass’d an idle hour, 
In following Syntax through his Tour, 
Must have perceiv’d he did not balk 
His fkne^, when he wish’d to talk : 
Nay, more — ^that he was often prone 
To moke long speeches when alone ; 
And while he quafifd th’ inspiring ale. 
Between each glass to tell a tale : 

Or, as he smok’d with half-shut eyes, 
Now smiling, and now looking wise. 
He’d crack a joke, or moralise : 

And when this oniions spirit stirr’d 
him, [him. 

He mind^ not though no one heard 
This he did now— as ’twill appear ; 
He talk’d though there were none to 
hear; [broke, 

When the whifib pass’d, he sUeoce 
And bp though and puff’d, and 

THE BMOKIMO aOLlLOaVT. 
'**l!haftman, ltnW| is doubly oont, 
Who of the best doth make the wrast; 
And hs^ Fm sBxe^ u doubly blasts 
Who of Hie w^ oan make tfie best 
To iit in s orrow end eomplani, 

Is adding to ovr paht 


if>t 

** In adverse state then is no vics^ 
More misdbievoas than oowardioe ; 
’Tis by resistanoe that we olaim 
The Ghristiaa’s venerable name. 

If you resist him, e’en Old Nick 
Gives up his meditated trick : 
Fortune contemns the whining slave, 
And loves to smile upon the brave. 

” In all this self-same dieqtaer’d 
strife 

We meet with in the road of life, 
Whate’er the object we pursue, 
There’s always something to si^ue ; 
Some foe, alu I to evil prone. 

In other’s bosoms or onr own. 

That man, alone, is truly great, 

Who nobly meets the frowns of Fate, 
Who, when the threafniog tempests 
lower, 

When the elouds hurst in pelting 
shower, 

When lightnings flsdi along the aky, 
And thonders growl in syn^nthy, 
With oalmnssB to the soene 
Nor fears nor modu the angrysfeonns; 
He docs not mn, all helter-ikiltar, 

To seek a temporary ihel t ar ; 

Nor does he fiime, ^fret, asldlbaa^ 
Because he’s distant frr fimuhome; 
For wdl he knows, eadi peril past| 
He’s sure to find a home at last 
** If petty evils round you owsraif 
Letnot thsfr buss your temper wasnif 
But bradi them from your nim away. 
Like insects of a sonuaer’f diy • 
^‘Evil oppose with Bs a s sn ’ bpmwr, 
N<w fear Hm daric or thfoaiibiinghm 
Combat the world 
Totiw deoioaaof HaMnsfltaiL 
aa4 

It fdl Mi «RMr 

tUdk cdBlr aar Cm Ai tet) 
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Kot let yoQT angry spirit burn 
The pointed m&BsUe to return. 

The good man never fedls to wield 
A bfoad and strong proteoting shield, 
That will preserve him through the 
strife 

Whidi never fells to trouble life ; 
And, when he meets his final doom. 
Will form a trophy for his tomb. 

** Bear and forbear — ^a dogma true 
As human wisdom ever drew. 

If you would lighten every care. 
And every sorrow learn to bear. 

To be secure from vile disgrace, 

Look feowning Fortune in the face ; 
And, if the f^s too strong, retreat, 
But not as if yon had been beat: 
Calmly avoid th* o’erpow'ring fray, 
Nor fight when you can stalk away ; 
For you can soaroe be said to yield, 
If, when you slowly quit the field. 
You so present yourself to view. 
That a wise foe will not pursue. 

1, who have been long doom’d to 
drudge, 

Without a patron or a judge ; 

I, who have seen the booiby rise 
To dignified ^uralities. 

While I his flodk to virtue steer. 

For hard-eam’d thirty pounds a-year ; 
A flock, alas I he does not know. 

But by the fleeces they bestow : 

I, who have borne the heaviest fete 
SHiat doth on learning’s tml await; 
For, vriiena man’s the spgrtof Heaven, 
To keep a sohodL the fellow’s driven ; 
(Nor v&en that thought gay Luoian 

Be did not mean to oraok a joke ;*— ) 


a Ikwisa esya tkat when the gods neke 
a sssa the otieot of jht&t sportivspersaea^ 
tioBs, they twm him ipto a scheM8Mster< 
iashaa eae as BoeMa fijakea mm smj 


I still man’s dignity maintain’d, 

And thou gh I felt, 1 ne’er complain’d. 
If Life’s a feroe, mere children’s 
play, 

Let the rich trifle it away : 

I cannot model mine by theirs, 

For mine has been a life of oares. 

«Men with superior minds endow’d 
May soar above the titled crowd, 
Though ’tis their bundle lot to dwell 
In calm retirement’s wtant cell 
Or, by Dame Fortune poorly fed. 

To call on Seionce for their bread ; 

To lead the life that I have led : — 
Though neither wealth nor state is 
given, 

They’re the Nobility of Heaven. 

** In its caprioe a Sovereign’s pow’r 
May make a noble ev’ry hour: 

A lOng may only speak the word, 
And some rich blockhead stmts a 
Lord: 

But all the soepter’d powers that live 
Cannot one ray of genius give. 
Heaven and Nature must combine 
To make the flame of genius rixine ; 
Of wealth regardless or degree. 

It may be sent to riiine on me. 
Learning I thank thee;— though by 
toil 

And the pale lamp of midnight oil 
1 gain’d thy smiles ; though many a 
year 

Fortune refes’d my heart to cheer ; 
By th’ inspiring laurels crown’d, 

I oft could smile while Fortiiiie 
fro#n’d. 

Beguil’d by thee, I oft forgot 
My uuoomb’d wig and lusiy eoatr 

think, that the •sntsfio Ghre^k In the 
right; bnljthe Meeters ot Eton, Wm* 
g^wtoTtanq aim 

a QivHeat cpiaMsa 
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When coals ivere door, and low my 
dre, 

I warn’d myself with Homer’s lyro ; 
Or, in a dearth of ale benign, 

I eager quaff’d the stream divine, 
Which flows in Virgil’s ev’ry line. 

To save me from domestic brawls, 

I thunder’d Tully to the walls : 
When nought I did oould Dolly please, 
I laugh’d with Aristophanes,— 

And oft has Grizzle, on our way, 
Utaid me from lloraoo smoi't and gay. 

* * Though with the world 1 struggled 
hard, 

Virtue my best, but sole reward ; 
When my whole income could but keep 
The wolf from preying on the sheep ; 
Ne’er would 1 change my classic store 
For all that Greosus had, or more ; 
Nor would I lose what I have read. 
Though tempting Fortune in its 
stead, [head. 

Would shower down mitres on my 
« Bear and forbear, — an adage true 
As human wisdom ever drew ! 

That this I’ve practis'd through my 
I have a witness in my wife ; [life, 
For though she’d sometimes snarl and 
scold, 

I never would a parley hold; [swore, 
And when die, though but seldom, 

I check’d the oath, but said no more. 
And all retuzniag taunts forbore. 

I dressed my q^t from the pages 
Of Isamed J9oni and andent Sages: 
But my lean frm was never smart 
Fnm^btrbec’s sUE or tailor’s art; 

So that my flgure was a joke 
Ibr aB the tem and eountry Iq^ 

But ftK niy fteiings never griev’d, 

AndlwithMlesmrainikszuDsiv’d: 

Tn^ilrxatorfesdllkeafool, 
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’’Bothatmy Dolly’s dothes were fine. 
She never car’d a doit for minw ; 

So that on ev’ry Sabbath-day, 

She oould appear in trappings gay, 
And in a pew her form display. 

She’d let me walk about the town. 
Till my black coat was almost brown. 
But she was, and I can’t deny. 

The soul of notability. 

She struggled hard to save the pelf ; 
And, though die might except herself, 
1 do bdieve, upon my word, 

To ail things SVNTAX was preferr’d. 
’’Bear and forbear, I’ve thought 
and said, 

Is part of ev’ry Parson’s trade; 

I And what he doth to others preadi 
He should by his example teadi. 
Whene’er the scoffer trotted by, 

1 ne’er have turn’d an angry eye : 
Nay, whonof Woolthl’vebmthe jear^ 
When petty pride let loose a sneer, 

1 never fail’d the joke to join, 

An d paid tbem off in 
” My Eeotor, fat as fat can be, 
With prebend stall, and livings three^ 
Once told me if 1 kept my ri^es 
Within the pockets of my breeches. 
To make them of materials stout, 

Or else the weight would wear them 
out. 

O, with what base, irzoverent 
'Bb ohose to mode my poverty ! 

Yet I did not my ol^ diignme 
By squirting spU^ in his free; 

But answer’dfrom St Paul, in Greek, 
And bid him the qaotathm seek 
Xu Pliny When the pune-pnrad 
brute 

Nodded aseent-Hod then wae nude. 
Cdimmi ihare^ in Gmt ftne 
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Booe after he had loft off trade, 

Lov’d oome great, noble Lady’s maid. 


who by my lord had been betray’d : 
To Hymen’s Fane the fair he led, 
And gave the olaim to half his b^. 
Bhe talks of Duchesses by dozens, 

As if they were her oator-oouzens. 
He onoe said — ‘ Doctor, do you see ? 
Let’s hear what is your pedigree — 
When I, with rev’renoe due replied, 

< 1 am not to the great allied ; 

But yet I’ve heard my grandame say, 
(Though many a year has pass’d away 
Since die is gone where all must go, 
Whether they have been high or 
low,) 

That one of our forefathers bore 
A plaoe of state in days of yore ; 
That he was butler or purveyor, 

Or trumpeter to some Lord Mayor, 
When Carthaginian Hannibal 
Dined with his Lordship at Guildhall : 
That great man being forced to oome. 
By order of the Pope of Home, 

To end some quarrel ’tween the houses 
That bore the pale and crimson roses.’ 
The Oilman said, * It might be so : 
And ’twas a monstrous while ago.’ 

« ’Tis thus I give these fools a poke, 
And foil their tauntings with a joke ; 
For that man has no chum to sense, 
Whose blood boils at impertinence. 
Were I to scourge each fool 1 meet, 

1 ne’er must go into the street ; 

I ne’er my boscded head must pop 
Jato ijm dutt’iiag barber’s diop. 

^'Bear and forbear— a maxim true 
As en^mortds ever knew. 

But things ace dung’d; new scenes 
appear 

Uy mind to aoolie^ niy heart to cheer ; 

Pow’cs above fkte regard, 
And givo patkioa ibi xovacd. 


But while 1 tiod Life’s rugged road, 
While troubles haunted my abode, 
With not an omen to portend 
That toil would cease, that things 
would mend, 

1 did to my allotment bow. 

And smok’d my pipe as I do now. 

Hail, social tubo ! thou foe to Carol 
Companion of my easy obair I 
Form’d not, with oold^nd Stoic art, 
To harden, but to soomo the heart I 
For Bacon, a much wiser Tnw.n 
Than any of the Stoic clan. 

Declares thy power to oont^ 

Each frotful impulse of the soul ; 
And Swift has said, (a splendidname, 
On the large sphere of mortal fame,) 
That he who &dly smokes two pipes 
The tooth-ache never has — ^nor gripes. 
With these, in silence calm and still, 
My Dolly’s tones no longer shrill, 
Though meant to speak reproach and 
sneer, 

Pass’d in soft oadenoe to my ear. 
Calm Comtemplation comes with thee, 
And the mild maid,— Philosophy ! 
Lobt in the thoughts whichyou suggest 
To the full counsel of my breast, 
i My books aU dumb’ring on the shelf 
I thus oon commune with myself ; 
Thus to myself my thonghts repeat; 
Thus mori^e on what is great^ 

And, ev’ry selfish wish subdn’^ 
Cherish sense of what is go^ 
’’While I thy gratefhl bmtii in- 
hole, 

1 see the oheering cup of ale ; 
Benignant juice; Lethean itniml 
That aids fimd obUviaus driCm: 
Which fltilha Biedisn’d mind ta bear 
The Inirdsn of latoniing can. 

’’ Let Prids^s loon sei»|oiriisa^ 

In Baoobanaliau dsili|^: [aUU 
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I envy not their joyiiil noise,' 1 1 thought the Oilmin’e irilii nronld 

Their mirth, and mad, intemperate burst 


joys. [boast, 

The Insoions wines that Spain oan 
Or grow on Lnsitanian ooast, 

Ne’er fiU’dmy onps ^Eepast diTinel 
The home-brew’d beverage is mine. 
Thus, cheer’d with hopes of happier 
days, 

My grateful lips dodare thy praise. 
How oft I’ve felt, in adverse hour, 
The oomforts of thy soothing power I 
Nor will I now forget my fri^, 
When my foul fortune seems to mend : 
Yos, I would smoke as I do now, 
Though a proud mitre deck’d my 
brow. 

*^Hail, sooialtabel thou foe to care I 
Companion of my easy choir I 
While, as the ourling fumes arise, 
Thoy seem th’ asoon^g sacrifice 
That’s offer’d by my gratitude 
To the Great Father of the good.” 
More hod he qpoke : but, lo 1 the 
Dame 

With the appointed haslet came ; 
When Syntax, havingbless’dthemeat, 
Sot down to the luxuriant treat.* 

« And now,” he said, ^*my dear, 
’twiUbe 

As good as Buigondy to me. 

If you will tell me what has passed 
SiiiM we embrac’d each other last” 

** 0,” die replied, ” my dearest love, 
Things in th^ unial order move. 
Fray take a pleoa of this fine liver : 
The Bcetor is as proud as ever. 

I’ll ha^ you, dev, to this or that: 
Istme sig^yoiir lean with 

Mas HOT Fdanus 
gaiMS^t vUaa BHBiB Foradsni 


When in this dress die saw me first: 
It was at Church die diow’d her airs : 
My bonnet spoil’d the woman’s pray* 
ers. [sted: 

Your kmfe is blunt ; here, take the 
Cut deep, — ^the hadet cannot feeL — 
There’s lAwyer Graqaall got a beat- 
ing, [tag: 

As you may well suppose,— for dieat- 
Our honest Butcher trounc’d him 
well, 

As the Attorney’s bones oan telL 
He order’d home a romp of beef ; 
And when it oome the hungry thiof^ 
Having diav’d off a pound or two, 
Eetum’d it, for it would net do. 

The fraud discover’d, words arose, 
And they were follow’d soon by Mows: 
When, asbe well deserv’d, the sinner 
Got a good tfaradiing for his dinner/* 
Said Syntax, If 1 had a son.”—* 
” Fooh!” die replied, ” you have net 
done: 

You still, I hope, oan pick a Ut, 

And no exease will I edmit. 

’Tie long sinoe we’ve together hesn ; 
Since we’ve eadi other’s fooes seen ; 
And, surdy, Tm not endi a 
To make you lose your i^petite.” 

** But,” he ooQtiixned, ** if a hoy 
Were, my dearDell,toetownoarJoy, 
I’d sooner, for, the stripUng iM 
The heir dim AdvenMy, 

Than to a dim Attomiey Mad hiin, 
Where Old Niek is earn to find him.” 
She added-***Tet, widt aehid foet 
I’d sooner ham him peee dm efasit : 
ButemyouhdymcluderhiniA * 
I^’s Uve dm lilde nsddn fimt*^ 
11m Ifoelot hfo JicOy wA 

Ne’tt d eo hiiideeBe k Imr Ifli^ 


Eon.Xbl.Od.xx. 
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"Set yoioe lie Ihonght grown won- 
d’roiu Bweet; 

To him a moet nneommon treat : 

^ xnaoh in tune, it made him long 
To hear it quaver in a aong. [said, 
^ Come, fing, my charmer,” Syntax 
And ihiia the aimp’iing maid o^y*d* 

SONG. 

Haste to Dolly ! haste away I 
This is thine and Hymen’s day I 
Bid her thy soft bondage wear ; 
Bid her for Love’s rites prepare. 
Lot the nymphs with many a flower, 
Doric the aaored nuptial bower ; 
Thither lead the lovely fair. 

And let Cupid, too, be there. 

^Diii ii thine and Hymen’s day ; 
Haste to Dolly ! haste away I” 

[eame, 

Thus pass’d the time ; the morrow 
And ICie. Syntax was the same : 

But when (£»r ’twas not done before) 
She heard the Dootor’s story o’e , 
With all the hopes he had in store, 
By joy, by vanity subdu’d, 

B^ warm embraoes she renew’d ; 
While he driighted, fondly Idss’d 
Those hands, whirii, farm’d into a fist, 
Had often warn’d his eyes and nose 
To tun from their treniendous blows. 

At length of golden ease possost, 
Ho angry worda, no frowns mriest ; 
Ho symptoms of domestie strife, 
Diatuh’A Ihair very elter’d life. 

For ahemiMrese’dthe Oilman’s wifr : 
And Im Mid psw xriiefa the poor, 
Who Mliht his riuritaUe dou. 

lheii|hf 2 oarii virtue often hliiid, 
The wtfSd to wealth is evu kind 
XW,Jlof aoartaiatell-^talediiiie, 
Trisp^dandloiowiias Miatrem Fame, 
Had told to all tim ooiunfry round 
That 3rote te « thottsond poundi 


Had sold a learned book he wrote ; 
That now he was a man of note. 

By Lords protected I and that one 
Would make him tutor to his son : 

So that, whenever he went forth, 

All paid their homage to his worth: 
While it became the fond desire 
Of ev’ry neighb’ring rural ’Squire 
To send his hopeful boys to riiare 
The fhvour of Ihe^Oetor’s oare. 

But all these vie^ soon found an 
end: 

A packet came, and from a friend ; 
From ’Squire Worthy, who resides 
On Keswick’s bold and woody sides. 
The wond’ring Postman made it 
known, 

As he pass’d on, to all the town ; 

For such a letter ne’er had been 
Within his little oirouit seen : 

Hay, by the fiat of the Post, 

Tt more than seven shiUmgs oost 
The Doctor star’d— while Ha’om nn- 
willing, [ling. 

Slowly drew forth each ling’ring shil- 
<’He’er mind you silver,” Syntax 
said, 

The Postman, Deary, must be paid; 
And now these papers I briiold, 

1 see they’re worth their wei^t in 
gold: £heed 

Gome, sit you down, and take good 
To what I’m now about to road.” 

«GooD Bev’eIend te, 

OuThu^adeadr 
And I have nam’d you in hit ffftad. 

I often wiah’d hie nook hrid bseik. 

Or tumble drunk Mo the Lake; 

So, youvuiatknowthe peariiinghouiid 
Fnlidl’d one wlriH^ heiadtownTL 
Unfit ^ pveairiiiag u to 
Hia mM lay in endgri^i^layiiBjl t 
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And ho preferr’d to prayarfy 
The laying springes for the hoies. 

You willperoeivS I keep my word, 
knd to this Ghuioh you’re now pre- 
ferr’d: 

By ey’ry legal aot and deed, 

To Parson Hairbrain you sucoeed : 
The papers which you now receive, 

A right and foil possession give. 

You, Sir, may make the living dear 
Above three hundred pounds a year ; 
And if you will but oondesoeud 
To my son’s learning to attend ; 

If you direct his studious hour, 
m add some fifty pounds or more : 
And soon we hope that you will cheer 
The parish with your presence here. 
Miss Worthy and her sister join 
Their kindest oompUments to mine ; 
And to your firiend 1 recommend 
Your fiiithfiil and admiring friend, 

JONATXUN WOBTHT.” 

The Dame esdaim’d, *‘Hy Ore* 
dan boy, 

1 know not how to teU my joy. 

This is the height of my desire : 
’Squire Worthy is a worthy ’Squire.” 
** Ha, ha,” said Syntax, ” 0, the 
funt 

Why, Ddly, you have made a pun. 
But still a pun I do detest^ 

Tis sudk a pa^tey, humbug jest ; 
"ihey who’vu kast wit oan moke them 
best 

But you may Bifsk and pun away ; 
I’m sure I oamiottBash to-day, 

So tsB thtboys to go add pli^. 
Th«ik BtimT’% tha]^ toB 

Xy 1^1^ « oome it last 1” 

At leog^ ttmbmyaohiNllnalgB’d, 
TIsBy hom i^leia^d to laava bahS^ 
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A place which little had to give 
Than the hard struggle how to live. 
For the hmg journey to prepsre, 
Syntax had bought a one-horse ohair, 
With harness for the griszle-mare. 
Balph would not from his master port, 
But trudg’d beside the former’s cart 
That bore the Doctor’s books and 
(hattels, [foddles: 

With Madam’s dothes and flddle- 
The oook upon the baggage rode, 
And added to the weighty load ; 

For she, kind maid, was folly bent 
To go wherever Balpho went. 

The Doctor walk’d about to tell 
Tho day when he would say— fore- 
weUt 

And they who had disdain’d before 
To pass the threshold of hia dQior» 
When Syntax gave his forowdl tnat, 
Sought that same door to drink and 
oat. 

The neighbours now, who hOViO yet 
Knew bis great worth, his loss stput; 
While Madam, on whmu no good word 
Hod been, thr^hout the town, pre- 
ferr’d. 

Was now a most deUghtfol eresture, 
Of temper mild,-^ winning fostase. 
The Ringers, who, for many a year, 
Refus’d his natal day to diM, 

Ikw mads the belfo, fo wosM seal, 
(aiime forth the dumb, lenifrt^ 

— >The time sdoo^ OMS, iHmb, 
light-haaittd. 

The Beeler sAd his ywiss di f mrfod i ; 
And as thqy journey’d m w a y# 
lhay dX ipet foil to pem a % 

At Oxford, srilh his early ftiand, 

11m kind and learnsd 
Km did hi think it a delay, 

The GhiMsa Tisar to repey, 

And ’neafoi Ifo teof a npi^ to ati^i 
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To add, for fimner kindneBS diowiii 
His Dolly’s greeting to his own. 

At York they form’d the pleasant 
party, 

Por a whole week, of ’Squire Hearty. 
A fsw days more, and, lo! the 
Lake 

Did, on th’ enraptur’d vision break : 
And, rising ’mid the tufted trees. 
Syntax his sacred struoture sees, 
'^ose tow’r appeai’din andent pride. 
With the warm Yio’rage by its side. 
^‘At length, dear wife,” he said, 
** we're oome 

To our appointed, tranquil home.” 

The oourteous people lin’d the way. 
And their rude, untaught homage 
pay: 

The foremost of the assembled crowd. 
The fat exciseman, humbly bow’d : 

** Welcome,” he said, ** to Soicmeb- 

DEN.” 

Theolerk stood by, andsaid « Amen I” 


Grizzle dadi’d boldly through the 
gate, [wait, 

Where the kinfl ’Squire and ladies 
With kind embrace, with heart and 
hand. 

To cheer them into Cumberland. 
The bells rang loud, the boys huzza’d: 
The bonfire was in order laid ; 

The villagers their zeal display. 

And ale and crackers dose the day. 

Syntax, whom bH desir’d topleaso, 
Exgoy’d his hours of learned ease ; 
Nor did ho fail to preaoh and pray. 
To brighter worlds to point the way ; 
Whilo his dear qmuse was never seen 
To diew ill-natme or the spleen; 
And faithful Grizzle now no more 
Or drew a chaise, or rider bore. 

Thus the good Parson, Horse, and 
Wife, 

Led a most oomfortaUe life. 
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CANTO 

T O Mortal Man it is not ^ven, 
BuoK are tLe known decreca of 
Heaveni 

Along the atream of life to glide, 

Kor feel the tumnlti of the tide : 

The ebbing and the flouring ware 
Contend to bear him to the grave : 
The amiling the frowning care, 
In Tarioni oha^ hie boiom ahare, 
And hope and ^ altaniate ply, 
While he folflla hie deatiny. 

Thna Bthtaz, aa we all mnatown, 
Had itmgc^ long with Fortme’e 
frown, 

Nor did a fiatt’ring portend 
ThatFortiine ^erwonldbeliie Fkiend. 
Patient, ’tip tme^ hie Lot he bore, 
Poe Tirtw ^(Mge and Leanii^ 

Thoie frifhM frinidi of worth dia- 
. treat, 

WoddfiNtaaothol^ aahi^broaat ; 
WboULl^ flmbodiiig fln^y eliiir 

Bnl aflor n Ifliig fllmiM 

Tim Son btnke frrOi tHA gwtfalnj, 
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Each virtue woo’d, eadh doty done. 
Time on awift piniona traveli on. 

Nor fean of future evil lour 
To dim with oare the preaeni hour* 

— Thui Syntax and hia darHag will 
No longer knew domeatio abifr; 

And ainoe it waa their lot to bide 
By Neawiok’a Lake’a embower’d aMe^ 
They might have deim’d, or I’m mia- 
taken, 

With ooDMieiMe alatr tlw IVtdi of 
Bawm: 

▲ (TBibal Hut i> kaowB to 
Ihe porfwt itito af mniad kfi ; 

As tlw tot Immo <K toil moBufiB. 
IbdiB, lAo aov hod Mogkt to 
fttthtr, 

Of dl bar iritos hod got to Mtor ; 
AawDg Iwr Udhar Bt^ltoiaii^ to 
BsodVd nd goto to togMot to% 
Aid ffiHT ataM iuit tot toM 
IHilVdtohatiitaWitooa; 
WUla tom to fitor, to fototfrii,) 
8 ha ato ma kMom to tom add*. 
As to to odBiomr ait 
Itolof^l^loilfMoflto^ 
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The Doctor too, in better etation, 

Had eomewhat chang’d his form and 
lEudiicm; 

Kay, to deeoribe him h la Zeilre^ 

Hii outward show was rather better, 
Than when he liv’d by Pedant Eule, 
A Curate with an humble School : 

Hie coat wai nottoo thread«bare worn, 
His hat had not that aqueeze forlorn, 
And hie queer wig would now unfurl 
Something that might be oall’d a curl : 
Beiidea, hie Dolly’s pride, I ween, 
Took no small painfl to keep him olean. 
— WiCi doqnenoe and learning 
fraught, [taught; 

He preao&d what his Gseat Masteh 
But no grave airs his hours mdest, 
Joy was the inmate of his breast, 
*Whi<di, in its various forms, he found 
The way to scatter all around* 

Sage with the learned, with the’Squire 
He told his tale by winter’s fire ; 

Or ’mid the pipe’s surrounding smoko 
He never fril’d, with pleasant joke. 
To animate the sooiol hour, 

When summer forms hor verdant 
bower: 

Kor, from oontomelious pride. 

Was his old fiddle laid aside: 

Oft did its sounding strings prolong 
The jocund air and merry song. 

Hia penoil too perfbim’d its duty 
In Aetobingmany a landsoapebeanty : 
fioazoa rosa a oot within the bound 
That hit dominion did surround, 
Whose wUtau’d walls did not impart 
Some beaiij^ Of the Dootot’s art. 
--••The iMNOts tolA Bev’senoe bent^ 
Tim Afliran MdPd wh 
Of grataM |Mdas the warm aedaim 
K^er ftdPd to Wait upon hia name. 
Syntax was by As ’Squire eazesaPd 
oft aauUia’dy my M hew 


While Madam Worthy would corn* 
mend 

His Dolly as her fav’rite friend: 

In shoit, as sistor and as brother, 
Their doom were open to each other. 

’Twos thus four fleeting years were 
In happiness not made to lost; [post 
E’en though a darling hope appear’d 
And joy untold their bosoms cheer’d ; 
For Nature, withqilt ^has or pother, 
Gavehints that she wAld beamotheri 
At least, til’ obsiotrio Doctor Bone, 
Had said this joy would be their own. 
— ^Ye who have feltaparent’s^easuro. 
Alone eon tell the mode, the measure 
Of that delight which did inflame 
The thoughts of Syntax and his Dome. 
The news was spread, the neighbours 
smil’d. 

His EeVrenoe, by snob hopes beguil’d, 
Would ofibr up the secret prayer 
That Hoaveu might bless him with an 
Heir, 

A little Syntax, who would prove 
A father’s pride, a mother’s love ; 
And when well stor’d with Papa’s 
knowledge, 

Might be the wonder of a College. 
ThoughMadomharbour’dinher breast 
A wish, by female hope impiest. 
That, aathe ohoioestboon of heavo, 
Afrmale Aerub mighit be given, 
WbiA when Ae dandled in her anno^ 
IQshtsmileinaUherMoAei’B ohanua: 
BAeaAoontriv'dtheirwiAtossmAar 
AsA ka^ the seoiat from eaA oliiar* 
ThSi Syntax wiA poiaiital pida^ 
The eartain’d oradla tanHy ayad, 
And 6itf with a finebodiiig joy. 
Would OJnk ha mw the itasbMiig 

Kay, liomathua tlumshi» Is MW’s 
The Wan am* 
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The Ale wubrow’d, the hei&r'e life 
Waited the ready butcher’a knife ; 
The one to orown the joyous bowl. 

The other to be roasted whole ; 

While all the anxious village pour 
Their wish fer the prolifio hour : 

But be it told to Nature's shame 
The look'd-for period never came. 

The allotted season now was pass’d, 
The doubting Midwife stood aghast, 
While Gslen, 'mid a string of pauses 
On Nature’s whims and final causes, 
Declaim’d with solemn look and air ; 
Then calmly ventur’d to declare 
With cautiouB whispering o’er and 
He ne’er was so deceiv’d before, [o’er, 
Th’ unlook’d for tidings SyntaxhUrd, 
His fiioe now red cow pale appear’d, 
While the grave Dootor left the room, 
Fearful of his impending doom : 

For Syntax, with those horrid graees 
Whi^ rage will write on mortal feoe% 
As he stamp'd wildly round the floor. 
Hod kick'd theoradleihronghthe door. 
--Just as his darling hq^ miaoamed, 
A eon^ waited to be married: 

I win not heighten my distress 
By snrii a scene of haziness ; 

To-day, he said, I will annoy 
Each eoBfoe of matrimonial jcj ; 

The bridal folk shall riiaie my Borroir, 
Nor will 1 wad them tOl to-morrow. 
The Bridegpooinbow^d mlmmblesiiit^ 
The Bride just whiapef^dr-*'^ What a 
Brute I? [aad, 

WMte llm Clirii, teenUiiig^ pate airi 
Fear’d<M Us Bet>smiee waa gene 
At leate, he was not in a itete [mad: 

Baftaerte wiriiM-for wiA 
Aarihdaehi’dv 1 Ukm a wife 
adWfinipieteteM^^ 
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And oft I’ve thought the nuptial boon 
Might come, alas, a day too soon ; 
And thongh you now so sad depart, 
With downcast look and aching hearty 
That Love has yielded to delay 
Its bonds for one impatient day, 

May the wish never oome, Ob never, 
That they had been delay’d for ever I” 
Thus while the disappointed folk 
Stole off to meet the gen’ral joke, 
And famish out a village tale, 

O’er evening tea or milking-pail, 
Sage Galen by nuld reaa’ning 
And learned argument to prove, 

That he had err’d where all might 
err. 

As Nature oft, ho could aver. 

Would symptomatio pronka l^tray, 
Woxild sworve from ev’ry eommem 
way, 

And into such strange whimsies stray* 
That Esoulapins, he belioy’d, 

Were he on earth would be deeeiv’ds 
Where riie had so perplex’d his know 
ledge, [lege. 

She might have pnsited all the 
1 beg, he said, iio team’d Divine, 
Will think it not a feolt of mine. 

Nor tell the mishap to my diame. 
That he bears not a foth^s aasMu 
With patienos and another year, 

A boonoing bsntiing may 
Syntax the obstetrio Doctor eyed, 

And thw, with iconribl tecic, iq^tied, 
"^Yon talk of Nateur^ Iptns team 
From those who oouldlier arajs dte- 
oem, [eillhCT, 

CMbiftam hsr lew eoMssliBeiite 
NmtetyoarlmwtediWsrfiwaheR 
I teB yew, Ste, IN Untied Bacon, 

Has trn^ erid, or Fm mi ste kim. 

That Ote FhyiislHi tribe awaits 

infli«s«Anttboaidcmm’tllin 
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While the liok man his lot endures, 
Till Physio kills, or Nature cures. 
The first great principle of Nature 
Is to produce a Human Creature ; 
Nor never ivill my mind beliove, 

In this great work, she would deceive I 
Greatioa teUs it, look around, 

And flay, what is there to he found. 
What in the world’s stupendous plan. 
That is not dearly made for man I 
The beasts which in the foiest rove. 
The birds that haunt the shady grove, 
That love the stream, that trace the 
fidd, 

Or the green woods and thioket<i y idd. 
Nor these alone, the finny biood 
That swim the sea, or cleave the flood , 
The yidding grain, the flower that 
UoWB, 

What in Earth’s pregnant bosofli 
grows; 

The Planets, in the vault of Heaven, 
Are for man’s use divinely given 1 
A being he, of beauteous mould, 
Which Angels may with Joy behold ; 
Endued with various pewers combin’d 
That tdl the wonders of his mind ; 
His life arrang’d by Heav’n’s decree. 
His bnd an Immoitality. 

To such a tadc, to such great ends 
On whidi the living world depends, 
Natuxe proceeds by certain rules 
Which may be aeen by all but fools. 
I9ie may ihdeedi howe’er intcnl^ 

Pail by uatoward acddent ; 

Or, if by igiiimxice pursu’d, 

Hay not ha xigMy ^u^Mrstood : 

But aaw> Bkt iAm 1 behove 
It ii hor npniM to deedire s 
AndlxaiartU^ 

Hot to I)aiia^l|iMr^ but to you* 
IthiaklttRibtiM* 


That Art is long, and knows to aeifla 
With eager grasp the daily fees, 
While Life is short, and well it may, 
When Life doth at your gueBS»work 
lay.” 

He spoke, then to the Dootor threw, 
Th’ expected fee, nor said adieu. 

Again he sought the patient’s bod 
With tender look and gentle tread. 
«No moie,” he ighisper’d to the 
Nurse, 

** Will I pursue the Dootoi’s oourse ; 
The Booby quack I have dismiss’d 
With his last Guinea in his fist : 

The phials now shall disembogue 
The liquids of the stupid rogue : 

I’ll leave the dear angolio creature, 
As Bacon doth advise, to Nature, 
With those kind aids she does impart. 
And have no dark recourse to art: 

Of sago sho shall frequent sip, 

Warm jelly now shall wet her lip, 
And kitchen physio shall restore 
Her health to what it was before.'” 

His Eev’renoe told them to prepare 
For the appointed hour of prayer. 
The cushion on the floor was spread, 
The book was placed upon the bed : 
Calm and compos’d the patient lay 
As if she were inclin’d to pray. 

To Health’s first fimnt he did impart 
The breathiaga of bis aaadoufl heart : 
But she, who never liul’d to join 
In all these offices divine, 

Ne’er made responiefl aa he j^y’d, 
Nor said Amen to what he laid. 

He made his oFring to the illEfes, 
But As, alas I ne’er op^d her eymu 
Thus, ai deep sssla^AtooiicCsInhifv 
He gave Us Aetieh «pd it intete 
Whm Ihe Huxes,haiiglBgo^er fimhs^ 
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Uas, alas, I fear to aay, [day.” 
She ne’er will wake till judgment- 
— As if by some dire stroke subdued, 
For a short time aghast he stood : 
Then, with a look that spoke despair, 
He gaz’d on Death’s pale viotim there: 
He kiss’d her lips no longer worm : 
He view’d hor ’reft of ev’ry ohorm ; 
Her heart, alas, no longer beat ; 

Cold was the source of vital heat : 
Death was triumphant, — Life was 
o’er, 

And darling Dolly was no more. 

— His agonising bosom bums, 

He raves, and stamps, and prays by 
turns: 

Grief made him wild, but not a tear 
Did on his pallid cheeks appear. 

Into the chair his form he threw, 
Adieu,” he said, ’’my Love, adieu!” 
The tears then came— the gushing 
flood [good: 

Stream’d down his oheriu and did him 
They calm’d at least his furious mood. 

There are, who eager to dispense 
What they possess of eloquence. 
When sorrow comes contrive to flout it 
By letting loose their speech about it. 
And for a time, at least, dispel it. 

If they are but allow’d to tell it. 
Syntax was of this sect profest ; 

To talk, was what he lov’d the best, 
And he woi4d think that any blesaiag 
Was in iitaelf searee worth possessing, 
If it but ohgpn’d his tongue to tie 
And check his native fluenoy. 

Kqr thought he tiiat’a real ill, 

Wldoh d&l not make his ton^ lay 
sW; 

Kay, wwuld a eoDUium pain i^paof^ 
Si^ it alkfi^ hietangoe to mov^ 
Iirtilkia^ now ha aou^t xdi^ 

And Gw he ^paka to few hie 


lax 

” Alas, how are my hopes beguil’d I 
This mom I look’d to have a child ; 

I thought to see her view the boy 
With eyes that told a mother’s joy : 
But ah, no ohild has seen the light, 
And her eyes dose in endless night. 
Physio, I hate thee, with thy iUs, 
Thy Bolemh looks and noisome pills : 
Thou base pretender, — foe to life, 

I ’Tis thou hast robb’d me of my Wife t 
The wretch impeU’d by hunger’s force, 

I Who steals a sheep, a pig, a horse, 

I Or bleaks a window to purloin 
A pound of chops on which to dine. 
Though for a week th’ unwilling sin- 
ner 

Had neither breakfast had, or dinner, 
Yields to the dire decree of law 
And suflers by the Hangman’s paw ; 
While Doctors, on their fses intent, 
May kill, by Act of Parliament.” 

— ^ heaving bosom inward groan’d, 
While he, in dubious aoeeuts moan’d; 
Words of strange import fiom him 
broke, 

And in half senteness he spoke: 

By double diaappointment orost 
His worried mind was almost kut^ 

— ^Now as he wildly paced the floor, 
A gentle knock sawal’d the door. 

To open it he quickly flew; 

The Faririi CSmk appear’d in viaw. 
— ” What want you P Amen,” Syntax 
eried. 

Amen bow’d humbly, end relied, 

” Jane Leggin’a child, to tdfl I griava^ 
Hita not aaolher hour to live ; 

And die lequaata for hernpoae 
Yon’B duMon it befhie it goal. 

The Dooler Nys— ” 

SllltAX. 

’’Tdknetteme 
Of ]>o 0 lsa% amsy who 1^ IMr 
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Would ihia manldnd : 0 wliat a strifo 
’Iwixt Physic’s arts and hnman life ! 
And wdl I know to my sore pain, 
Whiidi will a oertoln conquest gain, 
Unless Dame Nature steps between 
And driTes th’ Empino from the 
Boene.” 

AMEN. 

** The Mother, please yon, Sir, doth 
wait [Rate.” 

With the poor child at churchyard 
SYMTAX. 

«The ChUd! What ChUdP you 
drive me^mad : 

1 have no child, 1 wish I had ! 

No child to my fond hopes is given. 
And my poor wife is gone to ileaven. 
llaate ^en, away, —and let the knoll, 
Her death, and my misfortunes tell.” 

The Parson left the Gleik aghast. 
Then bang’d the door and look’d it 
fhst f 

When instant, hast’ning to the bed, 
He threw himiself beside the dead. 
The Nurse wept as her heart would 
break, 

And strove, but all in vain, to speak. 
** Leave n^ the room,” he oried, 

((nor gOf 

WhUs I dial! thus indulge my woe ; 
With your loud grief breed not a riot, 
But rit youdown — and howl in quiet.” 

Amen, with reverential awe. 

Told all he heard, and all he aaw, 
And as ho hasten’d to the steeple, 

He thus inform’d the ourions people, 
**The Boetor ravee, and no ohUd’s 

OOUWi 

And Madani^a gone lor ever home. 
Nay, sinoehie Impel are allmuoarried, 
Bb kve-aldk nuddsA wiU be marri<^ 
Nor wi^a babe, dmnd upon’t, 

Bt iPiAe a €tadatten at fhe PoB^ 


Tin Madam’s buried, iid his grief 
In pious thoughts has found relief.” 
— The bell let loose its iron tongue, 
Amazement o’er the village hung ; 
Labour stood still, and ev’ry thought 
Was with the dismal tidings fraught. 
As the poor people leam’d the tale, 
Deep sighs, and loud laments prevail, 
And many a face was now bedew’d 
With the big tear of gra|^i:fte. 

Beneath a spreading tree, that grew 
In the ohurohyard, it was a yew : 
Which it is said had held its place, 
Since tho old time of Chevy-Choco. 
Beneath its venerable shade, 

The village folk their councils weigh’d; 
Sometimes would talk of private story, 
And sometimes boast of England’s 
glory: 

But now, alas, they all attend, 

To talk o’er Madam’s dubious end : 
While, as tho busy tongues prevail. 
They hear the variegated tale. 

But while the different thoughts 
escape, 

In various words, in various riiape ; 
Patrick, the Irish Pavior, stood 
As motionless as log of wood. 

—Bold Pat had serv’d in foreign wars, 
And could display a host of soon, 

All in the brunt of battlo gain’d. 
Whore Britirii arms andgUoy reign’d, 
Besides he had a flippant tongue 
Whioh like an ospen-leaf was hung, 
And when the subject he approv’d, 
With a most ra^d instinet mov’d ; 
But while it fill’d the iSolks wtth wmi- 
der, 

It sometimes stray’d into a hfander. 
Chelsea’s Out-PenaioiiiBr Wia ha^ * 
And now by active indptsy, 
Withlih’riD|^|iQk-a>»i^wiChf|e40^ 
!|lie impljnenti of tni4i^ 
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Chang’d os he was to Tillage-swra, 
Qn Kcswiok’s side he did maintain 
A buxom wife, and ohildren four, 
With promise of as many more. 

Oft he had view’d the heaps of slain, 
With gory blood pollute the plain. 
Hod seen Old England’s flogunfhrl’d 
Amid its thunders that were hurl’d 
On diores which bound ihe distant 
world, 

And us’d to boast full many a day. 
He’d seen the Frenchmen run away. 
And often with good sab’ringthwaoks, 
Had out their coats from off their 
books,— 

Nay, then without the least ado, 

Had slic'd their very backs in two. 

— He told of Lakos of such a size, 
That, as ho thought on’t, to his eyes, 
Eoswiok’s, when to their bounds com- 
pal'd. 

Was but a pond in fanner’s yard. 

Ho spoke of Cataraots, whose roar 
Was heard for twenty miles or more ; 
Nay, that they fell from such a height, 
Their tops were seen quite out of 
sight; [drain’d 

And should e’en Eeswick’s Lake be 
Of aU the water it contain’d. 

The mighty torrents they could pour. 
Would fill it fhll within an hour. 
—His stories wild, and droll conceit^ 
Oft tenishfd cot a various treat ; 
And ynm^ and old, when met to 

Their moingh^w), did noQght but 
And a tioM their ease, 

If Fit was many and was there. 

In whoever ha ehaaM to meet 

Ihat; 

Tluml^wlmlM ianrpoto aarmr 
Jir fttbar ^ ha hadn ^ 
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His thooghta were never framed with 
art, 

His was the language of the Heart: 
Whate’er he said, whate’er he sung. 
Deceit ne’er glano’d upon his tongue ; 
For if by ohanoe to please the folk, 
And laugh and wonder to provoke, 
He blink’d at truth,— it was in joke. 
—Much he had seen and travell’d 
far, 

Though fond of peace, he talk’d of 
war:— 

That his ei^erieuoe gave him treig^ 
In village oounoil and debate. 

Such as, alas, was now display’d 
Beneath the yew-tree’s gloomy shade: 
And when the rest had ceas’d to ^ak, 
Pat did his mournful silenoe breidc. 
— Gh>d pardon those who are to 
blame; 

For the child’s gone that never came; 
Besides the worthy Lady’s dead, 

And the cold earth will rest her head i 
Yes, fkith as I’ve a soul to save, 

I will for nothing dig her grave. 

Yes, 1 would do it too as willing 
As iCher hand had ohnek’d a shilling; 
And many a riiilling ihe baa given, 
Which now will pave her way to 
Heaven. 

Nay, if ’tis true that Doctor Bone, 
Said riie’d a ohild when die hod 

Heaven givee the wfil, for whkh I 
thank it, < 

To toaa the Doetor in a blanket ; 
Wkilo yen, te Madaoi fijjyBtez’ adm, 
Woiddfightwito should aeoraartake: 
And I would M Um fijhig now 
Biih •» thoyow«treii^otopnmitboi^ 
nqr good frinda, the GMr 

1!^ Tioar iMdni todoi 
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And roan and stamps and woepa, 
God Idass him, 

As if some spirit did possess him ! 

I do not wimder, for 1 know 
What 'tils to feel the Parson’s woe. 
Hy first wife died ere 1 left Erin 
A]^ went abroad a volunteering : 
Kay, how I suffer’d in my mind 
When 1 left two dear babes behind ; 
But surely 1 did not neglect ’em, 
When 1 pray’d Heaven to protect ’omi 
Is’t not enough to make him rave. 

To lose a child he hop’d to have ; 

And then to mourn a charming wife, 
The joy and comfort of his life P 
Oh how oan he his feelings smother, 
He who has lost both one and t’other 1 
Good Gentleman, I’m sure he’ll grieve 
From Midsummer to Lammas Eve ! 
Ko— his is not a common sorrow 
That weeps to-day and smiles to-mor- 
row 

It will I’m sure bo many a day 
Before we onoe more see him gay ; 
Before he makes a Bull, d’ye see. 

By way of compliment to me : 

Before he talks of this and that. 

And smUes and calls me honest Pat: 
I’ll bless hitai, yes, with all my might. 
Pot faith 1 h^ he calls me right. 
And xmw ’tis time to hold my tongue, 
For Fat, 1 fear, has talk’d too long; 
8o FU go home as Pm a sinner, 

With a poor appetite for dinner ; 
Aadmany am^Imight have wanted, 
Bad Madam not tibe favour granted. 
My poor dear children do not know 
Why Mammy’s ayoHds overflow; 

Bvt Kata and I aaust grataftiL tell. 
Madam’s dd abirts hove dad them 
wdl: [kndl’d, 

While I3IOIO iMbw mub, htt Imekl is 


But (die enjoys a peaceful rest, 

Nor e’er will wake but to be blest.” 
The death-boll ceas’d, the good folk 
parted, 

With sober pace and heavy hearted. 
’Squire Worthy with his wife and 
daughter 

Had been all day upon the water ; 
And Pat the pleasant party kenn’d, 
Returning at tho villag^e^. 

“ Oho,” cried he, “ by uaans now 
I Must I not tell the when and how 
Of all things since they went afloat, 
Upon the Lake in fishing-boat.” 

As they drew nigh the ’Squire spoke, 
« Tell me, Pat, what’s the public j oke P 
What are the people all about P 
For at oach dooi a head is out : 
Something has happen’d, I presage. 
That doth the gen’ral thought en* 

QfiLgQ.** 

“Andfeith,” oriedPat, ‘‘I’ll tell you 
true, 

Each bead within your Honour’s viow. 
Has a good tongue that’s oaokling fast 
At what has in the village past, 

Sinoe fancy did yonr Honour take 
To go a plcas’ring on the Lake. 

But ’tis no joke, a moumfol matter 
Has caus’d this universal chatter. 

I wish it were some foolish jeer 
That now and then will happen here ; 
Some nonsense that is often ]^y’d 
’Twixt man and wife^ and man and 
maid; 

That makes (he pots andkettlei sound 
Bough-tsusio all the village round. 
No, ’tis a mehuidholy story, 

Whidbl, toplaiseyon, Uy befbreyou: 
Though while 1 do the tab iatp^ 

1 foel a thumping iB my heeit ; 

And, ff Zbuiwym&ttoiir, yon, 
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Good Madam Syntax, that dear crea- 
ture, 

Has bid adieu to human nature.” 
'^What means the man?” ’Squire 
Worthy said. 

« 1 only mean that Madam’s dead: 
And 1 am sure as IVe a tongue,” 
Patiiok replied, ” her knell is rung, 

I heard it, so did twenty more. 

Who in the church-yard talk’d it o’er. 
Besides, Amen, our Clerk, doolares 
The Bootor raves, and stamps and 
stares, 

Hay, he has even said, he swears ; ' 
That like a madman he is griev’d 
Por a dead child that never liv’d. 
Patrick may blunder, Sir, but 1 
Ne’er to your Honour told a lie : 
Believe me, Ladies, suoh the cose is 
As sure as beauty’s in your faces.” 
Tho ’Squire reluotantly receiv’d it, 
But Ma’am and Miss at once believ’d it. 
Not that 1 shall presume to say, 

Fat’s sorrowing words had paVd the 
way, 

To quidsen their humane belief 
Of this sad tole of death and grief ; 
For they, with kindest hearts endued, 
Bequir’d no impulse to be good ; 

Th^ virtues were in daily view 
As the surrounding country knew. 
They pray’d the ’Squire with speed to 
And see oqr Bootor in his woe. [go 
** Beneve him from his present state, 
AndbringU^toonr manaioa straight; 
Ton have tlto powAr to eontrol himi 
Whili we etm study to oonaole him. 
If all he true that dsth appear, 
Fermpoorfrkod these’e mnifik io 
Iwr. 

— Wefe^ wMhisfrnidhopeehave 
Hfr aoBMBfr hme^ 
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As he look’d forward with ddight 
To visions he had form’d so bright. 
We dare not think when such distress 
Has dos’d his views of happiness^ 
What fatal impulse may prevail, 
What fury may hii thoughts assail ; 
— ^What sudx on irritable mind, 
Bereft of power to be resign’d, 

And in wild sorrow’s hurrying storm, 
May dictate to him to perform. 
Away, nor for reileotion wait, 

You now, my dear, may he too late !” 

The Ladies spoke, without delay 
The ’Squire stepp’dnimbly on his way, 
And to his view was soon di/^lay’d 
A sight so horribly array’d, 

That in the chamber as he stood, 

It seem’d almost to freese his bl^. 
Arise, my friend,” he kindly said, 
And leave this melanehdy bed ; 
Withme, dear Syntax, you mustoome, 
And let my manaioa be your home 
Till aU this mournful soene if o’er. 
And Heav’n shall former paaoereatore. 
You well must know it ia moat fit 
That you to Heaven dionld iohmit 
Throughont our lifo’i mysteriona way, 
Whether it glvea or takee-away. 

’Tis not for me, my friend, to teaeh, 
You, you ehonld preetiae what you 
preaek: 

With pious fortitude p repare 
To strive with Bis and kanto bear : 
No tongue, like yours, 1 knew so wdl^ 
Cha the sulniiiasive dufrss tall ; 

T/f fr poeasas your 

Be ealm, ba etedfoet^ and xeaign’d.” 

** ’lb a and tmk,” poor l^jiiftax aaid, 
’’ BtttBia;v*aaiiMlyuadMUbaeb^dL 

Net the vivid dm 

gsrste^^toe^ 
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'Wifli a more qaicik and ahatt^ring 

blaat 

Than ti^mgk my trembling syatem 
When MlSie Nune hnng o*or the bed 
Her Toioe prononno’dmy darling dead. 
But yeaterday how aweet ahe axnil*d, 
With every pleaaing hope beguil'd; 
But yesterday I look’d to diore 
With her a tender parent’s oare : 

Kow there die lies by Death ezgoy’d, 
My love deqMil’d, my hiqiea deati oy'd. 
BcmaeLeaB a^ weok 1 may appear, 
Yet atm 1 widi to tarry here ; 

And £9el to-morrow and to-morrow, 
All the rich luxury of sorrow.” [felt 
At this strange scene ’Squire Worthy 
The pang that makes our aorrowamelt. 
To see &e Doctor thus it griev’d him, 
But soon the manor-house receiv’d 
him ; 

Where he each kind attention prcaa’d 
To calm the mourner’s throbbing 
breast, 

And all that female grace could give, 
Was given to ohech his wish to grieve. 
— W orthy, who knew his Parson well, 
Would hm him all his fadings tell, 
Explain his sorrow, breathe his sigh, 
A^A listen in calm sympathy : 

Kay, let his elocution pour 
In wordy torrents by ^e hour ; 

For he foresaw that all this riot 
Of wild ocunplaint would end in quiet, 
As inftnt at the breast, 

Will often oey theiasdves to rest 
Her did tUt wim eentrivanoe ddl: 
PmflfDte oou*d to weep and wail; 

[move, 

ThMtBor Ue tongue would ueldcm 
And^egjffffdM qnsnA’dUs voiee, 
BmabOui^luui^ 

E’en whift filM JMWi 
HkiMinMd, te Wild sot 


Thus he grew calm, but strove in vaid 
The sullen sorrow to restrain. 

Once he his tuneful fiddle took, 

But lo I he found a string was broke • 
Ko, no, be thought the hour won’t 
bear it, [it. 

Time, that oures sorrows, may repair 
— ^Hispenoiltoo seem’d to refuse him 
Its former power to amuse him. 

Nor could his praotis’dihill avidl 
To give the stream, the crag, the dale, 
The azure lake’s expanded fiood, 

The castled brow or pendant wood ; 
True to its master’s gloomy thought. 
The um or the sepulchral vault 
Somemonumont to Death’s daric reign. 
Alone was seen the page to atoin. — 
Somotimoahepao’dth’ adjoiningmoad, 
And read, at least he seem’d to read : 
Sometimes at the first morning’s dawn 
His {botsteps mark’d the dewy lawn ; 
And when the lab’rer’a work was done 
He’d sit and watcdi the setting sun. 
Bat whether he sat still or walk’d, 
Since the sad stroke, he seldom talk’d. 
And all the little that he said 
Was but to ask— and bo obey’d. 

At length th’ afflicting hour drew 
To sununon all his energy. [nigh 
His silence then at onoe he hndee, 
And thus in solemn aooents spoke. 

<< Fear not, for like on Alpine rook, 

I will sustain the trying ^ook ; 

Witk fnends like you, whom 
will bless 

For all oare in my distreai, 

I may wimont a due eontrol, 

Let loose the Ibeliiiga of my ood 
But when I stand beside the gzipva^ 
Death and its tenon 1 wiU 
Then-monama byiujmda IHl 
teach I 

Xlw laored dutiaa tiiat 1 praadk) 
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There all, whomaybeetaadingvooiid 
When my dear wife is laid in ground, 
Shall see how hnmbly I obey 
Xhe Power that girea andtakeaaway/’ 
Behold the fun’ral train a^ars I 
The Village in diasoly’d in tears 1 
Six maidens, all in white array’d, 
Death’s de^-ton’d summons had 
obey’d: 

And in procession duo attend 
The rites of their departed friend * 
They scatter blossoms sweet and fair. 
Emblems of what their beauties are ; 
And as ’tis writ by time’s decree, 
Emblems of what they soon may be ; 
While on their cheeks gnef pours its 
showers, 

Like dew-drops on the bells of flowers. 
—Syntax, with melancholy grace, 
With downward look and stated pace, 
Waits on the bier, nor heares a sigh, 
Nor does a tear b^ew his ^e : 

Beside the yawning grave he stood, 
In fix’d and humble attitude. 

And with devotion’s solemn air, 

Just whisper’d each appointed prayer; 
—When as the voice, with pious trust, 
Dealt out the dole of dust to dust. 

He gas’d as Heaven were in his view. 
Then bent— and look’d a last adieu. 
With his kind friends he now re- 
turn’d 

And sunk into a choir and mourn’d 
lhamiitelantpBage; when, at length, 
Inimeigng into wonted atrength, 

He, in deep tabes, the silence broke, 
W1^ the walls edmeri as he spoke. 

dead, are none of you inclin’d 
Tb tetl to Bairn yon’ve left behind, 
And Mke it known in ooarteiy, 
What yb Mrabe abd wa dtall he f 
And wlif dde ioeiiiet ii eoneeal’df 
So hUM^ idMNt has y«t mad 


What ’tis to die. Axoond ye shine 
Like lampoon eome lepnlahrel dirine, 
To make more visible the gloom 
That throws its montie o’er the tomb. 
But ’tis no matter — ^Dolly knows 
What is the end of human woes ; 

And, from life’s various shackles free, 

I may be soon as leam’d ae she.” 

— ^With such soliloquising straina 
He for an hour reliev’d his pains. 
Then off the fdnerel drap’ry threw. 
And to his chamber he withdrew. 

** We have no trifling tods 1 sfooi ,” 
’Squire Worthy said, ’<my dearest 
dear; 

But we must finish our osieer. 

His high-wrought feelings are, we 
know, 

So farm’d to quicken joy or woe, 

To cause sndi overflowing measures 
Of all his pains and all hia ideasnres, 

I That ’twill require our utmost dull 
To make his troubled heart be etill* 
With all the kindness of a brother, 
We must give him time to smother 
Whate’er vagariee his frnd heart, 

To such a temper may import: 

Thus grave refleotion and ear ears, 

1 doubt not, shortly will rqpafr 
The broaches which the mind reorivee 
From one who oo intensely gricfeo. 

I Whate’er it he that may amuse him, 

I That OUT fond oaremustnotrefasehim, 
Without appearing to sttend 
To any weoknesa of our frassd: 

E’en what any whim is wanted, 

Let that, ae ’tware by obance, be • 
grented; 

let it I 7 no BuaoBs be seeu, 
13iat we xoigard hia alter’d srien, 

But be as we hare alweya been. 

Let us go ufttha usoal way, 
ilcr ehmife our erdbr ef the day I 
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In ao gniTO mood attontionB tease, — 
Kor let m aeem to striTe to please : 
But deal out OUT old-feuibion measure, 
Of srhat our honest hearts eall plea- 
anre, 

Let ns not dieok the langh beoause 
He enters, or e’er make a pause, 
Beoause he sits him down beside us 
And looks as if he did deride us ; 

Let him say yes, or grumble no, 
We’ll do ail we were wont to do : 
Whether with us he rides or walks, 
Is silent or profhady talks. 

The same humour must prevail 
Whidi here is never known to fail. 
—Let Sarah play her tricks about 
him, [him. 

And pinoh his ears, and gaily flout 
Ask questions in her usual prattle, 
And call her tongue his fav’rite rattle : 
Show off her last new steps and graces, 
And then contrast them with grimaoes. 
Let her piano’s musio share 
Its movements with the last new air : 
Bemember how die us’d to please him. 
But tdce good oaze die does not tease 
him: 

Who knows, her frblio innocence 
Kay perhaps wake some ^easing sense 
That win unoonsoioudy beguile 
His heart to glow into a smile. 

—If this plan fsils, I’ll then engage 
To be prim aotor on the stage, 

Whfle my bdov’d Maria’s oare, 

WQl askmy axizious toil to diaro. 
And all my graver oourse sopply, 
With her fsdsUeas sympathy.” 

Kisria bow’d, while to her Ikoe 
Aflsdimi gsivo a brrdy grace ; 

A gcaae, how iwesit did it appear 1 
A sssOe nutted with a tesr. 

A moMth ehlsMt WM gone and 0 ^ 0 , 
M SIfedK m «i bofoii ; 


For thus, on serious thoughts intent, 
He had not found his merriment. 

He did all duties, it is true, 

With the same oare he us’d to do : 
But in his daily parish walk, 

He seem’d to have forgot to talk ; 
Was silent where he always spoke, 
And nodded where he us’d to joke. 
E’en witfi the Ladies and the ’Squire 
His thoughts had lost their wonted 
firej • 

His tongue assum’d a lower tone, 
Spoke but few words and soon had 
done. 

— Since the last sad and solemn scene, 
He had not to the Yio’rage been, 

But just to see the old woman granted 
All ^at the living creatures wanted: 
For his dear Loll took great ddight 
In Bantam-fowl, and numerous flight 
I Of ohosen Loves; none such were 
ibund 

In all the various dove-ootes round. 
The people watch’d him as he oft 
Sat on the gate and look’d aloft: 
They thought that a superior ken 
Was given to all such learned men. 
And that th^ saw with their keen eye, 
Strange shapes and flguresin the d^y, 
Which oft, as they believ’d, were given 
To mark the destinies of Heaven. 

But this was no prqphetio view, 

As the birds in their eizoles flew, 

He saw as his dear Loll had dona 
Their plumage glistining in the am} 
And diar’d, in melandioly meaning 
The mmn’ry of her Ibnner plasimia. 

The Yillage on their Ftetor gat’4 
At emoe afflicted amai’d ; 

Her could they in thibf oonlcmpla1|Qa 

Setae thia wund’ita 

Come then, my uaanO^itioQawii^ 

Lo not tiw CrithM tadc 
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But let your nninipiz’d pea 
Beal out the thooghti of hnmUleiiuin ; 
And when th^ do their nlenoe hreak, 
Aak Nature’s aid to make them speak| 
And take opinions from the ohat 
Of old Amen and Irish Pat: 

For steering dear of village brawl, 
They'll qpe^ the pro and eon of all. 

To save themadvea from being wet 
Jn the ohuroh-poroh these two had 
met 

For from a atom, all hdter-akdter 
They ran to seek a common dielter. 
When, each a comer taking, they 
Jump’d on the topic of the day. 

Old Amen the di^urse began, 

And thus the oonveraation ran. 

AMEN. 

<< Friend Fat, it doth my mind Bur« 
prise 

That our good Yioar here, ao wiae, 

So leam’d withal, and ao devout. 
Should not as yet have found it oui| 
That thus to grieve ia a di«graoe 
To hia high oaUing and his place. 

In the SM leaaon, ’twas last Sunday, 
He read of what will happen one day, 
To all Buoh who lor those things 
grieve, [leave : 

Whi^ will leave them or they mast 
And ’twonld have made me very giad, 
Had he then left off being sad; 

For all the pfoidi round can tell 
1 love my Bevemd Master welL 
True he has iMt a oomdj dame, 

But mai^ a men has lost the aame, 
1 ^, and as good as aha, 
d mean no inemlity.) 

Bnft ap I Oon^ that onr Biriiii 
let his good Lady dieaa too dne ; 

And i|hew soeh ddbimi to the viov 



That mode tue congregation stare. 
And think of her inatead of prayer. 
But though it is a mournM loos, 

It should not all his thoughts engroMk 
I have had my misfortunes too, 

But 1 don’t grieve as some foUu do. 
Last year I lost, as you well know, 
By lightning’s stroke, my brindled 
oow, 

But had it been my limping Joan, 

I should not grieve as some ^ve done. 
I see Pat smiles, but never xnind, — 
To Heaven’s good will. I’ll be resign’d. 
— ^Though Amen was not bred af odl« 
lege. 

He’s not without some little know- 
ledge, 

And I full five-and-twenty year 
Have always been school-master here ; 
And almost all you know and see. 
Have leam’d their Ps and Qs from 
me.” 

PAT. 

Master Amen, fut^onhaveniag 
A pretty peal upoil[|^ tongue. 

You talk of heav^jfer and o’er, 

As if it lay at yoQr back-door, 

And may you when Death doth unl^ 
Find a good paasport in your poeketl 
—Upon my soul, you men of letters 
Can spdl seme soendal of your hettcri/ 
But I have thought, as I have eaid, 
That sinoe our Boothe Lad/a deed, 
As sure as this hig^ tower’s a steeple^ 
He would not monxn like common 
peoplid; ' 

As sure thet old tree’s ayew. 

He would not grieve as poor folk do; 
Theymust toi|^t3birir grie( and toil; 
Or bread won’t bake, end pot won’t 
boL 

Feith, Maetor Amen, do yon aee^ 

(to thk point wa dpU Be^w agM 
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This moniiiig as lie saanter’d by I The Ladies did the diess-board ohoowi 


Hy oottage-door, he heav'd a sigh, 
my big heart, so siok and sad, 
S^tom’d him all tiie sighs it hod. 
You, Master Amen, never prov’d 
What *tis to lose a wife you lov’d.— 
You of wives, if your old Joan 
Were just now laid bonoath a stone. 
How I should laugh to hear you groan. 
How friendly you would be with 
Death, 

If he would kindly stop her breath ; 
And yet you modk at the disaster 
That now afflicts your worthy Master : 
A man and yet a parson too 
Whose little finger held to view 
More real learning could command, 
Than all the Amens in Cumberland. 
—The Doctor’s sad,— end so was I 
When it pleas’d my first wife to die ; 
And faith, my friend, to ease my sor- 
1 took another on the morrow : [row. 
And as she to strange tiioks was given, 
I wept not when she went to Heaven, 
And as to wed I was not loth, 

I got one here, that’s worth ’em both. 
But the sun shines, and I’ll away. 
Nor talk of sorrow all the day.” 

Such is the chat that did prevail. 
And fhmish out the village tale ; 

But far more anxious thoughts opprest 
’Squire Worthy, — in his aching breast 
Fears of more solemn cast arose, 
That call’d upon him to oppose 
By serious efflirts and grave power 
The clouds that did o’er Syntax lour. 
— ^Twas earn vemal evening dos’d, 
Each inhisdiair with looks compos’d, 
The Doctor loll’d beside the ’Squire; 
•«-lhe momeiit did the thought in- 
spire 

To xqirastnt the egeegions folly 
Of giriag m^to mdanohdy. 


The sober evening to amuse : 

And thus seoure of tranquil hour, 

All Worthy wish’d was in his power. 
— He thus began— “My dearest 
friend ! 

I beg your patience to attend 
To what I long have wish’d to say 
That now, at length, from day to day, 
There’s such a ohang^f manner seen, 
Not only in your airahift mien. 

But, what your best frienda grieve to 
find, 

In tho firm stmotnre of your mind : 
Thus you most strangely seem to err 
From your admired character : — 
Nay, all who love you now deplore 
That Dootor Syntax is no more. 

Thus while you o'er your Dolly mourn. 
And sorrow pour beside her urn. 

We all, sad Sir, as ’tis your due. 
Must deok ourselves in blaok for you, 
Cease then, I ask you, to oomplain. 
And be, my friend, yourself again*! 
— ^To Mortal Man it is not given 
Thus to arraign the will of Heaven, 
In fruitless grief to wear away 
Each hour of eaoh suooeeding day : 
’Tie true, I do not view a tear 
Moist’ning your downoaat looks of 
care, 

But wherefore do I never see 
The sacred struggle to be free 
And conquer your calamity. 
Bemember, Sfr, that heav’sly prayer 
Which you proDounoewidi pious 08 M, 
And ^ve with sneh emphatio grace 
When you kned down in hcly pltoe ; 
0 think, aa the petitLom nm, 

That yon repeal^ *TEcr IfiiL bb 
DOHisr ^ [wfll 

AtA to ItV Alhrito ntf 
Bay.owToalMiipaBnatatilL'* ^ 
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BTNTAX. 

'* I iee, mj friend, as yon review 
My mournful state, yon feel it too ; 
But still, alas, you do not know 
The force of tkat tremendous blow, 
Nor biting gangrene of the wound 
Whioh does my very self confound. 
Qliougb Heaven, I doubt not, may at 
length 

Give to my prayers that holy strength, 
Which will with time my grief sub- 
due. 

My former cheerfulness renew. 

And bring me back to peace and you ; 
1 do not to your ear reveal 
Half of the sorrow whioh I feel ; 

Nor in my pale face do you see 
A tithe of my lorn misery. 

’Tis not for your contented mind, 
Whom pain ne'er told to be resign’d, 
Whose every path of life has been 
Smiling, delightfril and serene, 
Smoothes the Lake, when in the grove 
No pendent leaf is seen to move,— 
To know, and may you never know, 
Upon your heart the heavy blow. 
Which would awake a tender plea, 
For such as mourn and grieve like 
me. 

Such loss as mine you ne’er have 
known, 

But had th’ allotment been your own. 
You would ^ in such teima reprove 
Nor thna lepiroaoh the man you love. 
— Look, Worflqr, look to yonder chair. 
And viiwilw mrm tlmf ^ 

Behold yckr dear Haxia’s smile, 

!|!hit dM ilm riiUBg con b^g^ 

Oh listm to her tuBillBl voioe 
Whose teas are mgnala to x^olee ; 
(kddLtimflndgknoeQf that btigiit 

Wluflh beM with tender 


Who, ere you uttar the request. 
Contrives your wish should be pomest; 
Who looks for joy but as you share it, 
And modki the pain aho^ you not 
bear itl 

Who has no other hope in view 
But to prepare delight for you. 

See how the auburn ringleta graea 
Her sweet, her animated'jjllti, 

Where the soft, winning loptldispenae 
Affection’s silent eloquence tolars, 
And when those lips her thougbtido- 
What accents claim your ravirii’dear t 
Though many hasty years have flown 
Since flrst Maria waa your own ; 
They still bear on them as they fly, 
Symbols of Truth and Constanoy ; 
With the frdr hope that they will last 
When many a future year is past 
Should you lose her, you then would 
feel [veair 

The pang whioh words oan n^or re* 
spare that thought,” ’Squirt 
Worthy said. 

With trembling voioe, andwisobey’d. 

But here Maria interpoa’d. 

And the grave colloquy waa dos’d : 
Though soon by her it waa renew’d. 
And thua the snbjeot die punned. 
XBB. WOBTBT. 

0 stop, my Love, this serknietrifs^ 
And just now listen to your wife ; 
While you, my melancholy friend. 
Will to a femi^ toogiia attend! 
Tou’va oftea said n^ imioftil ToSee^ 
For endi you call’d would i^d^ 
By its all feaeinating power, 

The dulnaai of tibe ddUbst hour; 

And now my doottine yon dudlhear ; 
So listen wiSi attentive ear. 

—I eannol tbfaik thia hl|^hHfeHi’d 
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Far otiher meaaf I should employ 
To blunt the arrows, whioh annoy 
‘With their sharp points your wounded 
' breast, 

And keep you from your wonted rest. 
—There was a time when you obey’d 
Whate’er your friend Maria said, 
And I expect you at this hoiir, 

To yield to my indulgent power. 

— PhysidanB who profess the skill 
To ooie by potion and by pill. 

When, in the treatment of our ails. 
They find ihe warmer med’oine foils, 
Thi^ it disoreet to ohange thoir 
oourse. 

And try the cool presoription’s force : 
So I, who see disoourses fraught 
With reasoning grave and seiious 
thought 

Do not the widi’d-for end attain, 

Nor ease the patient of his pain. 
Shall now a diff ’rent practice try ; 
Far other means 1 will apply 
Nor do I fear my remedy. 

— ^You know, dear Doctor, it is true, 
To diew OUT love and feelings too. 
We’ve all assum’d a solemn grace 
With each a melancholy face ; 

Nay, for a time, have soaroely spoke. 
Nor even heard a sprightly joke ; 

We have done all your loss requir’d, 
Of whioh we now are grown so tir’d, 
That we shall our old ways pursue, 
And leave sad looks to grief and you, 
UnleN you quit this wimp*xing fuss, 
And take to livdier ways with us. 
New thoughts, new objects, new de- 
(drei^ [quires; 

Are what your strange dism re- 
And as, indi^ your looks appear 
A lUflce anspiiikius gleam to wear, 

I tldnk that INre a oertain 0 ^ 

Ibr aUi^ pain you endure--^ 


SYNTAX. 

** 0 tell me—” 

MBS. WOBTHT. 

“ Moke another Tour. 
And when you’ve made it you shall 
write it; 

The world. I’ll wagor, will not slight 
it; 

For where’s the oit^gwhere’s the town, 
Whioh is not full of your renown ? 
Nay, Buoh is yonr establish’d name, 
So universal is your fame. 

That Dunces, though to dulnoss 
doom’d, 

Have with a Dunce’s art presum’d, 
To pass their silly tales and tours, 
And other idle trash, for Yours. 

’Tis true, you now no longer want 
What in your former Tour was scant : 
You now a pow’rful pen may wield, 
Your venerable name to ohield. 

And drive the Braggarts finim the 
field. 

Another oirouit you diall roam, 

And bring youroldoontentmsnthome: 
Nay who can tell, to sweeten life. 
You may bring home another wife. 
In yonr long journey you may see 
Some virgin fair or widow’d die, 
Some pleasing dame at liberfy. 

Who would her weary freedom give, 
With youin Hymen’s bonds to live 
And, if 1 do not greatly err 
From my own sex’s ehnaoter, 

Do you, my friend, but wkj to her 
Such things, and in the same degree^ 
As you to-night have said to me, 
—Aye, if die had ten dwmaad pound, 
I would in penalties be bowdl, 

To hold mysdf a fixtqie dmnib, 

Nor djpedc te frill time asailsi to 
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(A pnnishment which well yon know 
No woman thinks to nndergo,) 

If the fair lady does not yidd, 

And leave you victor of ihe field ; 
And if young Cupid, firom his quiver, 
Had dntwn a dart and pierc’d her 
liver : — 

For some have said, as yon can prove, 
Tho liver is a scat of love.” 

— She thought she’d gone too far, but 
now 

The Doctor made a gracious bow. 

As if the thought his gnef beguil’d. 
The sod man for the first time smil’d ; 
For the first time receiv’d relief 
Since he became a ^ve to grief. 
—She seiz'd the moment, to pursue 
The object which she had in view, i 
When beok’ning her dear girl, she 
said, 

** Now let your music be display’d ; 
We’ve talked enough, and now we’ll 
try 

What con be done by harmony. 

Flay the Dead March in Saul, my dear. 
It may the Doctor’s spirit cheer ; 
Perhaps his instrument may join, 

And aid the symidiony divine.” 
Syntax now fidtthewdl-aim’d stroke, 
And saw he must partake the joke. 

** Some livdier air,” he mildly said, 

** And, Madam, you diall be obey’d.” 
—The fiddle oame, th’ teoording 
■trings 

Besonaded wliOe lUria singB, 

And, waken’d by th’ iaqnring strain, 
He now lock’d like himsdf again. 
—The supper oame, th^ load^ plate 
Simi vanish’d where the Doctor sate, 
And hf the gra^hlhev’iage cheer’d, 
Tb his bhamiPdfrS^indi itiooaappoar’d, 
While deep grief had taken fi4^ 

That he had fimnd his ifpatito. 


Worthy, was more than pleat'd to 
eee 

The air of calm hilarity, 

Which did, though in a chasten’d 
smile. 

His fnend’s pale, woe-worn face be- 
guile; 

And that his wife’s resistless art 
Had so contriv’d it, to impart 
A comfort to th’ afHcted heart. 

But, ere they sought the hofrtofrost. 
Once more his thoughts he thus ex- 
press’d, 

« Doctor, I almost crack’d my brain 
To calm your sorrow, but in vain ; 
While that sweet Angel’s words oon- 
trive 

To bid your former peace revive ; 

0 how I shall rqjoioe to see 
Her guide your present destiny I 
So that her conquest you lemain. 

Bo that she holds the aUken sain, 

And that you promise to obey 
Her wise and her indulgent sway, 

1 will acknowledge it my pride 
That she should be yoitr only guide, 
While I, subservient to her al^, 
Will aid your yielding to her will: 
And, as throughlife’s myiteriousboar, 
I have so long obey’d her pew’r, 

A pow*! that never fkil’d to hkai. 
And stamp my days with hqgpin^ 
She still ahall gni^ my future 
My firilend, inymistreos,andmjw^ 
i — If then by my ezperienee tan^ 
Theee truths udthin your mind are 
wrought^ 

If you your pr esent stato ptspSBS 
To he sohmittod to her oaie, 

Her anxious firiandihip wfll ensme 
For all your giisfii a apsady eure. 
—You’vsnowhsgm to ba ni sh en ri siw, 
And whan we mast again to-msimri 
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The scheme propos’d inll he arrang’d : 
Your Tiews, your fsnoieB shall be 
chang’d ; 

And though, my friend, when yon 
dq^art, 

GruTe thoughts may press upon your 
heart; 

The Tarious scenes of social life, 

The world, and its amusing strife, 
Th* enliy’ning sunddne that attends 
The joyous looks of joyful Mends : 
The promis’d hope that added fame, 
Will give new honour to your name, 
'While you consign to Folly’s doom, 
Each IHmoe who did that name as- 
sume ; [powers, 

With Eeason’s strong, reflecting 
Will bring past joy to present hours. 
Thus not a trouble diall bestride 
The active steed on which you ride: 
And when our Yioar comes again 
T’ embrace his Mends at Sommeb- 
DBN, 

We shall onr fanner Syntax find him, 
With all his troubles left bdiind him. 
But whom, pwhapB, our BoVrend 
Sage 

May bring to grace the Vicarage, 

If ought ^ brings, why we must leave 
For time and furtune to achieve. 
CQcq^ on the thought, and when you 
wake, 

May your chang’d heart no longer 

a^ 

Whila flmreaolveB,hy truth eiQoln’d, 
Ohm the lost vigour to your mind.” 

Es bow'd assent^ as Worthy spoke, 
Then mi^t his h^, Wt never woko 
TOl^thia next moni, the constant bell 
Bid ths knoim hour of breakihst 
And vrim the pleateona meal waa 
dm 

Tb« Boater amilii^ thim hc^ 


“ So many reasons bave been given, 
As true as if inspir’d by Heaven, 

I should be senseless as the dead. 
Nay, after what my Mends have 
said, 

Shonld 1 not think the project fit;— 
Therefore obedient 1 submit. 

But then the how, the when, the where 
Will coll for your immediate care. 
All things are dis^d as well you 
know, 

For ’tie to you that ohange I owe, 
Since my last, doubtful long ooroer, 
With Heaven’s goodness brought me 
here. 

For now I have my pnrse well lin’d, 
Nor doth a fear assail my mind: 

I’ll diape my journey as I please, 
Consult my humour and my ease. 
Assur’d that wheresoe’er I roam, 

I have an enviable home. 

Where on my ev’ry witii attends 
The best of Beings and of Friends. 
The course, the means, I must pnrsue, 
I leave suhmisBively to you. 

Equip me, as to mode and measure, 
According to your Mendly pleasure.' 
I’ll in equestrian order move, 

Or guide the reins, as you approve : 
But if it be my lot to ride, 

Another Gbizzlb pray provide ; 

If sndh another can found 
Within the ample oountcy round.” 
Two years, alas I wore gone and 
past, 

Binoa frithftil GxisalB breatii’d bar 
last, 

Sinoe that invaluable oroatnre 
Had paid the ««■*««« debtto natmti 
She who had aeea the battle raga^ 
Esoap’d to reach a geqd old age; 

She whb had heard theboftfle*adl% 
Now alaepa to animonarisd 
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For omrier none had been allow’d. 


To touch the ddn that's now her 
ahrond. 

’Tis true, indeed, it had been scor’d. 
By the rode force of slashing sword ; 
But then the sloshing was in front, 
Where Honour writes its name upon’t; 
Though to the flowing tail and ears, 
Thefates ’tisknownappliedthe shears, 
In guise of wicked villagers. 

Whether on bam-door ^ey remain. 
The sport of sunshine and of rein. 

Or whether time has bid them rot, 
The Muse knows not or has forgot. 

A rising mound points out her grave, 
The cropping sheep its verdure shave ; j 
The cypress at the foot is seen. 
Array’d in mournful evergreen ; 
While the green willow’s branches | 
spread 

Their drooping foliage at the head ; 
And drizzle’s name, ten times a day. 
Is sigh’d by all who pass that way. 

** The chestnut mare,” ’Squire 
Worthy said, 

** Shall lead the journeying cavalcade. 
Phillib, the ambUng palfrey’s name, 
l£ay whilom equal Grizzle’s fame ; j 
For though die ne’er engag’d in war I 
Kor felt the honour of a soar. 

Yet die has oft Maria borne, [thorn. 
O’er hill and dale, through brake and 
A load more honourable fer, 

Ihana fet^ bluit^ring Trumpeter, 
And muoh more flt in graoeful ease, 
To bear thsi miniater of peaoe ; 

For new ’tie to your station due, 

Aa your purpos’d Tour pursue, 

In better flgn to appear, 

Than nhen ypn flatwirawdeom’d 
hmew 

Bosldes you dudl not go okne, 

A tilot numt you jouawy oroiKB, 


'3S 

And it is Madam’s well-jndged plan. 
That Pat diall be your liVried man. 
Patrick has in the army been, 

And that has taught hi^ to he oleen ; 
While to obedience nothing lolh. 

To do what a good servant doth. 

He has been us’d to ev’ry trim, 

And nothing comes amiss to him. 

A pleasant, honest, faithful oreatuxe, 
As e’er was form’d by willing nature ; 
Of travelling troubles hewillease you, 
And by his droll’ry sometimes phmso 
you. 

While he indulg’d his native ohat, 
We all have jok’d and laughed with 
Pat. 

With a kind, friendly heart endued, 
The fellow’s always doing good, 

And with his free and ad^ labour 
He oft assists his helpless neighbour. 
This anxious lady, Sir, and 1 
Shall see yon go with smiling eye, 

If yon have Patrick fer your guard; 
Nor shall he fail of due reward. 
PC7NCH, a good, usefhl, aotiva hack, 
Shall trot with Patrick on hia back ; 
And all your chattels, wear and tear. 
That hack, withoutaitinee, will bear.” 
— The Doctor gently bow’d asaent, 
And kisa’d hia hand in oonq^liment, 
But could not quite disguise a smile 
Which did a lurking joke beguile: ' 
Patrick’s he thought a curious doenn, 
Which turn’d a pavior to a groom. 
Patrick waa sought and soon waa 
told 

In what new rank he waa enroll’d. 
And that the Doetor and the ’flquim 
EBa Inotant preienee did require. 

Pat ehudded, and without deligr, 
Hasten’d ikasnmmona to eboy* [wmd 
But Mato, who, feom aome awkwmd 
Whkkdbo^hy ehttcsb hadoqmfe^^ 
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BttBpeoting, but yot not well knowing, 
About what errand he was going ; 
Thought, as a wife, it was but fair, 
Whate’er the boon — thafcboon to share. 
—She follow’d, though of doubts 
poBsost ; 

A baby slumber’d on her breast, 
While, in eachhaud, she hold another, 
A chubby ristor and a brother 
Pat come and bow’d, strok’d back his 
And stood wiLli military air, [hair, 
Wkile he attention’s look display’d 
As ho was wont on war’s parade. 

The Doctor first the sUenoo broke. — 
« I’ve sometimes, Fat, let loose a joke, 
As well, I’m sure you don’t forget. 
When we, by any ohanoe have met ; 
But as you well may guess the reason 
’Tis not just now a joking season. 

1 sm about to travel far. 

And much 1 want th’ attending care 
Of some bold, active, steady spirit. 
Which does those qualities inherit, 
At once both duteous, kind and fer- 
vent, [vant : 

Which form the good and fisithful ser- 
if these you have, you diall attend 
My journey as an humble friend. 
The’SquireandMadamwithone voice, 
Haveurg’d me to make you my choice. 
What say youP” Patrick look’d to- 
wards Heaven, 

And thus his warm reply was given. 
** I’veserv’d my king and country too; 
And now, with all obedknee due. 
Tour Honour’s Bev’renoe I’ll attend. 
To this rotmd world’s remotest end ; 
And do whate’er yon dull require 
By day or night,— in flood or fire, 
Onhmor^ot, ’tie all the same, 
Ton ne’er diall eay thatPat’stohlaaie. 
Fvesarv’da Chipt^ eevenlengyeati. 
And when he MU 1 know my tears 


Mix’d withtheblood that flow’d around 
When he receiv’d his fatal wound. 
Tour Honours, you may take my word. 
He was as brave as his drawn sword. 
Which to the army was well known 
Had often split a Frenchman’s crown ; 
And was a kind and gen’rous master, 
Until he met with this disaster. 

I would have died, Heav’n knows, to 
save him : 

That fatal morn he bidihe shave him ; 
I’ve got the razor all forlorn 
With which his dyingbeard was shorn, 
Vnd when, well set, why it shall thin 
Whene’er you please, your Honour’s 
chin. 

Oh he'd be glad, with justioe due. 

To say oil 1 have said is true. 

But he sleeps on a foreign plain, 

Nor e’er will wag his tongue again. 
Oh, he was good as he was brave. 
And as I have a soul to save, 

His bosom never felt a fear 
When trumpets did to battle cheer 
You may believe what I have said ; 
Nor will his soul e’er be a&aid. 

When the last Trumpet bids array 
The Quick and Dead, at Judgment- 
day. 

I am no scholar, but I know 
That good works joy, and evil woe, 
As Sunday last, the Doctor’s text 
Told us, in this world and the next.” 
—Atransientsenseof mirth was caoa’d 
By the lastwords, whenPatridepaus^d. 
But,” said the ’Squire, upon my 
lifs, 

We must enquire of Patritik’e wifli 
Whether it may not lorely gtieve her, 
Uherdear, Mthfalmate iMkl leave 

her.”— 

She pasttd her hand elte eye^ 
And time die venWd te 
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** Paf B talk may moko yon Oentiy 
lough, 

But ’tiB too graTO for me by hal£ 
Pray, what proTuicni diall I have. 
When he ia gone and cannot pave P 
And if pleaae Heayen that he should 
Who will maintain my family P [die. 
When 1 haye nought to out and carve, 
Why I and all my babeB mnat Btaryc!” 
—“Hold your tongue, Kate,*’ the 
payior aaid, 

** I’ve got a far, far better trade : 
Paving farewell ! ’tie now my plan 
To serve a rov’rend Gentleman. 

I love you, wife, with all my hoart. 
But now and then ’tie good to part. 
And then 'tis joy, almost to pain, 
When we are call’d to meet again. 
And should I pass through Heaven’s 
gate, [Fate, 

Kay, ahould his Bev’rence 3 deld to 
’Squire Worthy will take care of Kate. 
And for my mailing babes, God bless 
’em; [’em; 

Madam will give them dothes to dress 
And ftith, my girl, Fd swear and vow 
She’d keep them fat as they are now ; 
And who dofh know by Heav’n’s good 
grace 

Some honest man may take my place ; 
Thm^s oomfiDr^ Kate, and you may 
Aa well as when 1 was alive, [thrive 
Kate, woriAy takes noughtamisa, 

Kor iFer aajm No^when 1 say Yes. 

It was a lit^a matter, that, 

Which waa agreed and Pat, 

▲ little achcM to keep off strife, 
When the ehmeh made ua man and 
wifi: 

8eM(fb%teaMrii^ 

Tear SoaiifBi’a widma ere cbey’d ; 
Aaff now fufinll, piek^ajEe end 


All that I have, my lifi and aoal, 

I Bulgeot to your kind control : 

’Twill be my study to fhlfil, [will ; 
Both day and night yonr Hononr’B 
Kor dan^,nor diatresa diall flndyoo. 
While I am jogging on bdiind you. 
—The ’Squire may trust to my kind 
oare, 

The grey hade and the diestnnt maxa, 
They are old friends, I’ve know them 
long, 

And woe to him that does them wrong. 
Kay, diould 1 any ostler meet 
That did them of thoir supper cheat, 
The fellow’s teeth vronld be in danger, 
Forfaith, I’d makebim eat tfaemanger, 
I’ve often seen my Lady there, 

Bide Phillis with a gallant air; 

And sddom did she fsil to banter, 

As she pass’d by me on a eanter. 

And if it doth on me depend, 
Where’er our destin’d way may tend, 
His Bev’renoe, Pat, the Man and 
Hack, [back.” 

Shall all look wdl when th^ oome 
Thus all the parties seem’d wdl 
j^eaa’d: 

The Doctor of his sorrow cas’d. 
Look’d forward tow’zds the destin’d 
Tonr 

To generate a perfect onre. [ceaa, 
That their adieme promie’d ntohaiie- 
Afforded reel hi^pineia [sign’d it^ 
To thoae kind hearts whe flist de- 
And to HMv’a’p' beat ca n n dg mdifc 
—By village tailor, in a eraek, 
Patrick was dad in suit of blade; 
Bnt while allay’d in inlgr ooat, 

From hia new hot was aen to float 
Themonningenva; he had the art 
To 

Zfai ^ riHifa jidha; 
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Bni lie prob’d all thdr eiiTj yain, 

For frifh, lie jok’d and jeer’d again, 
iithoiigh it lather eeem’d to grieve 
H lier, [her, 

That he had thua resolv’d to leave 
Kate still was pleas’d her Pat to see 
Dreee’d ont with such gentility ; 

And ea she did his figure scan, 

Bwoee he looked like a gentleman. 
Bat Pat had bus’ness still in view, 
Ere the time came to say adieu. 

He, with a stone, was hid to pave 
The length and breadth of Madam’s 
grave, 

To guard it round with verdant sod, 
And break to dust each dumsy dod, 
'Till ddlM mason could prepare, 
Beneath affection’s mournful care, 

A fond memorial to raise 
Of tender grief, and faithful praise. 

Kow, ere a busy week was gone. 
The steeds in full caparison 
Appear’d, with all their trav’UIng 
state, 

Before the Tioar’s crowded gate. 
^Pat, who had left Amen to lead 
The Doctor’s gay and sprightly steed, 


Receiv’d his children to be bless’d : 
Some laugh’d at Pat, and some ad« 
mir’d, 

But all shook hands till he was tir’d : 
Some grinn’d, and some few wip’d an 
©ye. 

As if they were dispos’d to cry ; 

But he exclaim’d their grief was vain, 
For he ^ould soon ganid back again ; 
And as for sorrow, ’twas a folly : 

The Devil alone was melancholy ; 

For the curs’d scoundrel, sour with sin, 
Gould ne’er with joy presume to grin. 
Then told the laugWs not to cry. 
And went off whistling lullaby. 

Syntax, now with a solemn grace. 
Gave his best friends a warm embrace ; 
When many a kind adieu return’d, 
The wish with which their bosoms 
burn’d, [send him, 

— That ev’ry good whi<dx Heav’n could 
That no misfortune diould attend him, 
Each rustic bosom did prepare 
And utter’d, as a cordial prayer I 
^Thus the good man, at early day, 
PMoeded on, his destin’d way. 


CANTO XXVIIL 


^jpHB nuttniag niil’d, the beaming 

Of Flwslms made aU nature gay : 
9«e iNoi the lAke’s expansive flood, 
A^ many a g«#B rt^yr woo’d 
Tim nm that r^ed o’er Ihe deep, 
If or wmdfl aileiir the mve to 
Tim inouMbs cWag rn^ 
flOmir^iflMf mria somnititiptidth 
•Ml 


While brandling oaks, the ferei^i 
pride, 

Hung down and doth’d dmir diaggy 
dde. 


The eatde wander d«r the mead, 

The floda all the wood^ddie feed, 
The brook flewannitmiiring ahnig^ 
The grove ia vooal by dm long 
WidiidtiohktadnitBmdodii^^ 
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At mienrals the distant roar 
Of water-ftdl, that tamblea o*6r 
The craggy brow, delights the eye 
And ear, with rude variety. 

For these alone, what labour diows, 
And does by rural toil disclose, 

To aid the picture nature gives, 

By which in some new form she lives ; 
While art, by active life refin’d. 
Improves that picture in the mind ; 
And thus, with blended objects 
fraught, 

Unites the sense to solid thought. 

The husbandman’s attentive toil 
Turns with his plough th’ expecting 
soil, — 

And now, with no unsparing hand, 
The grain he scatters o’er the land. 
The yellow harvest next appears. 
With lofty stem and loaded ears ; 
The bam capacious then receives 
Th’ abundant loads which labour 
gives ; [shown, 

And thus each sceno of nataio’s 
With varying beauties not her own. 
How does the fisher's boat awake,^ 
The dulness of the dormant lake ! 
While aided by the gentle gale. 
Trade guides her barge with swelling 
soil: 

Or dboaid the bath of pleasure skim 
The water e^er with gallant trim. 
While oars ^ dathing measure swsq» 
11m yMdiag^ bosom of the de^, 
tfhat intereo|^ as th^ intervene, 
Bash gives toev’iy ohanaing sesng. 
The woggon with itspond’rous load, 
That gffttds to dust the beaten read ; 
The trav*llan who throughout Ae day 
In varfaua gniae pursue their w^ ; 

TbaiHUahddiUaod ballot 


The diatter’d oaatle’s lof^ tower. 
The former seat of lordly power ; 

The ivied arch by river’e side, 

The sad remains of cldster’d pride ; 
The smoke that rises o’er the trees 
And onrls obedient to the breeze ; 
The bridge that many an ago has stood 
And stretch’d its arch across the flood; 
The village spire, but dimly seen ; 
The straw-roof’d oot upon the green. 
With spreadingvinebemantled o’er,— 
The children gazing firom the door, 
And homely peasants as they ply 
The various calls of industry : 

These, and how many more combine 
To aid fair Nature’s rude design ; — 
But they defy so weak a mnse as mine. 
Such are the forma which Faniy gives. 
By which e’en Fancy amiles and lives. 
Such were the thoughts which Na- 
ture’s charm 

With every varying beauty warm, 
Did, as be gaz’d around, suggest, 

To the good Doctor’s pensive bre^ s 
For though he thought the plan pun- 
su’d. 

Was haply fionn’d to do hba good, 
Yet still he felt that mueh MBudn’d 
Before his core would bo obtain’d. 
But though he fiuled not to obey 
The Power that gives and tskoi away. 
Whose perfset wisdom’s losn to maa* 
sure [tmi^ 

Han’s boom and fixrtniiei at ill plHH 
Yet he ne’er vainly atrova to atid 
ffis heart, and bid it not to IM, 

But ysslded to what Heaven th^hl 
fit,- 

To aigh, to lofiuw, and submit 
For oomfiirt ha woiild ni^ar 
To what ia call’d PbHoaopliy} 

He did net teat Ui hopae on aadb^ 

On any alm^glh of 'auvtal bfA» 
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Ko, all Ilia hopaa lie atrore to raiae 
Where aagela wonder aa they gaze. 
— ^Thoa he rode on, but now and then 
He tnm*d to look t’ ward Sommerden. 
At length the apire, with aunbeama 
bright, 

Began to Icasen in his sight. 

But when it vanish’d from his view, 
He heav’d a sigh, ond pensive grew ; 
Kor till snocessivo beauties rose. 
Which splendid nature did disclose 
To oharm his eye, to wann his heart, 
And make him think upon his art, 
Had he hia gloomy care resign’d, 

Or call’d a smile into his mind. 

But natore on hia fancy wrought, 
And chang’d the tenor of his thought ; 
While his keen, contemplating eye 
Trac’d and retrac’d the acenery, — 
And pietore after picture true 
To all he saw his fancy drew. 

Thus, aa the Sage pursued hia way. 
He bid hia mind the scene survey. 
And as the ICuae may now conjecture. 
Bead to himself a kind of lecture 
On nature’s diarms, and how, by art, 
He eould the picturesque impart, 

As he had oftw done before, 

When journeying on his former Tour ; 
Whidi this same Muse, a tdl-tale 
drab, 

On a past page has daz’d to blab : — 
And aa he felt ’twould ease his pain. 
He now would try to do again. 

And heighiennatuze’s varying feature 
By addh^ many a living creature ,* 
Tm eatitog to immediate use 
Whirt time destroys end men produce. 
i^Thnsi timc^ts, impress’d uponhu 
aslnd 

To tnim mniiiigs mud! inclin’d, 
BuUotsd aB lAost ifaws of nature 
In pmfaa of tiiiSlr fUldime Grm 


And from his contemplative mood 
Which all his love of talk withstood, 
He suddenly the silence broke, 

And thus with solemn air he spoke : 
— ^Father of good,— Almighty power I 
Who, at Creation’s wond’rous hour. 
Didst call from Chaos into birth 
This goodly scene of things — the 
Barth, 

Man’s state of triUi^s sure way 
And passage to eternal day I 
But ’tis not now 1 shall assign 
The goodness of ihy power divine, 

In forming the benignant plan 
To suit the oharaoter of man 
Hor shall 1 bid my thoughts explore 
The d^th of metephysio lore, 

To prove in erring reason’s spite, 
That whatsoever is, is right : 

I leave that to refleotion’s power, 

In piety’s more aacred hour. 

When ’tis my duty to impart 
Tmth’edootrme to the doubtingheart. 
Here, I must own, whate’er I see, ’ 
The scenes aronnd me preach to me : 
Eaoh brook and rook, as Bhakespeaze 
says, 

(The Bard enhlime of former days,) 
Excites the tongue to grateful praise. 
Can 1 view nature’s grand dismay 
Thus brightening in tiie aunny zmy, 
That now the puzzled light regales 
With interoha^ of hills and dales; 
The silver lake, and mriiiiig flood, 
The verdant lawn, and pendent wood 
Which, softly touch’d or boldly 
wrought^ 

Delight or elevato the thought^ 
Without receiving through the eyi^ 
The moral aanaibUity 
Withoutay liaCMag, Ihamgh tM 

T. q^U iii 
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These call me, as mj yiew’s pmsu’d, 
To i)raiBO the Author of all good ; 

For good the ^nd’ring mind may 
traoB 

In the vast fields of endless space; 
£*on good, refleotion’s eye may see 
In ev’ry leaf, on ev’ry tree ; 

In (Y*ry blade of grass that’s seen 
To obthe theearth withyesture green; 
In oaks that form the dyio wreath. 

Or the wild rose that blooms beneatii ; 
In the steep rook’s sti^endons brow. 
Or the grey moss that dings bdow. 
These are thy works, Parent of good t 
Thus fdt, thus seen, thus understood. 
They walu th’ enliy'ning gratitude 
That, thus directed, is combin’d 
With the first yirtues of the mind ! 
How muoh I thank a parent’s oare 
Which, while he did his ohild prepare 
With pregnant seeds of elassio lore, 
And op’d fair learning’s yarious store, 
With all of sdenoe and of knowledge, 
That could be taught in school and 
college; 

Yet Bufihr’d art to guide my hand, 
And the free pencil’s power command. 
Thus I possess the dcill to trace 
And call to yiSw the hidden grace, 
The secret beauty that no eye, 
Untaught by art, can e’er descry ; 
That bids th’ enquiring mind explore 
Things dimly seen or gilded o'er. 
And whkh^fr sewroe had known before. 
HcAightfiilait! e’en plenty stor’d. 
From friendly hand, my ^ly board, 
Whito 91-paid labonr did dis^ 
Knowledge to boys i^aniat their will ; 
Thoogh 1 eow^ jum nib on ty t^^ 
[»c: 

AaAftyte €h^id.^*kMr pwwlt- 
to do 9iod I vwaiMtwffliiig, 
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Bid in my eoanty purse appear 
To purchase sorrow’s fallfrig tear : 
Yes, thou didstnatare’Bsocnesportrayi 
And xUy heart grew like nature gay. 
Delightful arti that through the eye 
Didst oft my drooping mind snpply 
With images, whoso beauty’s power 
Gave pleasure to the passixig hour I 
Thou bad’st me hope that time would 
bring 

A better fortune on its wing ! 

Hope was fulfill’d, and Fortune came, 
Nor withoutsome small ahaieof Fame* 
Urns, by transoendent Nature fir’d 
By loye of Pictdbesqub inspir’d, 
Through these blest soenes 1 sought 
to roam, 

Where Fortunegaye mypresenthomo; 
And where, though umwlenting fate 
Haa robb’d me of my darling mate, 
Yet while lamenting what I’ye lost| 

I still have much of good to boast, 
And for that good my gratefrd heart 
Must bless Thee, thou delightfril art t 
-~He paus’d, and ere he apoke again, 
Patrick exoUim’d, ** Amen, Amen.” 
The Doctor quickly turn’d around, 
Scar’d at the unexpooted sonn^ 
<*And please your Bey’renoe,” Pat 
then said, [l^y’d! 

« 0 the fine prayer that you bayo 
For sure, on honehack, ne^er was 
heard 

Such pious words to Heayen prefsTrid, 
And many would he hard put to’t 
To Bay auoh fine things e^en on fbot : 
So faith, and ptoase you, Sir, I thought 
It did not fiiidi as it on^ ; 

For though wo are not in a chunli, 

I would not leayo it in the IqmIis 
Thus when your ptay’r was dan^ 1 

lilw a goei (Witiaa, ffdd 
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The Dootor tam’d his head aside 
To hide a smile, and fhns replied : 
Ne’er mind, my friend, whate’er is 
meant 

With honest zeal and good intent, 
Beqnires not, in calm reason’s eye, 

Or pardon or apology. 

But still you need not silence break. 
Unless th’ occasion bids you speak ; 
Unless my words, as they transpire, 
A needful answer may require. 
Sometimes my bosom’s senate sits 
In silent thought, nor then admits 
A single word its force to try, 

And mtfle my tranquillity. 
—Howstrangethis custom may appear 
To others, I nor know nor care ; 

But ofb 1 fs^ a pleasing joy 
When thus I do an hour employ. 
When thus, with bold ideas fraught, 
I clothe with words my secret 
thought : 

Nor shall I e’er the whim disown 
To give them utt’ranoe when alone. 
So that my words fair virtue please. 
And yield th’ impatient bosom ease.” 

FATEICK. 

“ An’ please you. Sir, at early hour. 
When I’ve b^ working near the 
tower. 

To ^ooe a tomb-stone on the head 
Of one. Heaven save him, who is 
de^ 

Fve seen yon o’er the churchyard 
come, 

Talking as hmd as any dram ; 
Semetimea, aa if in angry rage, 
like Bliyiiieii acting on a ctage : 

At othera, yon ao alowly walk, 

That I conld only oee you talk.” 
Again the Doofeor wav’d hia hand, 
Pal 'gas at oommand* 


« Pve one word more,” the Doctor 
said, 

** And 1 expect to be obey’d. 
Whatever yon may see me do. 

Keep this oommand in constant view : 
If I ride on nor silenoe break, 

If to myself you hear me speak, 

Let not, I beg, your flippant tongue 
Disturb me as I jog along.” 

Pat bow’d, and hy Jgp teason’s force 
He felt he might disturb disoourse, 
But thought it was a ouiious joke 
To disturb one who never spoke. 
Though hard the task which was as- 
sign’d, 

Patrick was patient and resign’d. 
Blest Contemplation, oft thy power 
Charms and improves the passing 
hour! 

’Tis in that hour the mind receives 
Ihe best impression virtue givos. 

For thus with higher thoughts pre- 
par’d, 

As its instructor and its guard, * 
Ignoble passions ne’er invade 
The bosom thus so saorod made. 
While solemn musings oalm the mind. 
And leave eaohboist’rous care behind. 
Tice, it is trae, o’er orime may brood 
In some dark, dismal solitude. 

Where it may whet the mi^’rona 
knife. 

That threatens some unwary life ; 
There treason may its sehemiM en^loy 
To rob, to rifle, destit^. 

But Cotttspi ]^ ti o n, Hearanly Maid 1 
By calling Tirtoe to its aid, 

Does, with her pow^r benign, eontnl 
Eadh strong emotien of t^ soul : 
Bids eViy mental tenipest' otaie, 

And soothes the bosom into panoa. 

At ilhfr sanm moment, Behest lit ^ 
As if to porlsy, toudi’d lUs 
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But when he saw the waying hand, 
He understood the calm oommand. 
Indeed he had a tale to tell, 

(And muoh his tongue long'd to rebel,) 
Of murther, robbery, and blood. 

At midnight hour, and in a wood. 
Which, though he knew not how or 
why, 

Had just popp’d on his memory : 

For he had oft, in ale-house glory, 
Told this strange terror-striking story; 
And in his own pathotio strain. 

He wish'd to tell it once again, 

But the hand told him 'twas inyain: 
The signal therefore he obey'd, 

To hear what more his master said ; 
Who thus, as he pao'd on at leisure, 
Conyey’d to Pat his further pleasure. 
** All those to whom I’ye long been 
known, 

Hust see I'ye habits of my own, 
Gain’d in the sohtary hour [bower, 
That's pass'd in learning's silent 
And brought to praotioe 'mid the toil 
That oft consumes the midnight oil : 
Th^ know, nor do 1 fear to own, 

I often talk when I’m alone, 

And to myself declaim as loud 
As I were speaking to a crowd. 
Patrick, 1 haye said this before, 

Kor let me say it o'er and o'er ; 

I tell you it would giye me pain. 
Were I to giye these hints again.” 

How, in ^ye, oontemplatiye mood, 
fiyntsaL his beguteous way pursued ; 
Betaohing wifti his olriliy i] 

ProBu this psoud stretch of seeueiy, 
eheacBi parts as ifight dis^y 
^ loadsoope gcaad, or rude, or gay ; 
The q?c«idiQgweod--tlmaw^ 
Bs^endiiigo^er erystal dee^ 

And many a Boif dnidliar 

lOtt iMn aad iitenw^ 
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Sudh aa hia less ambitious art 
To the fisir Aetoh-hook could impart. 
And graphio notices secure, 

To giye these yiews in miniature. 

The natiye beauties that preside 
And form the charms of Ahbleside, 
As they all open’d on the sight. 
Perplex'd the bosom with delight: 

— -I^en Stockgill Foroe, with deaf* 
'ning roar, 

Bid from an height stapendous poor 
Its rudiing streams from unseen souroo 
Impetuous; they their foamingoo^rse, 
Badi’d on from rook to rode, pursnei 
Now hid, now open to the yiew : 
When, many a craggy bottom post. 
They the de^ Eothay reach at last, 

I And, roshing on in bold oareer, 

Gtivo up their wayes to Windericebb. 

At once delighted and amaa'd, 
Syntax now made a pause and g^d| 
Though in his yudts here before, 

This scene his eyes had wander'd o^eVi 
Nay, here his pendl had essay'd. 

And with attentiye pleasure ma^ 
Bold deetches from this yery scene, 
Where, with his neighbours he had 
been; 

While, former knowledge to xensw, 
He thought he now would takes yiew, 
And from his ponbh the dratoh-bods 
drew. 

Thua while his PenoQ he en^ploy'd. 
Ami the rich soene around e^o^d. 
Forth from behind a bulky troo 
As urg’d by omioaify, 

A panon etole with gentle peoe 
And kpen engiiby to hto Am : 

At len^ Im grow a little bddiar. 

And just pe^’d o^er the Deotor’g 
shoulder, 

With a keen, fa w ard ^ to sie 
TheoAntiflf ktotodustiy> 
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Bays Paty ** Unleu you oonrt diBaater, 
You’d better not disturb my master. 
For if you do, — ^you may not dream 
That you’ll go headlong down the 
stream,” 

Syntax now look’d around to see 
'Wliat caus’d Pat’s inoivility. 

Then quickly wav’d his awful hand ; 
And as he dealt forth the command, 
He saw half-scroon’d beside a bush, 
What seem’d a brother of the brush. 
Who ’neath each arm display’dtodiow 
A cumbersome Portfolio: 

And on his dreu, through eVry part, 
Was seen some implement of Art : 
But soon he proV^ without restraint, 
That he could talk as well os paint. 

▲STIST. 

« From what 1 see and doth appear, 
You, Sir, may be a stronger here ; 
And as you now employ your Art, 

I may ooiiie useful hinto import, 

1 am on Artist, would you see 
Art’s finest works, pray oome with 
me. 

You may view aU, if you are willing ; 
The EzMbition coats a shilling ; 

And in this stream Iwouldbe drown’d, 
fihouldyou not think it worthapound. 
Kay, if your means the price supply, 
8u^ as you ohoose, why you may 
buy.” 

Syntax, it seems, had heard before 
Of this same Artis^ (with his store 
Of SketdlieB, Drawings, end Designs, 
Diq^lay’donwalls, and hung on liM,) 
Who doea to rival skill demur, 

And is his own Interpreter. 

So he indulg’d him in his glory, 

AtiH let him enter on his story, 

^As ho tike Sxhildtioa Tiew’dt 
The Aztiri Us diaiKniine pursued. 


ABTIBT. 

« I need not tell you. Sir, that Art 
Demands a power in ev’ry part, 
Which dliould pervade its form and 
feature ; 

And that, aByoumuBtknow,isKATUiiE. 
Say, wherefore does my active eye 
Seize on her various scenery P 
And wherefore is it thus oonfest. 

That I ne’er fail to choose the best? 
— Because I seek ner wheresoe’er 
She WOOS me to her mild and fair ; 
Because when she’s sublimely good. 
She courts me in the wild and rude. 

I ask you where is her abode 
Which by my feet has not been trod P 
The heights, the depths, the falling 
floods, 

The rugged rooks or spreading woods? 
Where, tell me, is th’ Arcadian scene 
With sunshine gay, as em’rald green. 
Where my researches have not been? 
In ril this beauteous country round, 
Ko, not a spot is to be found, 

At orient mom, or ev’ning grey, 
Where I’ve not urg’d my atudioua 
way: 

Where, by a nice experience taught^ 
Eaoh varying, transient tint ia oanght. 
Here clouds upon the mountain rest, 
And sink in inists upon its breast : 
Here the light falls with ailver baam. 
Or the sun glowa with golden gleam. 
There the flood pours its foamy wavs, 
Or various forms in shadow lave. 
And, glimm’iing in the oryatalplaiiii 
In fisinter outline lives again. 

There, where is seen within the glade^ 
The 1 m or greater depth of riiade ; 
Where the thin air eoraueti the eye^ 
Tranqpazent mlzteir, to the ahy ; 

And wheresoe’er tim Tiiyiug Moto 
Aids tim fiiU aggnfito d 
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If 7 Art oaa dip the pencil in it 
And fix the beanty of the minute. 
—Henoemy superior works, andhenoe 
In Art I claim pre-eminence. 
—There are jour Artists, who, in 
town. 

From gaudy daubs expect renown ; 
Whose rank true taste will ne’er pre- 
fer 

To that of an Upholsterer 

Kor docs their utmost stretch of art 

Excel the Paper-stainer’s part ; 

They do not liature’s works pursue, 
As 1 with patient labour do. [ridge 
They may from some steep war^ou&e 
Sketch waterfalls at London Bridge; 
Or study the transparent waTe 
That does the grassy meadows layc. 
Where the New River’s lagging on 
Through the bright scene of Islington. 
They let their wearied penoiLbreatho, 
From crowded choioe, on Hampstead 
Heath, 

Or leaning ’gainst a stunted oak, 
Make bright designs of London smoke : 
They are in tints so mild and mellow, 
May mark out sunbeams red and 
yellow, 

And study foliage from a rood, 

Or a score yards of underwood ! 

Then tiieir big minds with mountains 
fill, 

By views of Hamrw on the Hill; 
And catch, from the New Bead so 
etraigliti 

ThePietinesqueof Turnpike Omtel 
There's Hyde Park,.tQo^ the cham- 
in^ 

Aad turn ih. wfV'tWTiiif liM^ 
Ako^flw itni^At'lMuik’dSeipanliiM, 
ICIhm, vidi tiMir pmdb on 4^ 
lov to ]iii^ fm to kir. 


t4j 

And fhncy hills, as they stroll on 
The level walks of Kensington ; 
Where, though it loyal bosoms shook, 
They tom the Palace to a Book. 

Some will the Picturesque beseech 
To aid the view of Ghcdsea-Beaoh ; 
But, left by Genius in the lurch. 

Can only reach to Chelsea Church. 
Then, as it were, to crown thewhole, 
To fill the view and charm the soul, 
Bow proudly they let loose their eye. 
From St. Paul’s golden gallery, 

To view the vast horizon round 
That half-a-dozen miles may bound. 
— These glorious Artists of ^e Town, 
Will dub expenses to come down, 
Tho boast of Nature here to see, 

And slyly borrow Art from me. 

Yes, I have often seen them smile, 
Their fruitless envy to beguile. 

—But now pray turn your eye to sec 
What hangs on lines fiW tree to tree I 
They are my works whidi 1 display 
In the full air of open day ; 

And though expos’d to sun and sky^ . 
My Cdonrs, Sir, will new fly.” 

STWTAX. 

” Upon my word, you make me 
stare, 

And 1 most solemnly deolaxe, 

I thought them linen that yon wear ; 
Your shirts and shifts hung out to dry 
In wadterwoman’s f^mmstiy.” 

ABTUT. 

» Not one B. A. has got the gift 
To make him sndi a wUrt or shift : 
They’re flrst-rate works that deck the 
line, [um 0 f 

’Twis this hand drew tliMi, they am 
I And I de^am amoag them all, 

That cash ia an Oii^naL” 


ID 
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SYNTAX. 

’Tis not for me to oontrorert 
'What you bo boldly do asBort ; 

But aa my eye these drawings strike 
They, my good, friend, are hU alike. 
You cannot wish the truth to smother, 
That they are copies of eaoh other : 

If BO, why, Burely, he who calls 
These copied works. Originals, 

Gives such a meaning to the word, 

1 as a scholar never heard.’’ 

ABTIBT. 

“ 1 1^ yon, if the copies prove, 
(Kor does my understanding rove,) 
True both in tint and touch and line, 
To the original design, 

And copied by the self-same hand 
That does my pencil’s power command. 
Those Drawings, must to Critic eye, 
Share in the Originality ; 

And bo the number what they may. 
If they unerring truth display, 

I say, in spite of envy’s brawls, 

That th^ are ALL Originals.” 

SYNTAX. 

* * At least, I think it mustbeknown, 
That Mr. Artist, you are one.” 

By those keen fandes render’d gay. 
Syntax proceeded on his way. 

At length, a beauteous place of rest, 
Lowood, receives the trav’Uing guest 
And here he found a two-fold treat ; 
Hungry, he relidi’d what he eat ; 
*While Nature did his bosom cheer, 
As he gUno'd over Windermere. 

The humbler views that dedc’d the 
Lake, 

The hois, the groves, the liunns that 
In bknd^ beauty on the sight, 
He^saa^^t the bold n o u n t aia’s 


Which gave the wond’ious soenes sub* 
lime. 

He sought not, for he had not time, 
And if he had, my simple rhyme 
Would scarce have such a height as- 
sail’d, 

Where far superior hards have fail’d. 

Now Patrick having fed his cattle. 
Brush’d up hisbreakfast with a battle : 
Not such as boxing^eToes try 
To gain the well'^psld tiotory ! 

Or where resentment’s rage fhlfiUing 
Onebloodgivest’otherblood a milling: 
But such as oan be said or sung. 

By that said weapon oall’d a tongue, 
Which he display’d in warlike story, 
That told of brave Old England’s glory I 
— ^Thus he address’d the Idtdien folk ; 
Thus, with extended arm, he spoke. 

PATRICE. 

" Sinoolleft Ireland’s blessed riiore, 
Since I the seas have travail’d o’er, 

O what strange things my eyes have 
Been! 

In what far countries I have been! 
HowPvebeen toas’d and tumbled o^er, 
From land to aea, from sea to ebore ! 
In how mnoh blood my feet have 
wallow'd. 

And what salt-water IhaveowaBow’d! 
What mighty batdeshavebeenfrmght, 
WherePatiiok didnotpasefar nonght! 
How many drumahave I heard rattle 
To Bummon the brave troopeto bettlel 
Howmany tmmpeta I've heard aonnd, 
To oall prenoing eteeda atoimd ; 
To bring the horaemen all together, 
In brasen helms with horae^ludr ftaF 

All in bright uidfbnas ai red [Ml. 
As the warm Uood they aoofr Would 
’Twoidd do you good yim Uhadt 
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to lee a Hniiar how he orope [tops ! 
Ihe Frenohmen’s heads like tiirnip- 
How many swords haye I seen bright, 
Ami glimm’ring in the moniing’s 
light, 

That, ere the noon-tide hour was o’er. 
Were steep'd in blood and dripping 
gore! 

Ton may not, my good friends, con- 
ceive it, 

Or when I’ve spoke may not believe it, 
But this right-hand has cut off heads 
With as mndi ease as now it spreads 
This yielding batter on the toast. 

0 what a heap of lives are lost. 

In all the horrid wear and tear 
Of that same sport which you call war. 
When monarohsfrownandnations jar. 
Arrah, my dears, it does oonfoiind me; 
To think how many fell around me ; 
And that I Patrick riionld appear 
All safe and sound and sitting here. 
Behold those lofty mountains there 
That lift their heads so high in air. 
Which through the glass my eye- 
ai^t sees; 

0 they’re so like the Pyrenees! 
Th^only want the Frenohmen flying, 
Men shontinghere, and thereall dying: 
Bomedeadandwrit’ring in their blood, 
And others floating dtm the flood. 

If th^ were here I should maintain, 
That we were fighting now in Spain: 
Ifth^werehlin^ with half an ^ 
Th^d tall yon so as well as I ! 

And were it, as my heart has told me, 
Ton alnmoQldisrweiiMbflhiddiM 
Kor I at all, at an afraid, 

Or ef the Bfing or the d^ t 
And 1 BOW her^ 1 honest Pat^ 

W^onM mind it attiiemare than that,” 
He SQa0^*d his flngen with an air, 
And ttn (w of hfi ehair. 
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The ostler grinn’d, the oook was 
frighted, 

The barber fond of news, delisted. 
Clos’d his sharp razors drewnear 

To listen with attentive ear. 

But while Pat’s thirsty lips a ssail 
The cup brimful of framing ole, 

A cannon’s lend, obstrq^’rous sound 
Re-echoed all the country roundL 
He started at the warlike roar. 

The goblet fell upon the floor, [door.* 
And he rush’d quickly through the 
Whether it oourage was or frar 
That caus’d the downfall of the beer. 
Or did his quidk-pao’d stride impel. 
The Muse does not pretend to t^ 
But as he did from Erin come. 
Where courage beats the rattling 
drum, [alarms, 

Where, when the trumpet sounds 
Thousands of heroes rush to arms, 

It well becomes us to conceive 
That he did not his breskfrst leave, 
But from that bold and daring spirit 
Which brave Hibemia’s sons iaheril 

The hero hod not frr to run, 

And soon he stood beside the gun. 
Where Syntax, with a enikms eye, 
Guided by Bon^ Philosophy, [vale. 
Explor’d, in thought, eachnrighb’ring 
And watt’d the enrrent of tegale ; 
Measur’d the olgeols all around. 

As they mightch^or qukkansoond; 
And I 7 some ptincipie to find 
This joint eflM of nolle and wind* 
But aeon a more poetie thought 
On hfr inipnnd teey wrooi^ 



OOOTOB 8 TNTAT 8 TOUB 


148* 

—Again the oannon gave its roar 
To every near and dikant shore. 
'Vfhm its mde damour call’d arotmd 
strange, reverberating sonnd, 
Now sinking low, now rising high 
In wonderful variety, 

Of classic images a soore 

Did on the Doctor’s mem’ry pour. 

« Echo,” he cried, ** I know thee 
well; 

Thou dost in rooks and caverns dwell, 
Or where the orag beneath the hill, 
Benews its image in the rill I 
There Ihaveheardthoe, tlicie my song 
Thy ohasten’d notes did oft prolong ; 
60 mUd, so gentle, soft and clear, [earl 
Your voioe has charm’d my list’ning 
A modest nymph, 1 hall your power 
Within my garden’s shady bower, 
But here, by some reverse, grown bold, 
Eoho, thou art an arrant scold ; 

And make the hills and valleys sing 
With thy so wond’rous vapouring I — 
What say you, Patrick, have you any 
Of these same Eohoes at Kilkenny F” 

PATBIOK. 

** Yes, Sir, indeed, enough to shook 
you, [mook you ; 

For Ihilh, they can do nought but 
Nay, if you swear. Sir, by my troth,. 
The Eoho will repeat &e oath : 

^ And if 0 oi Uess you, you ezdaim. 
The Echo will dedare the same. 

Say good or bad, why in a crack 
The ready voioe will give it bade. 
The Eehe whibh you hear at home 
Does iMun the psa^ steeple oome ; 
At kasti so all the people say, 

AtiA I imve heard it many a day: 
Naylhial know, that old Tom White 
Haa heard it ^bboka and neon and 



Since he remembers he oould hear ; 
And he has reach’d his eightieth year. 
Now, after sU, I see no wonder 
When this great gun lets loose its 
thunder: 

The Eoho surely says no more 
Than the great gun has said before, 
In an odd way, 1 own, and stronger, 
While it may lost a little longer. 

But give me such aSl’vo been told, 
Unless poor Pat haa been oajoU’d, 
That when a question is preferr’d, 
Will answer give to every word ; 

— Your Bev’rOnce, I’ve a soldier’s 
thought, 

Could it be into practice brought ; 
’Twould give new strength when 
cannon rattle. 

And aid the mischief of a battle : 

If well ramm’d down and loaded high, 
The gun its shot oould multiply, 

As it oan thus inoroose its soun^, 
What added treat of blood and wounds 
It would inflict by this same powOT, 
In the brisk contest of an hour I 
In all directions balls would fly 
With such unknown variety ; 

The shot would revel in snob plenty, 
One gun would prove as g^ as 
twenty.” 

The Dootor smil’d at the ooneeit: 
Who would not smile at sudi a treat 
Of wond’ring fkney, whidh would ftjn 
Ape reason in poor Patrick’s bmin ; 
While of the list’ning country folk, 
Somo star’d, and oOmrs smelt a joke. 

Now firom the margin of the Lake, 
The traVUers did the^ joumey make 
Towards Bowneis, whsiii 4 t was net 

long 

Before Doctor spied ailifcegi 
A medley troop, that lay at aaas 
Iteaaft « vwd’t iMtorHBf liMii 
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Some dept vpo& the naked ground, 
Withonepoor blanket wrapp’daround; 
Bcaroe ebeltei’d from the open dcy, 
But hj the leaves* green canopy. 
Others awake the slumb’ring fire, 
With weeds, with greenwood, and 
with briar, 

Or watoh the pot with hungry oare, 
That did the mingled food prepare. 
These feed the infant at the breast. 
Or nurse its outcries into rest ; 

While bare-feet children, brisk and 

Amuse the hour in various play : 

And as the aged Crones sat smoking, 
The yoimg were laughing, singing, 
joking. 

But though the scene seem’d to express 
The outward show of wretohedness. 
No visage mark’d that heart-felt oare 
Had taken up its dwelling there. 

WhohavewehereP” theHootororied, 
Pat toooh’dhishat, andthusreplied 

rATBIGX, 

They’re Gipsies, who, at times, 
are found 

In ev’xy part, the oountry round. 

All their strange habits 1 oon tell, 

I know these inind'ring peojde w^ ; 
AaA 1, perhaps, can tell you more, 
Than e’er your Bev’renoe heard be- 
fore: 

For one of iliem moe took a twist 
To quit hh|]Mople and enlist, 

And serv’d, a gallant aoUkr he, 
Infhetiuae oompony with me. 
Thoni^hetiie Gipsy’s life gave o^er, 
Jndk G^psy was the name ^bore^ 
And here it tin poor geUant Jack 
Wap lidd in hattte on hia hack ; 

1 aae him now aa hia death’s wound 

||on blood the aanify ^rognl 


Full often have 1 heard him |^ve 
The hist’iy how these vagraata live. 
From place to plaoe th^’ie aeen to 
roam, 

Nor o’er possess a oonstant home: 
They wander here, they wander there, 
And shew their Uo» eVry where : 
They are all thieves, os it is said^ 
And thus they gain their daily bread. 
When of theif thieving folks complain, 
Away they go,— but oome again : 
And though the people sometimes 
bong ’em, 

I never heard that Jndgea hang ’em. 
They have no trade, nor buy, noraell, 
But when they’re paid wiU fortunes 
toll; 

And 1 have heard they oan deliver 
Such strange things as make pec^le 
shiver. 

Beligion Jaok did ne’er profess, 

Till he had shoulder’d old Brown 
Bess : 

For they ne’er kept a sabbatii day, 
Norare they known to preadhor pray : 
They’re aoid to be to prone to evil, 

Aa to have dealmgi with the BeviL 
That tiie weak bend them to the 
strong, [wrong: 

Is their great scheme of ri^ and 
With them it if a leading ru^ 

^That conning ahonld ontwit tim fool; 
That no one is unjustly treated, 

Who with his open eyes is ehei^ 
They think it folly to peas by 
The tampling opportanity, * 

Widsh chiM mw tiDtor, to obtain 
Wh^’er thair wants may wish to 
gain* 

Hu, Vdd ft Ingnnt li. weD teU. 

1. mrOi ftt iMit tt* ia gaU; 
lad tttfr gnat <w> <■ 

^ttiak, lAiaMlarva^ainajrMlli 
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THifib thib teb iriid 0 m if to 
HowtokMop froBithe lumgmaii’BTeaoh. 
Ko rntmaoiual fitei do they 
With ■olemn, ^hted tovb ob^ : 
Thm jeoloniy, tlwt painfal feoling, 

!• what theie people do not deal in: 
Hbrhare they miudi of that foul jar- 
zing 

Which brings on matrimonial apai- 
zing, 

In whieh, when fooliably enrag’d 
I fear that 1 haye been engag’d. 

— Wheneyer they are on the route 
’Tie wril to keep a good look-out ; 

An orriiardf hen roost, farmer’s yard, 
Will then require a barking guard; 
Besides, they have a watchful eye 
To linen that’s hung out to dry. 

In short, whatever arts they deal in. 
They have a perfect knack of steeling. 
— ^If in those pots I were to peep, 
Perhaps a quarter a sheep, 

A fowl, or something else as good. 
Might sometiiiiM prove they’ve doinly 
food, [no 

Though, in hard times, they’Unot say 
To rats and mice and oarrion crow. 
—There’s not a oomer to be found 
In all Old England’s ample round. 
And Ireland too, where I have be^ 
That these brown vagrants are not 

Kay, I have heard that ih^ areknown 
In countries for beyond our own ; 
Where, wilh Ihefo foztune-tdling a^ 
Theypiaya itrange, mysterious pert 
*Tfo a^ that ihsfo strsoga, gibb’^ 
tongue 

Koes to themeaLves alone bdoiig. 
Indeed, I «fo Ime hattd them apeak, 
But fo my kuhril, fo inight be Greek : 
XtfonttKon^iahfXdeolare;— 

^ HfoiMt Iridh^ thiA ni swear* 


The men are aotivo, atont, and atrang ; 
The women charming, when they’re 
young : [th^ dye, 

Though with atrange art ^eir akin 
Their teeth are white aa ivory : 

And with their hair ao long end jetty, 
Egad, 6ir, they are very pretty : 
their black eyes, Oh I” 


^ Patrick, oeaae 
Yonr nonaenae, and pray hold your 
peace. [o’er, 

Pve heard oil these things o’er and 
But now I’ll know a little more : 

Kor e’er shall find such fit occasion, 
To confer with this vagrant nation.” 
Syntax, who, when a fancy seiz’d 
him, [pleas’d him. 

Which from some flatt’ring impulse 
Bid not with calm, oool reason viewit. 
Whether he riiould or not pursue it; 
But struck at once, without delay. 

To where his fancy led the way : * 
And now he thought that he might 
trace 

Borne hist’ry of this vagrant race ; 
That keen enquiry might obtain 
Wbat had been sought, but sought in 
vaixL 

Then leaving Phillis to the esre 
Of wond’iing Pat, with solemn air 
He walk’d to view the motlqr band, 
And thus address’d them, while bis 
hand 

Wav’d as a signal of eomwind. 

T^ seem’d to i^ve attentive ear 
Bitfuneipeoted words to baas; 

smsx. 

*’la1hflie among you, mm whoce 
A Jmty as|^ 
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Wbo, frontrBdition’f tnaiiir*d itmi 
Can aid my mliea to ox^ore 
Your name, your origin, and why, 

In vagrant li^ormity. 

Ton live with all thoae joys at atrifb, 
Which tend to sweeten human life : 


««« 

theoorioQiteMlpt 

By whidi yon frame the dear-oenght 
It is most strange the various tricdui 
By which yon do the attention fix, 
Not merely of confiding youth, 

Who hear whatever they wish, ae 


Who want and wtetohedness prefer 
To man’s all social character ; 

And while industrious habits give 
The means in honesty to live. 

You breathe in idleness and roam 
Without a house, without a home ? 
What are the means by which you 
thrive, 

Gain health, andkeepyourselvesoliveP 
You are preparing aU to eat ; 

Tell me who thus provides the treat? 
The fear of Gh>d, the love of man 
Do not affect your savage dan ; 

The beadle’s lash, the threats of law, 
Alone can keep your minds in awe; 
While penal chari’nings to evade. 

Is the grand odheme of Gipsy trade. 
Besides, Tm told, with impious art 
Yon the Neonmianoer’s part; 
And e’en pratend with daring eye^ 

To look into friturity: 

Nay , thus prasumptaons, aecm to diow, 
W^ niorUls ware not born to know: 


truth; » 

But e’en of miber minds ondned 
With a calm sense of what is good, 
Which, doubting, half bdieving, try 
I A vagrant’s skill in palmistEy. 

I —Is it by systematic rule, 

Which you all learn in Gipqr school ; 
Or, from the moment’s happy olianoo, 
Yon seise the boon of ignoranoo ? 
These things I fain would hear yon 
In a plain way without a cpdL [tell 
Be candid, then, and no wmSl gains, 
Shall instantly reward your pains.” 
There now came ibrwasd from the 
wood, 

Where he had all attention stood. 
With griasle beard, an aged man. 
Who a^ht be Patriareh of the Gian. 
Hu fime with deepest brown was dy’d, 
A ga^ng wmnan grac’d his side, 
Ai^in qniric tones be thus replisd* 

GIPSY. 


Yet, by qniek tongue and dixewd 
giimsees, 

AndlookseBHv’niag,nBt.browafrees, 
Yon raise frlse hopes and idle fimss 
in the fiicl’e b reas t , and oaU fiprih 
team 


]framthapocrniopa,wliomwhiai^’fing 
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Haintaining stOl ow andent nature, 
In oaitomB, manners, and in feature; 
Speak the some tongue as did supply 
Our words through many a century. 
We all have gone the self-same road, 
Which we believe our fathers trod : 
The self-same customs we pursue. 
Hove on the some, there’s nothing new 
InOipBylife,awand’ringraoe, [place. 
Who know no change hut ohango of 
Ko written rule or law prescribes 
The actions of our roving tribes : 
J^ature’s the mistress we obey, 

Her sportive tricks, the game we play: 
To aU but to her dictates blind, 

We, ever to ourselves confin’d, 

Ne’er mingle in the busy strife, 

The scenes of artificial life : 

To nought but our own int’rest prone. 
We are, good Sir, ourselves alone. 

** Whene’er it is our lot to range. 
We find a never-ceasing change ; 
Manners and fashions, customs, laws, 
From some unknown and secret cause, 
Which is not level to our reason. 
Change with each year, nay with each 
season. 

While we in character and name 
Continue through all times the same. 
From formal rules and fashions free. 
Clad it is true in poverty. 

We’re one self-errant ffu^y. 
like vagrant flocks abroad we roam, 
Onraelvesouroare, the world our home, 
’Tie true we do not ask a priest 
To grace tite matrimonial feast: 

The ehildien may soaiee know their 
motheri 

Nor the youpg sister tdl her brother; 
*But the tad mother’s ne’er beguil’d ; 
She aiwaya knows, her darling obild; 
Bert^haheawUl And their place of rest 
Upon hw haek «r it her breast ; 


And when they growup stout and taU 
They are the children of us all ; 

Nor does the workhouse ever hear 
A Gipsy child claim entrance there. 
Whate’er our lot, whate’er our station, 
Strangers we are in every nation ; 
And though as Gipsies they condemn, 
Wo never borrow ought from them. 
We tread the same path o’er and o’er. 
Which our forefath^^ trod before.” 

SYNTAX. 

“ Do now, I pray, the truth reveal, 
If you don’t borrow, don’t you steal ? 
And as your people stroll along, 

Do they distinguish right from wrong P 
Do they reflect on wrong or right| 

If they can get a dinner by’t P 
Nay, if 3^onr parlies at a lift 
Should chance to take a shirt or shift, 
Ot purloin, as an useful pledge, 

The linen whit’ning on a hedge, 

To mend the rags that hong about ’em. 
Fray, do your ancient onstoms scout 
I And do your younger peoplefeel [’emP 
The elder’s anger when they steal P 
Or do they not receive applause. 
When stealing they evade the laws P 
Say do you not the tribk oommend, 
When you with hurziod tongue pre* 
tend, 

And ready, w^-fSram’d lies, to state, 
Your knowledge of the book of fste; 
And with ftllaoious pramise cheat 
Weak minds to pay ta the deceit P’ 

otfar. 

own. Sir, in tiie Gip^ brood 
That there are bad as wdl aa good: 
But ia not tiiia a.oomiiioB oaaa, 

In ev’xy atate, in ev’iy plaeeP 
And if a Oipaj bvaaka ta W| 

T14 aan no more oaoapa ita paw 
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Than any other irho offimdf 
Againat its objeota and its enda. 

Do we alone then make a tool 
Of thoae who ohooae to play the fool P 
Ko, thia aame trick ia often aeon, 
Where Oipay folk haTe noTer been: 
Where faehion’a yotariea roaort, 

Or midat the aplendonr of a Court : 

Or in the oonflicta of the bar 
Where Lawyerawago their wordy war. 
It ia not Jack, it ia not Joan, 

It ia not humble folka alone. 

Who willing come to try our art. 
And what our knowledge oan impart : 
It ia not the deploring maid 
Whom Tillage Strophon haa betray’d: 
Kor those alone, so lowly bom, [aoom, 
Whom wealth end greatness treat with 
Who to the gipsy’s haunts apply. 

For peeps into futurity. [know, 
•»The heir will come who wants to 
When his rich Dad will pass below : 
Or Miss, when her old aunt shall die, 
Whether a huahand ahe may buy 
With the expected legacy. 

Aye, many of the tonish crowd, 

gay, the gallant, and the proud. 
Nay those who self-conoeited strut, 
Will sometimes seek the Gipsy’s but. 
How often I’ye been call’d to fix 
Attention in a ooaoh and six. 

And where, fbr what my wit has told, 
Myhandhaepft been oroaa’dwith gold. 
Tee, kraly, Ibdr and courtly dames, 
And I OQfold nmntion certain names, 
Hays eoBse to tne dewnd of ctatc 
To bear niy tidinge of IhMr fhtc. 
flttile not» ftr him my art «m ioaa 
Tbit you’re a gruTB aid leamedman, 
Wbokncantlm ieGdd,aadinid& ia 
Must joiwn that wbat I aay is tniAi 
^If aQ, who pliy deceit hr gain, 
Wm fti^d to join the CK^ Ml, 


*53 

The world would diare one common 
hte, 

And thus its fortune I relate ; 

The world would be one Gipsy state. 

** But, after all, how small our gain. 
Expos’d to insult we remoiu, 

A wand’ring perseouted train. 

Still, ’twould be yain for you to guess 
Why olad in seeming wretohedness 
Wo this strange mode of liying choose, 
And all your social good refuse ; 

But that’s a branch of Gipsy art 
That nought will bribe us to impart 
That secret, all which you could pay 
Will neyer tempt us to betray. 

Show me your hand and I will state 
Your fortune and your future fate : 
But, wheresoe’er our bt is thrown. 
We never will unfold onr own.” 

The Doctor from his pooket drew 
His purse, and random lilyer threw ; 
And as his waiting steeds he sought, 
He thus in smiling lilenoe, thought, 

« He never may Imve been at sohod. 
But faith this fdlow is no fbol.” 

Patrick, nnwiUing to be idle, 

As he held Phillis by the hridb, 
With half a score black eyes around 
him, 

Darting theb glances to eonlrand him. 
Thought, whib hu master diose to 
trace 

The luBtory of the Gipqr 
It would be ungeHant, nay wimig, 
Thusto itand etiU end hold hie tongiie^ 
Whiflh, from experienee, ee he knew 
He wae not my ept to do. 

Beeidee, here wae a flt ooeeeioa 
To gretijjf his InelhiatioiL 
Ind^the frorene^tiioii^theeleim 
Is aoie then doubtfel to tile nsnie ; 
For ert^ ee if weD known, 
Dotii^tbefr ddne indsei^bMw^ 
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As a black swan, it would be rare 
To see the laoe of Gipsy fair, [wait 
Wdl then, these brown ones did not 
For him to open the debate ; 

But, hamg gently strok’d his cheek, 
Whioh was, I fear, nor smooth nor 
dadc. 

And dyly chuck’d his bearded chin, 
Which brought on a good-humour’d 
grin, [willing 

They jabber’d forth that they were 
To t^ his fate for half a shilling. 
Pat smil’d oonsent,— his sixpence 
paid, [iiade. 

And thus the witdh oommeno’d her 

GirsT. 

I see, as sure as you have life. 
That you have never had a wife.” 

PATEICK. 

** As sure as hogs ore made of bacon, 
Your tongue is woefully mistaken. 
You are a pretty piece of youth. 

But, faith, I wish you’d speak the 
truth. 

Ne^er had a wife, I think you say ! 

Is that your ooxyuration, pray ? 

If you say wives I ne’er had any. 
Your guess-work isnotworth a penny: 
For sure as your black eyes can see, 
Hy pretty mistress, I’ve had three, 
A^ one, I’ll swear it, was alive 
This morning, when the dock struck 
five.” 

OIPfiT. 

Again Twill retrace your hand; 
With keener view its palm oommand. 
1 now see why my eye misoarried: 
^ phdn enough you have been mar- 
ried: 

By a fdse line I was beguil’d ; 

Bot yon have nivar hid a child.” 


PATBICX. 

« My honey, that is one lie more, 
For faith, I tell you, I have four. 

As hearty babes as man oould own. 
With ehoeks as red as yoursarebrown: 
So you your ohatt’ring may give o’er ; 
An ah, my dears, I’ll hear no more. 
Go tell his fortune to my Hack, 

But mind the package on his book ; 
For, by the Yingiif you toudi that, 
You shall know something more of 
Pat.” 

He now turn’d round and instant 
A quiet piece of Gipsy law. [saw 
A female hand had found its way. 

To wheio his trav’Uing treasure lay ; 
And was just taking, at a spirt, 

His lost new shoes and Sunday shiit. 
Thus, when the solemn Dootor came, 
He heard his funous groom exolaim— 
** Now would your Honour’s self be» 
liove it ! 

My inuooonoe oould not oonoeive it, 
That you young girl whom you may 
see, 

Who’s out of sight behind the tree. 
Would, on her own ten naked toes, 
Have run off in my new made sbo^ 
Had I not turn’d a luoky eye, 

To stop her nimble thievery. 

0 how I long this whip to crack 
In well laid ladiee on her back: 

I’d make the wicked baggage Ibal 
Full Bordy what it is to stesL” 

This furious sally having beard, 
Syntax a diort remark prateed. 
‘*My observationa dmll be brief: 

The Gipay wish’d to piqr the tfaisi; 
Andthatyouknew, fsBi^diewoidd 
If by your negUgm ihe could. 
Thensfoie, I ptag , year anger eool, 
For, Patrick, you have ^ the 
fooL” 
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•^The Bag« tliea mutter’d d la 


That all the aaored tiee wUeli bind 
In looial blim the human kindp 
That all the hopea whioh Truth had 


Lettre, 

I fear that I haye done no better !” 

Now from an oyer»ihadow’d height. 
Appear’d to the enamour’d eight, 

In trees embower’d, an object teught 
With solemn aenaeaudhigher thought. 
A noh and an exhauatleaa mine 
Of what ia beat aolemn ahrine 
Where learned piety might bring 
Its reyerential offering. 

’Iwaa CALQAUTn, of that qiot the 
pride, [bon died. 

Where Watson liv’d— where Wat- 
Syntaz stood still, with mind sub- 
dued. 

Chang’d froln the savage and the rude 
Whioh he had now ao lately view’d. 
In nature’s most degraded state. 

To think on what is good and great. 
Bigwith the thought, heaalenoe broke, 
And thus the warm Enthuaiast spoke. 
^’Llandafv, 1 would my poor ao- 

ftlMm 

Gould elevate the voioe of fsme 
That ehaunts your venerable name ! 
Boes not a nation speak thy praise P 
Bay, does not grateM fioienoe raise 
Those fimd mmorials whioh will last 
When fdtare ages dull be past ; 
While Tieaming, hj its sage decree, 
Will tsU how much it owaa to thee I 
—But hem 1 paoae, te words will fiiil, 
Hotr will my utmost powm avail 
To paint tiuns truly, as I soan 
The Malooa^ powinM friand of man : 
Who, whan Deinon had unfarl’d 

9is standard o^er tim eshristian world ; 
Whan, by aeonandatad gnilt, 

Bivim of Chiiatian hleod WHO • 
Whanwewma told that wa dhonld 



given, 

The Boored Truth inspired by Heaven, 
Were fram’d in ortifioial guiee, 

The work of priestly frUades; 
—When Bop^try its arts applied 
To tom the minds of men aside 
From ev'ry wise unerring rule. 
Which L& is taught in Wisdom’s 
school; 

When the vile pasaione were address’d 
To root out virtue from the breast; 
When e’eu the Goi^ was arraign’d 
And by hlai^heming dootrinea stain’d, 
Or threaten’d by the dark’ning veil 
That tam’d the dmdd’xing virtues 
pale; 

When by an hdUish impnlse driven, 
NaUons themselves made war an 
Hoav’n, 

As the bold, fabled Titans strove 
To wrestle with Olympian Jova ; 
Whan Britain, now no longer fraa 
From Imps of Infideliiy, 

Who dar’d with a rdentlaas hand, 

To soatter poison o’er the land, 
Llandakp,— you abodk your mitred 
head, [fled! 

You from’d, and lot the Bonons 
Your pow’rfrd mind resolv’d te wield 
The sword of Faith, the ten^frld 

Whose potent mU supil 

The amwa of tka InBdd t 
You did the ^erieus aontsst try S 
You fra|^ and gain’d the vkfriry t 
Thaboon tahar bnve Cbau^una dui^ 
RsligioB grateftilp^toyou; 

And while Ika go^ of ev^ age 
Shall hymn tha Fbtriawk and the 
Bag^ 


No good from Baatih bat 
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Faith looks to that last great reword 
The good xeoeive, m HeaVn prepar’d. 

** And if an humble voice like mine 
Could in the gen’ral chorus join, 
Which gives to universal fame 
The noble deed, the splendid name ; 
Could I but aid the heartfelt strain. 
Syntax would sing, nor sing in vain : 
But what my feeble Muse affords. 

My ever grateful heart records 1 
** Beside the grave where Llandaff 
ideeps, 

EeHgion bends her head and weeps ; 
And Soienoe plants the Cypress round. 
To deck the consecrated ground : 
While Learning doth the tablet give, 
On which his sculptur’d name will 
live.” 

Thus as he did, in solemn guise 
And glowing thoughts, soliloquise, 

To sacred Calgarth, and to Heav’n, 
His gaze sltematcly was giv’n. [tell 
His hand he wav’d,-— which seem’d to 
As well as hand could speak, — ^fare- 
well 1 [high 

Though many a fir-dad mountain 
Appear’d to oouit his ouiious eye ; 
Th^h many a rioh or rugged vale 
That hugg’d the stream or nurs’d the 

j 

Gave to the view the craggy scene, | 
The culture fur or bosom green ; 

He rather his em^yment sought 
In the raoeM of lear^ thought ; 

Nor had he oeas’d thus to cx^ore, 

TUI his day’s journey had bm o’er ; 
Bui Fanah ran by him on the road 
Frisking along u^out his load; 
^HiUe was loudly Irnwl- 

lag, [iag— 

Andkiddiig in Gie dust and sprawl- 
Tho Doctor, Yoai^d hy all this datter, 
W 090 whit waa th^ matter. 


” How happen’d it,” he gravely said, 
** That on the ground you thus are 
laid?” 

Pat rose, — then gave himsdf a shake. 
And staling, did this answer make, — 
” By my soul. Sir, 1 scarce can tell, 
How I come here, — and why I fell : 
But I believe, that, on the way. 
With nought to do, — and less to say, 
Hulncss did o’er ^y tenses creep, 

And I suppose I wont to sleep. 
Thefliesmightsting,— and so the Hack 
Kick’d his fat load from off his back : 
For, faith, I think, he would not take 
Such fieaks, if 1 had been awake. 

Ho bones ore broke, nor am I bruis’d, 
By this same fall I’m not iU-us’d ; 
For in suoh cases, while alive, 

Fat is a fine preservative. 

But no harm’s done : the worst ispost; 
I wish this fall may be my last : 
Though, mthis world, as we mustown, 
There’smany an up, and many a down; 
As was the joke of my wife Peg, 

Who had one short and one long leg, 
And when riie walk’d about, ahe kn^ 
Herlegs would proveber maxim true.” 
Syntax, wbo was so grave by nature 
That rarely he iriax’d mfeature, 

Now suffer’d nonaenae to heguBe 
Hii lean, lank face into a imile : 

Nay, almost laughing, thus he said, 
As Ike thoughton hit fancy play’d,— 
” Pat, thou art fhllof itnmge oemoeit, 
And in thy way a pertoot treat : 

So oatoh thy beast, <moe mm bestride 
him, 

And with a better eaution ride him: 
But let net thy Toaentmeut guide 
The angry spur to goad'hio ride ; 

Nor let thy whip i^y its thong, 

For Punch, frie^ Pai^ has dm no 
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And if ’tis just to give Buoih greeting, 
We know who ’tie deserres the beat- 
ing*’’ 

Fat smil’d, —and haying kiaa’d the 
Haok, 

Was soon re-aeated on his back. 

The Doctor now pursued his way. 
Till night trod on the heels of day : 
And when full many a mile was past, 
Kendal receiv’d the sago at last. 
—Now in an inn, and all alone, 

Ho thought on what the day had done ; 
That ev’ry day, in its career, 

Is but a picture of the year ; 

And in each year, when it has flown, 
Tho image of our life is shown. 

At mom his journey he began, 

And quick tlm speedy minutes ran. 
While all he met or left behind 
Delighted his reflecting mind. 

The noon and its succeeding hours, 

To action call’d his native pow'rs : 
Theev’ning’srome— the well-fed guest 
Content, at length, retires to rest. 

The following mom, the hour of 
eight. 

Saw Fhil^ saddled at the gate ; | 

And PnndL i^^d Pat appear’d to view, j 
Waiting in all attendance due. 

The toilette of a coat and hat 
Was quite familiar work to Pat ; 
With flouridi and without a grin. 

He could mffae smooth the roughest 
ohin; 

Vor was this all, far he oould rig 
Wilh fail iiid curl the I>ootor*e wig : 
Whate’# the busy camp oould teaS^ 
9 ^ proved to be in Pttbick’e readi : 
Thva the good Bootor’e air and mien 
Won foitoconoali, 10 inug and clean, 
if in ^ thnee they ne’er had bean. 
«»Bdriidaa| Pht had his nathre parts, 
And UMlm wai of paigr Arts s 


tST 

For at a push, without ado. 

He oould put on a horse’s shoe ; 

With strength oould wield a threshing 
flail, 

A needle drive, or drive a nail : 

He oonld grind knives, or garters knit, 
In short, for most things he was fit. 
Besides, kind Nature did impart 
To Patrick’s breast an honest heart 
He was, from all delusion free, 

Tho pattern of Fidelity. 

The Parson-Errant traveU’d on, 

And found that ev’ry thing was done, 
That he oould with for, or desire. 

By his accomplish’d, tnisty ’Squire: 

In fact, for all thinga that the mind 
Could hope in snoh a sefaeme to find, 

It may be thought, from hour to hour, 
A kind and ready frimish’d Tour. 
Thua no slight trouble oould delay 
The tranquil progrees of the day. 

And all as yet was dean and tight. 
Where’er the Dootor pass’d the night : 
Though we’re not pledged far what 
may wait 

His progress in the book of fate. 

But Pat bada small spioe of pride 
Which sometimes turn’d Us toDgas * 
aside 

Nor suffer’d truth to he his guide : 
And, in the kiidien of on inn, 

He seldom thought it were a shi. 

By many a bold end bloody story. 

To boast his own and England’sgloay; 
And raiM Us master’a Slide and ate* 
turn, 

To the first Ptsaon In the mtun.-*- 
Bewon]deidaim,UeBev’ienoetheis^ 
Nursing Us p^ in mgy chair, 

And at tUa momsiit reading Otedti 
A doeen langnagea can speak : 
Andaafar Imhasbem 
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Wbere h» hfts rod« on oamd’s baoki, 
iJtd elephtati were oommon hacks. 
Tfik daj the Doctor was a dean, 
next he was a Bishop seen, 

But from a hatred of all show, 

Was tKEvdliiig incognito. 

A landlord fat, who loVd a joke, 
And did Pat’s boosting chatter smoke, 
Helf-whis^’d, — Faith, I’m glad I 
know it, [it.” 

And my Lord Bishop’s bill diall show 
^When Patrick, who was direwd 
andqoidc. 

And up to any kind of trick, [four 
Said, “ When my Lord in coach and 
Shall make a stoppage at your door, 
Yon may, with aU Imbitnal dull, 
Tickle up items at yonr will ; 

Bnt as, for reasons which arc known 
To his wise head and that alone, 

He chooses thus to traTel on ; 

Take care his bill is free from show. 
And eyery charge, — ^inoogxiito.’’ 

Now Stmax did his way pnrsae, 
As other hmdy trayellers do ; 

But he did this old maxim own, ' 
Ne’er to be lonely when alone ; 

For he could oall from eV’ry age. 

The Bard, the Hero, and the 6a^. 
From annals of recording fame, 

He could disclose each fsy’iite name, 
And whether in his easy chair 
He sat with contemj^tiTe air. 

Or did, in adamn muamga, roye 
Beside the stream or in ^ grove ; 

Or mounted on his palfrqr gay 
Hie joumied onward through the day^ 
Ba ooold caH frrth fr hia mind’a eye. 
That bei^ aelaet society, 
Whaiiefir,ivlMBhe ads’d their aid, 
ThaplaBdug ■mamone disobey’d, 
Bnt did the lengthen’d way beg^ 
FuH many an hm aid many a mile. 


Whether the heroes of the age 
That liyee in Homer’s splen^d page. 
Or th* awak’ning names that shine 
In Virgil’s ey’zy feeling line ; 
Whether the men of later times 
In stoiy told or sung in rhymes ; 
Whether the Romans or the Gauls 
Who pulled down towns or built up 
Or who, in far posteinor days, [walls, 
Call’d forth his ofcsure or his praise: 
Whether Aiistotelion sense 
Or Greek or Roman doquenoe 
Awoke his mind or turn’d his eye, 
With oritlo perspiouity 
To oon their yarioua beautieB o’er 
And ilnd out charms unknown before ; 
As Syntax chose not to unfold, 
’Twould he but guess-work were it 
Suffice it then at onoe to say, [told 
That in the ey’ning of the ^y, 

He reach’d an inn in oonntry town, 
Which might have boasted of renown 
In times of yore long past and gone : 
Bnt now a straggling street display’d, 
With little sign of bustling trade : 
While in the midst a biul£ng stood 
Of stone, of plaister, and of wood, 
Where sometimes Justioo did resort, 
To deck its bench, and hold hv oourt, 
This izm, and an a thing of oourse, 
Provided food for man and horse. 

The room which was the Dootor’s lot, 
Was the best place the inn had got: 
No carpet grac’d it, but the floor 
Was aU with sand beq^rinlded o’er, 
Agd almanacka hung on tiio door; 
One for th^ pre s en t year, and one 
Fm thitwhUh mm wusf^aiidgeBe^ 
Pxigto deck'd tho wall oC ev^ hne, 
YsUow and red, and green toll Une ; 
Ghaxebee end hona^e liMd% end 

Withba^ 
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The hvablert qieeimeBtof ait 
Did ell their gaiety impart; 

While in the chimney roses hleom 
To breathe their fragrance roond the 
And flaimting peony so red [room, 
Did on the ei^ its foliage 
Then on the mantle-shelf above, 
There wu the plaister form of love ; 
And on each side of Gnpid shone 
The shapes.of Mars and Wellington. 
—He, vrith a cnrions, smiling eye, 
Viewed all this mnrel pageantry : 
Then, in arm’d chair in corner plac’d, 
With a soft, well-dad onshion grac’d, 
He bade his host, who told the fare, 
A speedy supper to prepare. 

The doth was clean, the chop well drest, 
The home-brew’d ale was of the best. 
And Syntax ’joy’d the humble feast 
The damsd, who, with rosy look, 
Curtsied at every word die spoke. 
And might be thought a rural beauty, 
Verform’dwith oare th’ attendantduty. 
The pipe was on the table laid, 

When Maro’s Oeorgicawefedin^y’d, 
So thus ha laudL’d and thus he read, 
mi nature bade him seek his bed. 
The Doctor BOW was seen to damber 
trp a rude stairoaae to his dmmber, 
Where by the day’s fatigue oppress’d, 
He said his prayer and sunk to rest: 
But ere an hour or two were gone, 
About the time the dodc struck one, 
A bustling hoise his dombers broke, 
He UBorted, started, and awoke. 
Beae v ’riiigdben from his anrpiisa^ 

He dioohAia head en|^ rubb’d his eyes. 
Iha^^e^his Qyndda gening 

Owt a^ar dm leom to huEMw’d 
iwd, aa .W bonuw’d baaam dm 
tomr, 

Jbqpidd iB feuiid him te Ua ilaWf 


Ha timidht he eaw u tnop tl eifti, 
But it appear’d that they won rata, 
Whoiaem’d allfridcing, quita uthemc; 
In playing k«mb<da roiB^ the room. 
If they were fighting or were wadug, 
He could not tell wh^they weredoing. 
But now it wee his serious sin, 

To terminate the noisome game; 

For to these rav’nous e r ea t urii ho 
Had a deep-fdt antipathy: 

Nor would he dare to vntnre finth 
IJndad, tor half that he wm wortii. 
He hiss’d and booted, thoaghin vain ; 
They fled, but loon return’d egahi. 
To ^ve away this daring arew. 

He, with great foroe, htofShw threw : 
But soon he eaw tim mode and eoout 
Running around and all about ii [it, 
The bolster toUow’d, and a atod 
Was senttheir fririm toatstooee], 
And aa a kinsman aide hlataulhar, 
The diosi aocB tolWd mm mmite. 
The night-e^p, too, mwlalthda hsuif 
In 7«i]i the miseile weapon fisd; 
Indiort, the Muae^a tongue la tied 
To tdl an that ha threw badde. 

—At length his wontsd eourags eanm, 
Besentment did bto bleed 
Nay he resolv’d to out all dmitt 
And in his diirt to dm ifpml: 
And that ttovocatoiui^niotiiwaiid 

him, 

Ha atrove to wn^ the mtaln eenud 
him. 

The e1lItdl^ whkhby flimim 
Soon in u mighly imd waa tom; 

By hie main tocee dm tietar dtoA, 
And bonaa fiU’d wlto aapa tomook 
Thapheaw^totiiglktlmvmkthtf 
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fioniB fellnpoa Hhe Dootot’i bead, 

Bia figare grac'd, or strew’d the bed ; 
While oonie in millinery diower 
Were aoatter’d flU around the floor; 
And aa they in oonfasion lay, 

Seem’d to give spirit to the fray. 

Kow Molly, hearing all this clatter, 
Gzy’d through the key-hole, what’s 
the matter P 

If you are ill, I recommend 
That we shoidd for the Doctor send. 
— “ Bend some one,” Syntax said, ** 1 
TodriYB theseTermin fiir away ; [pray. 
Send me the Doctor, or I’m undone, 
Whomade a poor boy May’r of London. 
Send me a oat, whose daws will cure 
The noisome eyil 1 endure. 

With half a crown 1 will reward 
The beast who comes to be my guard.” 
Molly ran off, and soon there came 
The Ostler, Benedict by name. 

To -ease the Doctor of darm, 

With a fierce puss beneath each arm. 
They soon compos’d this scene of riot, 
And Syntax then repos’d in quiet. 
The morning came, the unoonsoious 
sun, 

Display’dwhatmisohiefhadbeendone. 
The rats, it seems, had ^ay’d the rig 
In tearing up the Dootc^s wig. 

All discompos’d awhile he strutted, 
To see his peruke thus begutted; 

Yet when, at length in arm-ohair 
seated, 

Hesawhowhishead-dresswastreated, 
Wlwfi his cedi thoughts heoama intent 
^ nniiTull’d aedUient, 

A Un^i flhat lim 'to tansient cares, 
Seem’d to hniitfitoai him unawares: 
Aadlan|^o||hwhiahestldsi^ 

Be teas sat tHY 

Pat, who had ISBud of the disaster, 
Shani le*halA wvwSirith hii maste 


The Host, too, bow’d, and hid good- 
morrow, 

And with down looks express’d his 
sorrow: 

For though the master of the inn. 

He for so many years had been, 

He loudly TOw’d he ne’er had heard 
Suoh a complaint as this preferr’d : 
For none before wb(f sought his house, 
E’er heard a rattbr saw a mouse. 

Pat long’d full sore to say he lied ; 
But he refiain’d, and thns replied : 

* ’ This is most strange, for where I slept, 
They, I om snre, their conncils kept : 
There are these vermin hcastsin plenty, 
If I saw one, faith 1 saw twenty. 

But I don’t mind them, no, not I, — 
I’ve had them oft for company. 

I’ve been where rats and all their 
oonsins, 

Have run aoroBs my bed by dozens.” 

BTNTAX. 

” It is an animal I hate; 

Its very sight I execrate : 

A viper 1 would rather see. 

Than one of this dire family. 

That they suck eggs I may allow. 
That th^ munoh grain we all musl 
But I ne^er heard 1 do declare, [know; 
That these same vermin feed on hair.” 
FAT. 

” No, no, your Bev’xeinoe, (fid NicK 
rate ’em. 

They suck the oilaadthepcmetnmi 
And when in ■orainUing tb^ gzeif 
louder, 

0, they were figjitiiigfixr the pewderj 
Bit ■tin ’tis shookiug Tpeet sadgriiy , 
For the wifF tagwl ell 

curing. 

Om owwwdty ft— 
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Ami }fj A niiMle beea teoglit 
Jmt to employ them oa they ooght; 

I knoir foil Sir, what I mean, 
Yee, yea, ’tii tree, thay would hare 
The wiaeat rata, however droll, [been 
That ever empt into a hole.** 

flTNTAX. 

yon. Fat, oa I can ipare 
Thia lot of artifioial hair, [’em, 

Bat for my hraina, no rata diall taate 
They diaU lemain where natare placed 
*em, 

Bnttdl me, Landlord, doeayonrtown 
A ddlfol Femke-maker own. 

Who oan thia oozon dire reatore 
To the aame form it hod before.** 

LANDLORD, 

^*0 yea, what oan be done by art, 
Bice Razob’8 knowledge will impart ^ 
A clever hand aa you have aeen ; 

And who in Londcm oft hoa been. 


I Bow many liea eame from that head, 

I Whiohitailneflowingetirlao*enpread| 
I do believe, nay, I ooold awear, 
There*d be a lie for every hair. 
Betoe— the enrli are well confin'd, 
The taila foil gnoefoUy behind; 
Whiie a foil wildemeaa of foia 
Became a Lawyer*a oniming phiz. 
*Tia tme, for npwarda of a year 
I dreaa’d hie wig and dmved him here; 
Bat thongh he ne’er forgot hia foe. 
He walked off without paying me. 
Three yeara andmoreare paat an^ gone 
Same the veroeioua bird ia flown; 
Aftj no harm’a done to thia aaid ell^ 
To adl hia wig and pay myself. 

The wig ia good,— in London mode— 
Work’d up byone who knew hia trade: 
Cut off its tails, and when Hia shewn, 
Tou’Uaoarodyknowitfoamyoiirown.”^ 

lENTAZ. 


At oertain seasons of the year 
Our ’Squires hold a Sessions here, 

And then he doth diiplay his trade 
By oombing ev’ry Lawyez^s head: 

I doubt not. Sir, that to a hair. 

Be will your mang^ wig repair.” 
BUfo Bazor eame, the Feruke saw, 
lift up his eyes, hung down his jaw; 
And a^ at onoe-—“ Whoever wore it. 
Bo art of ann oan e^er restore it; 
Bntrvoawig, I know will do, 
Wldch, Sh!^ whlib an hour or two, 

FB trU a;^ forbish fi»r you. 

— ltwaaaooaMQkv*a, atye, 

That dU a seiemB air supply. 

When ha let loose hia haeknied toagae 
Bopmo wmg and iVftfo|{ 


BiftffllHtwigiiftMiMfofaidaherfn 
Itatl m 


''Fve heard enough, h one al 
friend, 

And, ea I seek my jonmay’s end, 

1 wish you to your shop would walk, 
I want my wig, and not your talk. 
Go with ^ tenaor, Fat, and try 
To aid hia hand, and gi^ hia eye.” 
They left tile rocm, and straight ffie 
Bewa 

Waa brought the Boetor to parnaa.*^ 
With ni|^b-oap graced he eat hhn 
down, 

To oee hm thia world waddled on. 
The fragrant tan Ida thifot iiqipliad, 
The tri^ toaat waa not denied ; 
ae he drank, Ittd oe he eat, 
wdtii the adadbiti of the tr^ 
llSani^ and an ItohoRid ffol^ 

Thg Wig^ the Yeraifo wan finfils 
IW while he did hia hevHngafaA 


It 
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And as he did the oolnsms scon, 
Beview’d the E]^tome of Man ; 

Nay, as he ran the pages o’er, 

He made his flight from shore to shore *. 
The North, the South, the East, tho 
Westj 

Were on hM busy mind imprest : 

The striking images of things 
Were home along on Fancy’s wings ; 
And, with a glowing ardour fraught, 
Eethusproolalm’deaohrismg thought. 

C^e dolilogup. 

Whet now 1 read, 1 well may say, 
Is what men hear of ev’ry day : 

Of all the paths that lead through life, 
Of joy and sorrow, peace and strife ; 
Of stations proud and splendid state. 
Of what is good, of what is great; 
Of what is base, of what is mean, 
The strut of Fride, the look serene, 
The oomio and the tragic scene : 

Of Ihose who ’neath the portals proud 
Disdain to join the vulgar crowd. 
While at ambition’s splendid shrine 
They bond and coll the thing divine; 
Or those, who, by their airs and graces, 
Their sn^nglooks, their paintedfaces, 
Strive some gay glitt’ring toy to gain, 
And often strive and toil in vaint 
The haughty stride of bloated power, 
Oay pleasure’s oouoh in gilded bower; 
The warrior’s f^orbedipp’dinblood, 
And discord wfld in angry mood : 

Of all tha oesnea where fuu^ ranges, 
Its sportive tricks, its andlessdian^ 
Of rival foes, who, big with hate, 
CKve and receive the stroke of late; 
Of Pupid's ted and doleful dittiei, 
WTrifliipairiiBi iinga and reason pities; 
Of Lofe icqnited or telom, 
Oftehtem 


Of fortune, with her smiling train, 
Or down-oast, ne’er to rise again; 

Or those by fate ordain’d to feel 
Th’ alternate whirlings of its wheel; 
Of virtue to eaoh duty just, 

Of fraud, low rankling in the dust ; 
Of friendship’s strong, unbroken tie, 
Affection’s heart-felt sympathy; 

Of hatred’s flerce and scowling frown, 
And jealousy that doOi^not own 
Its weokful pang ; of pallid fear. 

Or cunning’s shrewd, insidious leer ; 
Of honeymoons that speed so fast, 
They’re gone before ten days are past; 
Of ignoranoe that never knows 
From whenoe it comes or where it 
goes: 

Of folly in its motley coat, 
Thatac^and thinks and talks by rote; 
And yet howe’er by fortnne hurl’d. 
Skips on, and laughs throughout the 
world; [save 

While wisdom, though ’tis known to 
A sinking nation from the grave ; 
Though she alone oan form the plon 
Of real happiness to man; 

Will often see her sons neglected, 
While knaves and blooUisadB axe 
protected. 

But still the mind that loves her Uwb, 
Whose courage dare support her oanae, 
Though foole may eooff and knavea 
may grin. 

And join the senseleaB rabble’s din, 
May for base ends, roar loud end bd- 

For any ImtimMi PmmMnAl^A* [Isw 
He that by vixtue is endued. 

Will win th’ a^plauies of the lioedv 
And mote, althou^ the emwd mtf 
frown, 

He will be nre to have hia cari^i 

And whotby kings can ne*cr hegiup^ 
HieiriUpoBaeisthenrite4Bi|te 
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If snoh distinctions then pervade, 

By rigid rules, the writer’s trade ; 
Whether in folios they deal, 

Or in the daily page reveal. 

By reas’ning prose, or lively rhymes, 
The history of the passing times 
They who from party views or ends. 
Ne’er strive to serve their private 
friends. 

Or with design’d intention stray 
From truth’s dear, open, manly way; 
Their works, whate’er may be their 
name. 

Deserve the grateful meed of fame. 

What human nature’s known to feel 
These pages must with core reveal : 
What human nature’s doom’d to do, 
These pages hold to public view : 

Of all things that we daily see, 

That give the passing history. 

The JoumaUsts are bound to tell. 
When things go ill, when things go 
It is their office e’en to draw [well. 
An owl, a pheasant, a maokaw. 
Whether of bright or dingy feather, 
Or separate, or altogether ; 

Whetiier in sunshine or by night, 
Olgeots are offered to the sight : 

To paint as forms appear, the shape 
Of an ApoBo, or an ape. 

And idii^ sound instmotion give, 

Or from the dead, or those who live : 
To offlar praise, or let loose blame 
On vioe viiWs various aim ; 

To shoot tiieir darts ae folly dies. 

And give proteotioa tq the wise : 
Wbilsiiisy as stasnanenstrive toguide 
Hi#ib bark iliatis earned by the tide. 
And with its oargo wins its way 
Frapn betir to hour, from day to day, 
Just air the stream or varying gale 
the atroog oar, or iwiib tha 


— Tbiataaik, thus oarefolly pursued 
Deserves the fune of doing good. 
Though if their interest gives them 
By double dealing to deceive ; [leave 
If they the cause of truth betey. 
And detl forth falmboods, day by day; 
If they from any oause inhe^t 
A factious zeal, a parly qiirit. 

If they the fix’d determin’d foes, 
Whoe’er they be, of these or those. 
Employ a snbtle, partial pen, 

Not ’gainst the measure butthe^men. 
If they from justice dare to swerve, 

I know full well what they deserve. 

But if they put no man’s ambition 
With publio g^ in oompetition ; 

If when the ancient law’s defro’d, 
They think the nation is diagtao’d: 

If when ill ministers oppress 
Though a good monaiwh amans re» 
dress, 

They draw the weU-fram’d veil aside 
That does the eeoret error s hide ; 

If they praise those who never 
Nor their fur honour ever pawn’d ; 
Whose hands with no oorr upti on 
stain’d, 

Have ev’ry sordid bribe disdain’d ; 
Wlio serve the orown with loyal 
Yet zealous for the poUie wmd: 

Who stand the bulwark of onr laws, 
And wear at haart their eoantry’e 
cause; 

Neither by place nor pension bought, 
Who wpuik tha vary thhig thay 
thoufl^t; 

Who ns^sr to sam a paMsy and. 

To knavuh jiffis wffl oondesosnd; 
Wlun truth thus heldi the dai^ p«i 
To land tho dasds of virtnoiis aMt 
And with duo caution to relate 
Whet passei in the tNadd or stat% 
Amang tha Uttia or the gNot ; 
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Th.* instroetlT* and the fearleM part 
la prais’d by ev’ry patriot heart. 
^The jottinailist, to party blind, 
Who atrikea at vice of ev’ry kind, 
And thus asaiats the public mind, 

To this proud title will asoend : 

The People’s and the Soir’reigii's 
friend. 

Thus, as the musing Doctor spoke, 
Pat enter’d, smiling at the joke. 

That he a Parson’s head should rig 
So smartly in a Lawyer’s wig, 

The ensign of the wordy war 
Which forms the oonfliots of the Bar ; 
That it diould now from contest cease 
And deck the Miniater of Peace. 

But so it waa--Diok Razor’s skill 
Had out and dookt it to his will; 

So that the Sage, but for the coat, 
Hight think it was the wig he lost. 
The Shaver a wide grin display’d. 

To think the Lawyer’s bill was paid ; 
And that the wig which crown’d his 
nob. 

Had done this unexpected job. 

The Doctor said, We never know. 
As through the vale of life we go. 
Who may thus prove our realfHends, 
To aid our objects and our ends. 
»The lion, os the fable says. 

Ow’d to the mouse his fixture days ; 
And you, 1 think, who in this town, 
Bear such professional renown, [meet 
When you your frigidly neighbours 
And jmn the evening’s social treat ; 
Whan as you take the oheerful glaas, 
And while the observatioiiB pass 
On Portone’s or misfortune’s brats, 
W31 not forget your foiendi ^ 
Aim** 


DICK KAZOS. 

“ While I the razor can prepare. 
Or give new fashion to the hair ; 
While I oan smooth the bristly chin. 
Nor ever wound the tender skin; 
While I the pleader’s head prepare 
In all the dignity of hair ; 

To make, as he lays down tbe laws. 
The worse appear thgjbitter cause. 
Ne’er shall I fh>m my memory drive 
The strange events by which men 
thrive. 

Nor e’er forget those imps of prey. 

Or Lawyers who are worse than t^y.” 

Thus Dick unto his house depart^. 
With cash in hand andmerry-heartod. 

Syntax, with the meridian sun. 
Had his day’s journey now begun : 
When as ^e Landlord soratdi’d his 
pate 

And humbly bow’d beside the gate ; 
SaysPat, “ My friend, asl am starting, 
I’ll give you a kind word at parting. 
There was a man in former time. 

But in what age or in what dime 
1 cannot say, a sportsman he, 

A perfect hunting prodigy. 

Who, as he beat about grounds, 
Was chas’d andeatupby his hounds: 
If you would therefore save your ddn. 
And all the fledi it buckles in. 

Look that you keq^ a guard d cats, 
Or you’ll be eat up by your rats.” 

The Dootor now pursu’d his wiQr, 
Nor haste was his, nor slow delay. 
Till, at the wdoome dose of day, 

He join’d at York the foiandly party 
Of the good ’Sfuiim laid. Madam 

Hbaett. 
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CANTO XXIX. 


O H 0 W I widi that I oould Bing, 
And touch the sweetly sound- 
ing string. 

In soft harmonious praise to join 
Cf her who (doims a source divine^ 
An offspring of celestial birth, 

And charily yelep’d on earth ; 

Where they to whom its spirit’s given 
Eigoy the best foretaste of Heaven : — 
For what in life can mortals know, 

Bo sure a balm to human woe, 

As that which certain joy imparts, 

Or plucks the pang from mourning 
hearts; 

That bids the turbid passions rest, 
And soothes to peace the troubled 
breast 

—If Vengeance with its hostile brood 
Of stem resolves inflames the blood. 
And lifts the hand to strike the blow 
That meditates oh added woe ; 

—If Malice, with insidious aim, 
Frepares, in secret, to defame 
The virtues of a spotless name; 

—If Envy, with dktorted eye. 

Does ev*ry failing magnify, 

Gleams hatred pn superior worth. 
And frin would huiy deep in earih 
pint with bl it isiyin* 

frir 

Wh&di virtue wakes her darling 
ears:— 

*nud 1 his odieiia gremp appears 
Mftd Ghacity that knows no fsars, 
Van VeuglMaea owns a aaften^d sonl, 
And yields to the hsnign aontml; 
lUlss Ipw wdasneb kind obsyi^ 
Ghidb Its Inal tsugna^ and learns to 


While envy does her name beUe 
By smiles of gen’roua sympathy. 

But Buob is not the only 
That by this virtue is pursued ; 

In many a stream its bounties flow. 
To ease the weight of human woe ; 
While it exerts its pow’r to bleai^ 

By aiding human happiness. 

It gives to pleasure higher aims. 

It Bweetens honour’s faireit olaima, 
And haniahea each fretful strife 
That oft disturbs domestio life. 

It gives to manners social ease. 

And heightens each desire to please: 
To ev’ry station adds a giaoe^ 

And renders cheerful ev’iy frm : 

As it with bhangefol charm appeals, 
Nowgivestheaii 3 dle,nowdriealhetaanv 
Sees amid fbea fur peace restor’d. 
And crowns the hu^table board. 

’Tia that to Syntax whidi oflbrda 
A welcome not expreu’d by words; 
But which dnmb feding can iofirt^ 
When issuing from a gen’roos heart ; 
For diarify ne’er elands aloof 
Beneath the comfortable roof 
Where Heerfy’a wiahea now attend 
To give eaoh comfort to his frisud* 
Wlmho may flnd,fDir wadoito eotti^ 
If he 80 plaa^ that ho^s at hoasa ; 
For there ’tis Obabitt we sas^ 

In form of Hbapmurr. 

WiifV— bp'fteliaiidaadkiiBiskindl, 
Told ’tween iiisae friends tiia mu t u al 
wind: 

Thsnwhat l wi dh appan ’ daiens th iy ln s t 
Ware in Ewt frWD^ s 
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Employ’d tiiem/till the Minoter chime 
Antumno’d the approaohing enpper 
time, 

A^aamg wrand to strike the ear 
Of any hungry traveller ; 

And Syntax was prepar’d to meet, 
With due regard the coming treat. 
He seem’d not chang’d in Hearty’s 
He ate as he was wont to do : [view : 
Nor did he let the hev’rage pass, 

’Till he had emptied many a glass : 
But to the ’Squire it strange appear’d, 
That Dolly’s name had notbeenhcard; 
The theme of so much lively praise 
In other times, in former days : 

But now of her he had not spoke, 

Nor tnm’d a matrimonial joke, 

Nor seem’d indin’d a tale to swell, 
Nor sang forth, Vive la Bagatelle, 
But though he seem’d not over glad, 
His lodes did not dedare him sad: 
Besides, the jonmey of the day 
lUght <Aedc his being very gay, 
Th^hif an appetite e’er prov’d 
That a man’s hours in comfort mov’d, 
’Squire Hearty thought his pleasant 
friend 

Exgoy’d oar being’s aim and end ; 

(By whidi the poet’s lines express 
The oharaoter it Happiness.*) 

And that, when he h^ ceas’d to sap, 
The sage wonld dear the matter up. 

By many study ’tie bdiev’d, 
(Stmgh they perhaps may he de- 
eded,) 

For on what gronnda I oeanot see, 
That^ oxg’d ^ CmApsilyi 
The ISdies look wi^^ 

Than the less eager eye ol men : 
Bnihefsoe’er the troth may prove. 
This prieo^e jMgKtL to move 


In Madam Hearty’s anxions thought. 
Why Mrs. Syntax was not brought. 
It seem’d so strange, and so unkind. 
That she should thus be left behind, 
She might, indeed, have had an heir. 
Since die had paid a visit there, 

And could not leave so great a joy. 

As nursing a dear, darling hoy ; 

But wherefore should the Doctor hide 
What might be sudhg source of prido P 
She might be ill andoonld not come ; 
But then he would not quit his home. 
These and a dozen queries more 
Her doubting fancy brooded o’er ; 
But howsoe’er her wish might long, 
She knew her place and hdd hw 
tongue, 

And left the ’Squire to decree 
Th’ unfolding of this mystery. 

The supper done, the diat began, 
And thus the conversation ran. 

’squire hearty. 

’’ Though unexpected you ore come, 
rmglod you think my house your 
home; 

And if the proverb says what’s true, 
Which those old saws are apt to do, 
The merry, but unlook’d far guest, 
Full often proves to be the best; 

But that^s all one ’twixt you ondme^ 
And so with all sinoeiity, 

I bid you wideome to my wine 
In wl^h your hostess here will joiii.” 

A thought the lady now ini^ired: 
The time was oome ^ so desized ; 
The Seoret now must be her own, 
And what she wish’d to know he 
known. ([bow’d, 

-She Bird her glut, thih wniling 
And thnsth* expeotedgsaeehealQiw’jl 
My kNM Wish 1 diisk to yM, 
And to dear lixi. syntax tool 


• 0 fisppiBM oar BsiBg*s end a^sim I 
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But why wliQuihuf abroad you zoam, 
Leave you you ohanning wife at 
bomef’ 

Syntax first gravely diook bis bead, 
And then in soften’d accents said, 

« My answer, Ma’am, will make you 
grieve, 

Her’s is a home she ne’er will leave. 
Till the last summons shall be given, 
To call the virtuous soul to Heaven. 
My Dolly’s gone, alas, to rest. 

Where the green tuf lies on her 
breast. 

And as 1 others teach to bear 
With patience the inflicted care, 

1 must a strong example riiow 
To stem the roughest tide of woe ; 
But grateful to that sov’reign pow’r, 
Who rules the year, the day, the hour, 
That he still does my passage bless 
With what I know of happiness ; 
That now 1 have within my view. 
Such warm, such gen’rous friends as 
’Tie to my loss that now I owe, [you : 
The heart-felt kindness you bestow. 
To soothe my mind, to edm my grief, 
In changing scenes 1 seek relief. 

My former Tou, I grateful tell, 

In all its views succeeded well. 

To ease my state, to fill my purse, 

1 mounted my old Grizzle Horse, 

And kindness both by night and day 
Was the odfapsttiou of my way; 

And em my p r ee a n t Tou shall end, 

1 trust Giat Heaven wiU prove my 
fitad. 

That I again shell rtech my home, 
proqpeots of lur daystooome.” 
Madm daap^d IwlA her hands ^ 
rfgh’d, 

When Belwly in flm tons rspHod : 

«« 1 prithee do not ph^ the 
Jte pdw iata ypar ridioali^ 


To find a ’kerchief to diq^y 
You grief by wiping tears away : 

If grief by mirth cannot he ou’d. 
With patience it must be endur’^ 
Kind, pleasant friends, and oheerM 
^urs, 

Compose the balm that reason poors, 
The various rankling wounds to heal' 
In minds that rage, in hearts thatfeeL 
If fever bums, if gout attacks, 

If the stone with its torture racks ; 

If you whole frame the ague shakes. 
Or the head to distraction aoh<is ; 
Laughter and joke and wit in vain 
Will strive to ease the afllictingpBin: 
Nor eloquenoe with all its charm 
Can one tormenting pang disarm : 
The learned Leech must there apply 
His drill and the Di^pensaty. 

But such a grief, my friend aa youi^ 
’Tis mirth relieves, ’tispleasuresoures ; 
Ploasue that reason doth allow, 

And mirth that smooths the wxinkM 
brow; 

Such as ou sooial friends afford. 

To cheer their hospitable hoard. 

I’ll turn Physioion, and to-morrow, 
WiU find a med’eine for you sorrow." 
The ’Squire’s broad band then gavea 

That sounded on the Dootos’a haoL 
My friend," he added, ** never fbu, 
We’U find you eome amusement here; 
And 1 engage that you leave Turk, 
With hai^ aa aa ai^ eovk." 
Syntax replied,—** Witiiihalf aneysb 
I aeo you kind PhUoeopliy : 

But aa Tm with fotiguo qppeest^ 

1 ask the ni^tfa sefrBriring leet: 
And, at the moming’i broakfuttaMi^ 
I douht net hut I ahell be aide, 

With iB firir ma’idiig to hiitoar 
What you wfUfinAa 
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Whidi I trandate for Madam there 
A Eowland for your Oliver^' 

Arm’d with a taper’s baming light, 
AsdhaYmg'widi’dhishoBt good night, 
He to his chamber did repair, 

And fonnd his Volet waiting there : 
Who did not for a moment wait 
To burst forth in his usual prate. 

PATSIGK. 

“ Your Bey’renoe, wheresoe’er I’ve 
been, 

0 such a house I ne’er have seen ! 

1 truBt in heayen, that no disajrtnr, 
Kor harm wiU e’er befall its master I 
0 neyer diould he die, 0 neyer ! 

Suoh men as him should liye for eyer I 
The cellar’s full of liquid rare, 

Whioh all who come and go may diare. 
If in the larder you should pop. 

Of all good things there’s such a crop, 
You’d think it was a butcher’s shop. 
Hay, in the pantry should you look, 
You might expect a pastry-cook. 

0 suoh a kitchen for my money I 
It oyerflows with milk and honey : 
Hay eyen puss is grown so fat, 

She would not moye to catch a rat. 

Ho place is empty, all are full ; 

Eadi seryant smiUng, no one dull. 
How that your Bey’renoe is undrest, | 
You’ll find the bed like all the rest ; | 
And when into these dieets you ore^, ^ 
They’ll surely proye brimful of sleep.” 
— «1^e Doctor smil’d, the onrtains 
drew:— 

And soon fstusd Patrick’s notion true. 

’Twasnow past ten, theDootorgone, 
The ’Squire and Ma’am were left 
alonai 

And while he pac’d tiie parlour floor, 
They talk’d tksir frieiid the Doctor 

o’«E. 


I’ye said befsre, the Dame so kind. 
Was always of her husband’s mind; 
And did so to his temper suit, 

That suoh a thing as a dispu te 
Had neyer happen’d from the hour. 
When they both bow’d to Hymen’s 
power. [Pit, 

Like Trueman’s cocks, who, at the 
Could boast they neyer ^ad a hit, 
And this was tme^but then ’tis 
thought, [fought 

These self-same game-birds neyer 
To giye assent and to obey 
Was here the order of the day. 

For he was gen’rous, kind and free, 
The soul of hospitality. 

And she knew how to giye a grace 
To all the plenty of the place. 

” My dear, I haye apian,” ho said, 
« Whi(di is now working in my head. 
And in it you must bear your part.” 
Jfrs. JETearfy.— Thatiwilldo with 
all my heart. [her weeds 

jBTsar^y.— The widow who has cast 
Is tired ^ the life she leads, 

Mrs. IT.— That is a trii& which I 
wdlknow, 

For die has otbax told me so, [do 
JET.— And sure die could not better 
Than marry l^tax; whatthinkyouP 
Mrs. JH.— ’Twould be the YVf 
thing, my loyel 

Oh, die would flt him like a glovel 
H.— And if Fm not mistato, he 
WouM loye her to iddatry 1 [and trim 
Jfr#, JET.— She’s of the teiy mdse 
To enit just such a man aihiim 

He in his qnalitiM and mfaid, 
Must rank as of superior kind. 

1 think him a ddightftd casatnie : 
Butthen iifi outward ibm 
Say does he that appasranca Wsar» 
Which is most cherish’d hy 
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iffv. J7.— It is most tniSi his nut- 
brown £soe, 

With his long dhin devoid of grtooi 
And his droll maanenamy notprovoi 
InoentiTes to a widow’s love. 
JK^But who oan tell what die 
may do, [view P 

When ini bis learning’s brought in 
Mrs, J7. — ^Indeed, my love, that’s 
very true. [Greek, 

JT.— When so much Latin, so mudh 
Does her approving favour seek ; 
When all the learning of all ages, 
Drawn from philosophers and sages. 
Who liv’d renown’d in modem climes 
And were the boast of former times. 
When th^ are brought her smiles to 
greet, 

And laid devoutly at her feet ; 

They with his virtues and his name, 
Might in her bosom raise a flame. 
Jfi*f • J7.— 0 let him but those bel- 
lows Uow, 

And Love would soon be in a glow. 
M’.^^But after all there’s no harm 


done, 

Whether the Dame be lost or won : 


Thoa^ if we diould not lose our 
labour, [hour. 

We diall proonie a pleasant neigh- 
I love the Doolor,-- so do you. 

J&s. JT-^Love him, my dear, ays 
tiiatldo. 

letst, 1 think we’ll tty the 


Miafs ft mqr not prove a dream. 
JTfw, JEL— As te*tho adhMBe, I 
aaOMendoabtit; 
iad, if m pleaso^ wVU sot aheutlt. 

JI.-i^^moefiowttnnyoawiUpM- 
Uielpdjrftvherivisitore-* [pile 
0ewhtnivdvedin’d,lwinatlndhlm, 


The morning oame, and breakfiut 
done, 

Th’ important plan waa thus begun. 


do not to fine words pretend, 
But Syntax knows me for his friend, 
1 feel your loss, and kindly share it. 
And mndi I wish you to repair it. 
For your late wife your grief to 
amother. 

There’s but one way, — why get 
another: 

And I can, as I hope, provide, 

A oomriy, ririi, aooompliih’d bride. 
We have a friend within the city, 
Who is not old, and still is pretty : 
She learning loves and lemi^ men, 
Beade books, and.oan employ her pen: 
Admires your works, repeats yior 
name, 

And with her praise adonsyoiirfimae; 
Speaks Frsnrik, and ^ya upon tile 
lute, 

Aud will your teste exactly suit 
A Lady’s age is sridom known: 

’Til said, indeed, ahe^a thiriy-oni; 
But were 1 arir’d her years to fix, 

I might suqpeet thsm thirty-six ; 

Nor would Ae yet he out ^ date. 
Supposing die was thhrty-etyht 
Bsaidss ahe has a Jointm otear,' 

Of full five hund]^ poondi a ysar : 
The manaion too ii all her own, 
Whkh mi^ a Biahtp^s wfrhit 
orewB.” 


mtjou 

tiuak yea, my laeit volieA 
friend, 

For dl the good whioh yon fateoAf 
But ’tia the menhig of my grief I 
XMLietfteimsiiohfoikf 



iho DOCTOR SYNTAX'S 


Ai yoa Fro]m : It is too tMMm :— 

0 let mo irait at least till noon.” 

BEABTT. 

What Is the liono j-moon ! The 

When married lore is in its prime : 
When all its sweets havebeen enjoy’d, 
And many a love-siok pair is cloy’d ; 
Whose joys are not suppos’d to last, 
When that fix’d, stated period’s past. 
But when th’ enliv’ning season’s oyer 
The husband is no more the lover ; 
Then oommon sense assumes its turn, 
Oupid’s bright torohes seem to bum, 
And married fidk may then jog on. 
As I and my good wife have done. 
And frith 1 do not see the reason, 
Why sorrow should not have its 
season: 

Why, while a Moon for Joy we bor- 
row, 

We may not do the same for Sorrow : 
Why, a good husband, suoh as you, 
When he has mourn’d amonih or two, 
Should not thenaeize thefav’ringhour. 
To haste again to Hymen’s bower : 
’Tis down^ht folly to refuse it. 

And your superior sense will choose 
it. 

Turn the thing orer in your mind, — 
And then as soon as we have din’d. 
You dhaH with a Xnight-errant spirit, 
Which I well know ^t you inherit, 
00 and dablan your rightfiil daim 
To aric the fsTonr of the dame. 

Your speech you, aa a lanoe, will 
wield, 

Tewr wit wSn proTe a powerful shield, 
And m no doubt yoa’U gain the 

But e^en dioqld pot the prise be won, 
Ko iU eiimiea, ]» iMom if done.” 


^Now iheie’a a feeling, more er 
less, 

Wbidh I bdieve we aU posaesa: 

And, if by reason ’tis oontroU’d, 

May aid the courage of the bold ; 

To manners it may add a graoe, 

And with gay smiles adorn the feuse ' 
Nay, in its soften’d state impart, 

A gen’rouB impulse to the heart 
’Tis vanity; whioh^'^ impress’d 
Its infiuenoe on the Doctor’s breast, 
And whisper’d to him to attend 
To the warm counsels of his friend. 

Thus Pat was order’d to unfold 
All that the trav’Uing-trunk could 
hold; 

To show the drap’ry to the day, 

And bnng the best suit into play, 

To give the wig a modish figure 
And ev’ry ourl becoming vigour. 

Pat thus employ’d his utmost art, 
And Syntax soon was trim and 
smart. 

Prepar’d to play a lover’s part : • 

Nay he was as to outward show, 

A gay, eoolesiastic Beau. 

The party now sat down to dine, 
The well-dress’d dirii, the gen’rona 
wine, 

Cocker’d the Doctor into qpirit, 

And sense of his superior merit. 

— ^The toilette too had done its part. 
With every fariiionable art, 

And yield^ its ooametio anna 
To hi^htenthe frir Widow’s ehaniia. 
— Thns as the Miiiiter olook itnwk 
five, 

Syntax inspu^d and aU aUva^ 

With hmi^ air, tiial lock’d Bka 
4duune, 

Appear’d before lA’ expecting dme. 
But while rim dM the fionaa fMpaw 
Of wlmritahaEB^ivwlmriipriii^ 
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The ^Squire liad popp’d bdiind the 
Boreen, 

To hear what paas’d and not be aeon, 
— 1 see,” ahe said, that Hearty’a 
gone, 

And means to leave ns here alone. 

1 love him well, he is my friend, 

But mnoh I wish that he would mend 
Hib ontio tricks, his darling fun. 
Which men of sterling sense would 
shun. 

On gen’ral oonduot we agree, 

Though his wit is not wit for me. 

But we must let, in life's short day, 
Those whom we value have thoir way. 
The best are to some failings prone, 
And we should try to mend our own.” 

SYNTAX. 

Madam, I oame, as ’tis my duty, 
To pay my homage to your beauty I 
But from the sentiments you deal in, 
You wake in me superior feeling 
To that, inspired by the rose. 

Which on the cheek of beauty blows ; 
And 1 must other thoughts infer 
To please the fair Philosopher. 
Philosophy in various ways 
Asks of the wise the highest praise. 

1 mean not that, whose study pries 
Into tiyMa dark obscurities 
Of doubtful Soienoe, where the eye 
Is cUmm’d by its unoertainty, 

But thrill whose saaroh does not pto- 
kiifi [wrong; 

Beyond whaf s fight and what is 
Wklehgen wiU thhik' is weU defin’d, 
The nioval stniotare of the mind, 
ffim 1 yrionoanoe n pecfbot sag^ 

Of aiiyeUme,of wnty^ 

Above^ Irisrnuig he may show 
Who does this hi^wxonii^ e cieime 
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Who, to all common int’rests blind. 
Instructs the oonsoienoe of mankind. 
—But when we see, though rare the 
right, 

This hiq^py soienee shining bright, 
And, ’neath the wazmth of jBeauty’i 
ray, 

Beaming around the moral day, 

Thus giving to fair virtue's laws, 
Those smiles which best support her 
It is a vision sweet to view, [canse ; 
And such as I behold in you.” 

— Tho widow simper’d, smil’d,' and 
sigh’d, 

And bending forward, tiius re^d. 
Doctor, you dothe your manly 
sense 

In a most winning eloqueneet 
With ease and energy it fbws, 

And bears oonviotion as it goes. 

To your whde reas’ning 1 iadiiie;— 
So pray, Sir, take a glaiw ef wine. 
And, with this wiih, PU take Its 
brother:— [other.” 

May we know nuns, fib, of each 
With his right hand upon IdM hroast, 
The Dootor then tfaoDame addiem’d— 
**Madam, I swear your diams am 

Budi, 

Of you I ooold not know too mndL” 
** 0,” she eaEdaim’d, ”l’m all oon* 
fusion, 

Yon compliment in aiidi pmfhaienl 
Pray ood your palate wi& the findt 
—In the meantime m ^my Inti^ 
And ring a philoeopliio ab, 

’Twin suit yonr doetfine to • hahrl 
It was hnt yeiletdiiy I homht it. 
And 1 oenU almost tliink yon wasleih 
I oaimot aiqr ihat I qppmn PWI 
The songs whish till of nosg^ m 
W^ LombhM^ sadBmbllM^ 

In diDrti wlm Xm 
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lo warble aigbi md long for kisses. 
To leeve it altogether out, 

Higbt be an affeotation thought ; 

But Loye dioold not, I do contend, 
Begin and go on to the end : 

Wbioh, for I speak, Sir, as I feel. 
And for its truth I now appeal 
To every husband, ev*ry wife. 

Is so unlike the r^ life. — 

^My voice ia dender, and I play 
But in a very oommon way : 

Though well I know that to the dry. 
You will applaud my melody ; 

Bay, if in ev’ry note I fail, 

Ton’ll oall me sweetest nightingale.” 

SONG. 

Beauty’s a fair but diort-liv’d 
flower. 

That soaree sorvivea a summer hour! 
Is not this true, for you must know, 
If it is not» 0 tell me BO, 

0 tdlmeso. 

But may not graoes dedc the fair, 
'When beauty is no longer there P 
Is not this true, fto. 

But when the graoes too are fled, 
O may net virtue diann instead 1 
Is not this true, fto. 

And sheuldnot virtue’spowerprove, 
The oord thst binds ia lasting love P 
IsaotdiisiTae, fto. 

For beauty’s fdad to the fair, 

If virtM does not triom]^ t^^ 
Xsaottidstme, fto. 

Lovem would asldm aoflhr 
If they Imew how to weave the diBin. 
Ihaotthiitme, fto* 


Virtue alone can diidd the heart 
From passion’s flaming, fiery dart. 

Is not this true, fto. 

And passion’s flame departs so soon. 
It Boaroe will last the honeymoon : 

Is not this true, for you must know, 
If it is not, 0 tell me so, 

0 tdl me so. 

A. 

Syntax, with enraptur’d air 
Ex(^m’d, as he roso from his ehair, 
** The song’s a aennon I avow;-** 
Love 1 have felt, 1 feel it now. 

And still I’m of that fading proud!” 
—Here ’Squire Hearty laugh’d aloud. 
And, in endeav’ring to escape, 

Or get away in any shape, 

He by ohanoe fdl, then bang’d the 
door, [floor. 

And kiok’d the screen down on the 
The Doctor on the downfall gaz’d, 
Staring, astonish’d, and amaz’d: 
While Madam, sinlring with alonhs^ 
Fell soreaming in hia out-stretoh’d 
aims. 

And while those arma didthusenfdd 
her, [her. 

She struggled so, he soaroeoonldhold 
To keep her still he was not aUe, 

She kidc’d him and o^ertam’d tbs 
table. 

The bottles, pktes and (passes clatter ; 
And now to see what was the mattsr 
The servants enter’d, to whose oan^ 
Syntfkx resign’d the fhrious fhir, 

Wbo witk flerae eyes the doote 
view’d; 

Said he was brutal, igde; 

And loudly aift’d bim bow be dare 
Take sudi bold Bberiaea with bur I 
Then added, sudi a sbipe « Ms* 
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Urns ta diitnrb my Tirtae’i quiet, 
With your lore’i lioentbue riot : 

For had you epmng firom all the 
graces, 

rd qium such impudent embraees. 
—The ’Squire, who had lain oonoeal’d, 
Whisper’d aloud, You now must 
yidd, 

Bo off, be off, you’Te lost the field.” 

Syntax, who had no wish to stay, 
Made haste the summons to obey ; 
And, in a yery ruffled state, [gate. 
Sought, with the ’Squire the mansion 
In vulgar terms, he’d had his lioking, 
Not with Ma’am’s ouffs, but by her 
kicking. 

—The eyes of beauty furnish aims 
Which hfve fill’d heroes with alarms ; 
Nay, that the brave dare not resist 
The vengeance of a female fist. 

And when on angry dame assails 
With darting fingers and their nails 
The rude intruder oft has stood, 

With cheeks all scratch’d and red 
with blood; 

All this is known amidst the strils 
Attendant on domestio life. 

But in Ihe journal of those jars 
That wbH on love’s intestine wars, 

It seldom has been thought discreet 
For fair ones to employ their feet, 
And our fiur Dome’s the first we know 
Who thus alloy’d a vengefiil toe. 
—By wlmt ofisnsive skill m trade 
Her slippers^ her shoes were made. 
To eauM the wefindings lliat befiBl 
The Deitof's shins we eoonot toll; 
Hwud be left to keener qye 
To m^ Ibis grand diseotafy, [bed 
WheMeihaip point or wdlpom’d 
tmwrn Qg attslee ted 2 
Aid, te alwdulidy dwddiv, 


Suffice it, with the ’Squire be went, 
All q»eeohless from astonishment, 
With batter’d legs and stoddngs rent 
—As they retir’d we must relate 
That Patrick diar’d his master’s fate. 
Syntax, who with tend hopes grown 
warm, 

To give the visit all due fbnn. 

And that appearance mig^t befriend 
him, 

Had ordered Patridc to attend him. 
The obedient valet now was seen 
Walking behind with simling mien ; 
But in due time he stepp’d before. 
And, having gain’d the widow’s dm. 
His rap was such, would not disgrace 
St. James’s Square or Portland naoe. 
—The Lady, who had Tupt her eye 
Quicken’d by curiosity. 

The curtain’s drapery between. 
Where the might see, herself unseen, 
Where she might view with amdoiia 
glance, 

Th’ expected visitor advance, 

In long perspective tow’rds her gate: 
Nor long she sat in peeptog state. 
When as she saw the party coeung 
And heard the door’s ie-edhoadd[rnm« 
ming, 

She instant summon’d to her aid, 
Lucy, her 

And thus her seoset wirii betray’d. 

** Invite the volet down below 
And ev’ry ]dnd attention show; 

With all he seetes to wkh ter treat 
him; Piim; 

And with a sariliag wdcaato greet 
Nay, ev’ry conning ait a|ply. 

To ^ his master’s histoiy. 

What is his age,— try aByonrpowec^ 
To team that to the very hem 
ffis temptt and his mode of 1% 

And hov he nif d hfc teiteiv iiitei 
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Stirliafliiage tb$ oommission well, 
IQhett all out of him he can tell,— 

And then, good Lucy, you shall see, 
& 0 W very gratefol I can be.” 

The handmaid promis’d to oboy, 

And nodding sHy, slid away. 

Now Lucy bad a blooming obeok. 
And the black lodu adorn’d her neck : 
Nor had die been five years on duty, 
To aid the toilette of a beauty, 
Without attaining, in her way, 

The arts by which she could display 
Bueh channs as render’d her bewitch- 
ing 

To liy’ried gentry in the kitohen. 

She adc’d if he again would dine, 
Whidi he preferr’d, or ale or wine. 
To eudi kind offers nothing loth 
He chose to take a sup of both : 

Then on the board sweet cakes were 
plac’d, 

And all he adt’d the table grac’d. 
Things thus arrang’d, it was not long 
Ere Lucy proVd she had a tongue, 
Whidi hke an aspen leaf was hung : 
But neither wine nor her gay fanning, 
Bobb’d honest Patrick of his cunning. 
And the first question she let out. 
Told him what Luc^ was about. 

Thus Pat, who Wd his master well. 
Was quite pr^ar’d what tale to tell. 
— 49ays she, in her familiar ohat, 

** Pray is the Boetor’s liring fat P” 

Aye, faith it is, my dearest 
dear, 

And weighs a thousand pounds a 
year,” 

** Hare you in many places 
beenP” 

Siwice, I suppose you 

Only two afteters I hate serr'd, 

Ai4 Bty diftr 


1 serv’d the King, may HeaV’n hlesa 
him, 

As, when he dies, it will possess him. 
At his command, a gallant rover. 

I’ve travell'd half this wide world 
over: . [dosens. 

I’ve drawn my sword, and aye, by 
Have out down Pienohmen and their 
oousins. 

For many an houft have trod 
The field, my anoles deep in blood. 

0 these were sights enough to make 
A heart hke pretty Luoy’s ache.” 

£. — And did you e’er receive a 
wound P” 

P. — Aye, faith, I’ve lain upon the 
ground 

For half a day, when death and life 
Were qaaxrelling like man and wife, 
Which dionld possesB itself of Pat ; 

1 But, in Hearn’s mercy, for all that 

I I’m here quite well, and stout to view, 
And ready to make love to yon. . 

I I’m nought but soars, as yon would 
know. 

If I could dare my form to show,— 
’Tishaok’dand hew’d feom to toe.” 
X. — ” Dear Mr. Pat, you melt my 
heart; 

What cut and slash’d inev’xypartP” 
P.— ” Thetrunk, ’tistrne, hMsnf- 
fer’d sore, 

Nor could it, Bemity, suflisr aunel 
But for the brandieo of the troa^ 
They’re all just as th^ ought to be : 
But for my wounda 1 harre a plaiafear. 
In amoat kind goi’iona master.” 

X.-” What cyMm hM tficDoe- . 
tor play P 

And may 1 a^ what age am fhsy.” 

I P.-*-”CaiUdMn, iadmd, ha 
I had five; 

But MBa of tel aaa aaw ilimp 
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If nought had ftopp*d Idi tongiio’a 
oaroer 


And his sweet wife, onr Country’s 
pride, 

Three months ago, in ohildhed died. 
Her death made many a bosom aohe 
Upon ihe hanks of l^swiok Lake. 
She thought not as fine ladies do, 

Of dresses smart, all pink and bine, 
Who strive to catch the wond’ring 
Of any fool that’s passing by. [eye 
Where’er she mov’d, so nice, so fair. 
All view’d the well-bred lady there : 
But more, who did my mistress see 
Saw the mild form of Charity. 

^As for my master, he oan Aow 
More leamingthan e’enBidiops know. 
What knowledge lies beneath his hat 
And the fine wig that’s comb’d by Fatl 
No, your great church doesnotcontain 
The treasure lock’d within his brain.” 
But what of that, it will not 
do, 

If here yonr master comes to woo: 
Learning, I’m sure, will never thrive 
In widows’ hearts of thirty-five.” 
P.— “Pooh, nonsense, this is all 
your sporting ; 

My master comes not here a courting ; 
O Heaven forbid, says honest Pat, 
That he diould play a prank like t^t: 
For woroe or better, Jiould he take 
Tour mistress, many a heart would 
break 

Of dame or\damsel round our lake. 
Beaidei, there isiwidow. Dear, [year; 
With W t#elve hundred pounds a- 
And what 1 teH yoi^ Adth, is tme^ 
For ta apeak lies 1 could not do 
To such a piet^ 1^1 as you. 

Should he not lead her to tho alto, 
She’d euro her toe-fit with ahaitoP 
W]to ate pbwen of Pat’s tow* 
flea, 

fisighthmlton OUT tote mtoisn, 


Or clos’d poor Lucy’s curious ear, 
This John-Trot verse does not prota 
To tell, or e’en presume to gness. 

— ^But here the upstairs noise and riot, 
Disturb’d at once the kitchen’s quiet 
— ^The damsds fiew and sought the 
scene [screen. 

Where Madam, Syntax, a^ the 
The curious medley there diiq^lay’d, 
Which has been either sung or, said. 
Pat, who knew nought of what above 
Had happen’d or in hate or toe. 
Thought that whate’er diould oome 
to pass 

He might fill up another j^ass t 
The wine was sweet, the ole WM good, 
And jug in hand he listening st^. 
Thus, while attentive to the rout, 

He heard a voice cry, “ Turn him ouf^ 
Shew the base daring wretch the doer^ 
And never let him enter more.” 

He heard,— >when, with a fiuw all 
fiome, [oama^ 

Down stairs in haste (he cook-maid 
And while, with staring eyes, amas’di 
Ho on the angry vision gas’^ 
Mutt’ring strange words of dire intent 
Of base design and ravishment, 

She seis’d at once, ton plung’d to 
I Into a pidl of dirty dop, [mop 
I And, with a lOuUiou’i strong-arm’d 

Drove it fiA dash in Plitikk’f fime; 

I Nor fhil’d towithrepaotedhlow, 

I And desp4on’d tong^ to Udhimgo. 

I He at a less to rage to ton 
Of this fieroa kitaben Amaion, 
Struggled aa w^ as he was abla 
By way af shield to ssto to teUet 
Andinttototo ^Wg fi M itoto 
ITiihhtoy itolaps miN Aegto 
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^ now ’tii needM to enqiiire 
&te of Sylitax and the ’Squire, 
jnit to settle the arrears 
^Of bUuited hopes and rising fears. 

If e’er a pair of fine blue eyes 
Were seen expresaye of surprise, 

If e’er snrprise, chang’d to alarm, 
Display’d a &oe, now pale, now warm. 
As these two feelings might impart 
Xheir yarious impulse to the heart ; 
’Twas when his Hostess did explore 
The Doctor as he op’d the door ; 

And, with unusual length of chin. 

He faintly bow’d and enter’d in. 

Dut e’er the Lady found her tongue, 
For she saw something had been 
wrong. 

He in a rather humble tone. 

Thus made his serious frolic known. 

To the fair widow I have been. 

Of course the blessed dame I’ye seen. 
-—You must perceiye Pm in a ruffle. 
For, to spei^ truth, we’ve had a 
scuffle: 

Hay, 1 have somewhat more to say, 
Tve been ill-treated in the fray 1” 

He then told all he ffld endure, 
Dedar’d his wounds and ask’d a cure. 
—Madam now cast a curious eye. 

To see if she must laugh or cry. 

And as a smile from Hearty broke. 
She tam’d the souffle to a joke, [done, 
*<iro harm, I tmst,*’ she said, *’is 
*Twas but a piece of Oi^’s fun: 
SBuit nrohin is a very pidde. 

And aometimei does his tidde, 
’Mcnglovan thusto make a pother, 
T aamoehiaadf and please his mo- 

ihart 

Btit theae Ttgmtoa irtien they’re <fer 
Am aM disfcittb no mom’^ 

Basclw isii’d by th^ 

Asi wU* ** Z ham tht 


Hay, I must now your pardon beg, 
For bruised ohiu or wounded leg. 
’Twas by my awkwardness I own 
The olumsy screen was tumbled down. 
And for ill that did attend. 

You havearight to blame your friend: 
But my dear wife, a Dootor she, 

In all domestic pharmacy. 

Will try her utmost ddll and oare. 
Your awkward iz^iEieB to repair ; 

And by to-morrow you diaU lose 
All feeling of the widow’s shoes. 

But she, good Bir, must he forgiven. 
For Charity’s the child of Heaven. 

If we would calmly pass along, 

Hor tempt the jostli^ of the throng^ 
As in this crowded world we live ; 
We must forget and must forgive. 
You will by aotive duty teach 
The doctrines you to others preach: 
Hor fail to hold up to their view, 

The lesson and th’ example too. 
To-morrow she shall make amends, 
When you shall kiss her and bo 
friends.” 

SYNTAX. 

’’Forgive herF aye, with all my 
heart, 

For that is ev’ry Chiistian’a part: 
But no, I never ahall fivrget 
The kiokings I am in her ddit. 

And all her kusixig I oppoee, [toca 
She’s misehiePs s^ and my br^’d 
Tdlme, that ahe may anapnqr nose.’* 
Madam now gave bar needful 
The bpodddoo was di^y’d, * 
And bu^ in her healing ashsniii, 

The Doolm^a fact weMted Ihe otii^ 
Of oily fluids, to eBay 
The tamous xidng from the fray. 
Thia aha perfiicm’d withMlaefra% 
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And, as die did the ponltioe qnreadi 
Half-tapsy he thus stomm’ring said, 
— ** How with my master it turn’d out 
TTpstairs, in oil ^at noisy rout ; 

1 cannot now pretend to know, 

But faith 1 suffer’d much below ; 
Where half a score of Abigails 
Attack’d me withtheir mops and pails. 
Oh, how these furies did ill-treat me 
And almost to a jelly beat me I 
Do but, your Honour, see my head I” 
<< Be off, good Pat,” fhe ’Squire said, 
” To Anne or Susan now apply. 

On their kind aid you may rely. 
With brandy bathe your forehead’s 
A medicine of soy’reign use, [braise, 
That never fsdls to aid the cure 
Of such a hurt as you endure.” [you, 
Says Pat, ” My humble thanks to 
But that same liquid will not do : 
Though you ate pleaa’ditsuseto teach. 
It never will my forehead reach, 
Poreure asHorthliesstraighttoSouth, 
Brandy will never pass my mouth. 
Whene’erit comes, withginor whisky, 
Bonear my lips it makes them frisky ; 
And then my mouth so round and 
hollow, 

0 what an itch it has to swallow.” 

** Howe'er that be,” ’Squire Hearty 

Mid, 

** Go and xapair your shatter’d head, 
Then take ypnr meal, and off to bed.” 

11m ]>ooto* <m the oofa laid, 

A aohnn train of thought be^y’d. 
It vaa not thdt ha adfo^d pain, 

Ihat ha esuld saailB at and disdain. 


And irihan the ’Sqahra bagan to chide, 
Syntax, williaaic^ air faplied: ) 

Ithk^ yen teywtf kind intao^ i 
But Tv* diaait’4 nj ftototomaiit 



I have not broke a moral duty 
In viaiting this fdrions beauty ; 

But still it was a boyish triok 
Which now 1 think on’t makes me 
siok. [dragg’d away, 

Though Boaroe four months have 
Since 1 wept through the dismal day. 
When my heart’sdarlingand its pride, 
In all her glow of virtue died, 

I sought, as I shall ne’er forget, 

To play the fool with a coquette. 
When I reflect, blest shade, on thee, 
My lost, lamented Dorothy ; 

^^en I but think how mnoh I ow’d 
To that affection you bestow’d ; 
When by the fondest union known. 
You but so lately were my own ; 

By what dark witdh-aralt waa 1 
brought I 

To oast my darling foom my thought! 
If thatsomoorapeqdtudideidmmyheod 
In honour of the hanour’d dead, 
Gould but speak now, ’twould aand u 
voUey 

Of loud reproachei at my folly.” 
BEABTT. 

*’My Friond, oomplain Bot,-rVar 
the tun 

Has its next doily cixouit done, 
Again you’ll walk andjump and mn.** 

BTNTAX. 

'’Think not, daogr Sir, that 1 oono* 
plain 

Of what BO hm^ givaa nw pain: 
Pain’e not the Imrthan of ay aong } 
It ia, that Fvo bean domg wrong. 

1 only wish to-moifow’a mom 
May And no mom tha raddtog thoc% 
Whiifo, at tUa moment, doth infoat 
With ita diaip peiiit my aunaatoui 
hraaat 


IS 



178 DOCTOR srrrrAx^s toub 


Thongli if repentaaoe could but lull 
grief for baying play’d the fool| 
0hould well-weigh’d hopes these 
thoughts beguile, 

1 shall not only run but smilo. 

But I 'Will now ezdaim no more ; 
Boon will your fiiendly meals be o’er, 


And though my mind is so opprest 
I look not for a wink of rest. 

1 will into my cabin creep, 

And there the widow’s vig^s keep ; 
Who broke my duns — and murders 
sleep.” 


CANTO XXX. 


I sold, that children at the 
A breast 

WBl often cry themselyes to rest; 
A«d elder folk may find relief 
From the wakeful hours of grief. 

By talking o’er their cares till sleep 
Does on the wearied senses creep. 
^Thus Syntax, when he went to bed 
With his last frolic in his head. 
While shame forbore not to impart 
Some awkward feeling to his heart, 
Tried in all ways, in eVry shape 
From self-reproaches to escape : 

But all in yain his pleadings strove 
Th’ accusing spirit to remoye. 

Which charg’d his guilt as petty 
treason 

Against tho soy’reign power of reason, 
Whose justice, by its mildest rule. 
Must set him down a harmless fool. 
— Well,” he exclaim'd, **no illwaa 
meant; 

Law, rigid Law, looks to th’ intent 
Of what we do ; and I protest 
Were there a window in my breast. 
The keenest eye 1 diould not fear 
T indulge its curious prying therst 
Viigiu4esmay, perhaps, maintain 
Th^ fEolic season in my brain : 

Kay, 1 must own that fdjjy’s power 
Bias thus endny’d me fsr an hour, 


And did my careless footing get 
Entangled in ita gaudy net, 

A scene that I diall ne’er forget. 

But while I dare, Heay’n knows ’tis 
true. 

Expose my naked heart to yiew. 

And call on friend or foe to pry 
Into my thoughts with busy eye ; 
Why need I toss and tumble here. 
Oppress’d 'with doubt, alarm’d with 
fear; 

Why need I here all grumbling lay, 
Till the light tells approadiing day I 
— 0 Nature, my oomplaints forgiye, 
Let me thy soft embraoe reoeiye ; 
Make me forget in thy repose. 

The folly of my fancied woes I” 

If more he spoke he neyer knew. 
As Nature died th’ obli'rious dew ; 
Then, list’ning to his humble prayer. 
Drew her dark curtain round bis oare, 
And did to deep eaoh tense indine, 
Till the cathedral dock atmok nine. 
The bell wai rung, whn Pat ap- 
pear’d, 

And fain would have hk nusv 
dieei’di 

With Idi bright Ida^ry ^ te kaj 
That did diiigwe yeetasdiy; 

But Syntan gnsvdy waiv’d Ids band. 
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For sadi a tolo tlie Doctor's ear 
Was not just then prepar'd to hear, 
Nor e’er did Pat feel such a balk, 
For 'twas just then he wish'd to talk. 
No'er in his life, or right or wrong, 
Was he so prompt to wag his tongue. 
But he was sent off to new rig, 

With his beat skill, the nunided wig. 
And all the honours to restore 
Which it had lost the day before. 
—And now the Sage, in due array. 
With night-cap white, and night- 
gown grey, 

Descended to his morning fare, 

And found his smiling Hostess there; 
Who soon express’d a wish to see 
The effsot of her <diirurgery ; 

When she declared another day 
Would chase all symptoms of the fray. 
«*0,” cried the 'Squire, “our life 
would be 

One sad, dull scene of apathy. 

Were we not forc’d, by time and 
chance. 

Our st^ to Taiy as we dance. 
Without these shakes 1 would not give 
A in this same world to live ; 
We, without these enliT'ning jogs, 
Should be no more than useless logs. 
Such things, my iiiend, will neyer 
heed; 

'Twas a fine woman did the deed ; 
And with kind gallantry he’ll greet 
her, [her.” 

Whenever it ts hla chanoe to meet 

mtax. 

■ihoBldlthatlii^Meeh 
*3?fNnild gho me pane in both my 
firnt 

X do billtae^ wbflBe^er die aliis, 
like a game belli shi^s ateePd wttii 
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While to proteother pow’rfol diarm<>, 
She may wear gauntiets on her anna; 
And I musiowni aa truth’s my duty, 
The widow ia a striking beauly. 

For hugs and kkks I am her debtor, 
And no, I never shall forget her ; 
But much 1 wish by any rule 
1 could forget I’ye play'd the fooL 
A distich 1 remember well, 

Does in plain verse this maxim tdl:— 
< In many ills which man endures, 
'Tis Beauty wounds, andBeauty cures.' 
And this same proverb, as you see, 

Is happily realis'd in me. 

The handsome widow gave the wound, 

I While to my lovely fdend I’m bound, 
By whoso kind oare a cure ia fbund.” 
The blush that ting’d the Lady’s fme. 
The whisper’d thirnks, the ourUying 
grace, 

I leave for fmey’s eye to see ; 

She’ll sketch them b^r iSu than mo. 

The breakfast follow’d, and the day 
In pleasant ohit-ohat pass’d away, 
The next, all ready at the gate 
Phillis and Punch were seen to wait; 
And at no very early hour. 

Syntax prooeeM on hii TboTi 
But yet ho travell’d not alone, 

In all the state of number one, 

For Hearty soon appear’d in view, 

To make Uie party number two ; 

And Madam, who pevoeiv’d his mind 
Was to indulge her wish ineUn’d, 
Declar’d she could nqt stqr bdund : 
Thus the equestrian fdk wt see. 

Were now inoieis^d to nnmborthfee; 
And, when tk' ■ttmdhig grooms 
arrive, 

The eavakiida oondato of fivo, 

Thim they psoeaiMleu on tiMir WM 
Sometimaa wire giaiin mul wmalisM 
gay. 
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-- Madatt, uliOTodd iritliDiaiL*sgraQe, 
daili into a eaat^g pace, 
And, aa thoy eroM’d a leyel plain, 
The Nimrod Adr oould not refrain 
From offiBiing to try her steed 
With PhiUia in the way of speed: 
But whether Syntax h^ no dull 
In jookey’s arts, or check’d the will 
Of his ^t mare, I cannot say. 

But the fair Lady won the day, 

** Wdl,” said the Doctor, ** thns yon 
see 

What soope for my philosophy 1 
Men only now and then defeat me, 
But women, why they always heat 
me.” 

*-Thns after sauntering on their way, 
Till the enn beam’d his noontide ray; 
They stopp’d anddin’d, and saidadieu, 
As all k^-hearted people do ; 
Andthe York friends engag’d to make 
An Antanm visit to the Lake. 

The ’Bqniie his wishes did impart 
From a frill, open, honest heart ; 

A tear dropped down from Madam’s 

The Doctor hless’d them with a sigh ; 
And all ezdaim’d, Good bye 1 Good 
bye I 

lils, to reflecting minds ’tis known, 
Oft finds a just comparison. 

In any journey that we make 
For bna’neM or for jdeaanre’a sake. 
Indeed, in ev’ry point of view, 
Thon^ ’tie not altogether new, 
Xhooe who think rifl^t will find it true. 
«^The tcengnil mom begins the day, 
No Mgiy stonn impedes the way : 
AtlOBflA when the meridian sun 

Wiftjdiwvfie oovarid 

e^er; 

ItatM jttft InWiiAi ioiBe ten beftr^ 


All by the same desire possest, 

To gain a welcome state of rest. 

And if by faVring fortune brought, 
We find the happiness we sought. 
Still we look on, with anzious eye. 

To the dark hour, when with a sigh 
We bid farewril and say. Good bye. 
life’s but a jonmt^ that we take, 
’Tis but a visit that we make ; 

And when WO at dose of day 
With the oompauisiB of our way ; 
Whene’er our friendly visits o’er 
We quit the hospitable door ; 

Our hearts the gratefril words supply. 
We wish all well and say, Ghmd bye. 
Such were the thoughts that many 
a milci 

Did the go^ Doctor’s mind beguile ; 
But, now and then, the widow’s fray 
Would some unpleasant thoughts 
convey : 

He fear’d the stoiy might be known, 
And form a fable for the town. 
Which bu^ scandal, right or>wrong. 
Might spread abroad with tattii^ 
tongue; 

A furbish’d tale, whoselies would work 
Their way through cv’xy street in 
York, 

Or might a curious passage take, 

In tell-talq letter to tiie Lake. 

— << 0 sage DisoietionI” he exclaim’d, 
By Clusic Foet thou art nam’d 
Theohief of Tirtuecl* Witiumtthes;, 
T.ieaining and cage Fhiloaopliy, 

And wit and tal^ zigiiliy* weigh’d. 
Are but tiie diadowi of a ahadAt 
lake veiaala on tbalr briny ledm * 
Makiiig timir way wiAoiit nkelniy 
By ev^ wind end 

• tlTidlmfc Nimnai Hint ri ill tlaiaatla 
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But where thy oounielB do preside, 
Where thou dost all our courses gui^, 
Bo surer safeguard con be giTcn, 

The proxy thou of fhY*rmg HeaTon, 
Bo, never, never, never more, 

Will 1 launch fromthe tranquil diore; 

' Unless my fisithfal steersman thou, 
Bhalt spread the sail or guide '^e 
prowl 

Discretion hail,— I fain would be, 
Thy never-failing votaiy ! 
lladst thou an altar, I would bring 
The fairest, purest offering. 

That my b^ powers could bestow. 
The pray’r sincere, the sacred vow. 
And feel that ev’ry off 'ring given 
Would be a saczidoe to Heaven.” 

Thus, as good Syntax travell’d on, 
He fail'd not ever and anon. 

With an alternate smile or sigh. 

To break forth in soliloquy. 

This promis’d not to mend his pace. 
And ere he reach’d the destin’d place. 
Where he propos’d the night to pass. 
To smoke his pipe and take his glass, 
An humble inn stood by the road 
That promis’d a more calm abode. 
Where no stage-coodi or dhaises 
rattle, [oattie; 

Or noiqr post-boys scourge thdr 
But when the uneasaming guest 
Gets a clean meal \piid goes to rest 
Here Syntax, ason inudv’din siiidka, 
With a brisk landierd crack’d a joke: 
AsteskwriMxsss^dsndJt^ of sis, 
Oosq^d tim erodng’i 
Tim eottiiy pipsn tlma he rssd, 
And Bstl^1%bM hfta to bed; 

Bor woidd hehavomrios’d Ids syss^ 
im Betfy sssMridqg beds Idai rise: 
But when the inn, with beaming xi^ 
Bid chang’d the dnham n^it fs 


Some noise, he knew not wherefore, 
broke 

Upon his rest, anditralght hewoke;— 
When as he listen’d, it appear’d. 
That he Pat’s noisy langmq^e heard, 
And vnlgar mirth seem’d to resound 
About the purlieus of a pond, 

Where Pat, up to his nedk in water, 
Prov’d the d^ cause of all the 
laughter. 

He op’d the easement snd look’d out 
To see what Patrick was about 
<'Aie yon awake,” he cried, ^*or 
sleeping, 

That such a dirty pool yon oreepin P” 
Faith, Sir,” si^ he, <<they did so 
creep 

Abont me, that I could not steq^. 

Or bugs, or fleas, whate’cr they be. 
Their stings have play’d Old Blok 
with me. 

I brush’d them off, hut all in vain, 
By thousands they retam’d again; 

So I came in the pond to darii 
And give the creatiizas snob a wash, 
That if they wirii’d to live and bteaths 
They would no longer atay baBaath, 
But all of them frm very dread, 
Would hurry upwards to the head, 
iniere nesUe salb within my 
Where they’ll be oCnglift to ina S 
And thus be doom’d Ic asftain 
daughter, [gqaafar.” 

Thoiigh cv’ry wcateh dunild csyte 
The whimsy afcnmgo^ thadroBasnaeil 
Was to dll Sage a psxiNk tieat 
That asnt him Irnghing to hia bad, 
While hi agrin lapoiPd hie h«sL 
A waggonm, in ttvdy aue^ 

Lat looae Ua lokia wheat Pidritk 

la Mart utM. MM «fll 
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1 do advise yon/’ said tho clown, 

** To kt tho ostlfifr rub you down ; 
And if his bnuh is woU applied, 
’Twill diive the Tormin Irom your 
liide : [wonder, 

But where’s the mighty cause for 
That Faddy should oommit a blunder P 
For wdl 1 know by your glib tongue, 
To what fine country you belong ; 
And if your red rag ^d not show it. 
By your queer fsnoies 1 should know 
it” [on me, 

— “ Hark you,” said Pat, “ your jokes 
Might pass as harmless pleasantry ; 
But when you laugh at Ireland’s 
name, [game, 

You do, my friend, mistake your 
And you see, nay you diall rue, 
What a stout Irish lad can do.” 
—•The word was followed by a blow 
Which laid the saucy rustic low. 

And when by rude Hibernian strength 
The down hadmeasur’d all his length, 
Pat roll’d him onward, round and 
round, 

’Till he was sous’d into Ihe pond. 

” Atruoe,” saidhe, ^^toyourgriinaoes, 
You see we’ve only ohang’d our plaoea: 
But the aame honoit haj^ no doubt, 
That roll’d you in, diall pull you out 
Pm not so eaty to be fad’d, 

But fdnin, I trust, your mirth is cod’d, 
To |ravo that 1 ne’er meant to harm 
you, [warm you. 

nl give you Bomeihing that shall 
WsW tslm amorning glass as fdends, 
And hate our shortf'liy’d anger ends : 
Bttfc Bait wu wfll tah doto sup- 


•wMow as yon driuo your waggon on, 
Throngli dif roads ftm town 
totDWiif 


Whene’er you meet a Paddy Whack, 
Think whose strength laid you on 
your back ; 

And though you felt his pow’rful arm, 
You also found his heart was warm.” 
— ^Nought happen’d now that’s worth 
relating ; 

At nine the horses wage in waiting : 
The morning aoen^sio^e Syntax gay. 
And smiling he pursued his way : 

But nought he heard or did appear, 
That asks for a desoription here. 
Through the long day he trayeU’d on ; 
The night he pass’d at Warrington 
Where, Lis keen, philosophio eye 
Enjoy’d the Jiighest luxury. 

It seems, this venerable town 
Eetains a nationiil renown, 

For its superior skill display’d. 

By which all kinds of glass are made ; 
And where the traveller, inclin’d 
With ouriouB art t’enrioh his mind, 
Will never fail to pass a day : 

The scene will well reward his stay. 

Syntax, with eagerimpulsefraught, 
And pleasing hopes, the Glass-houBe 
sought. 

Where each polite desire is shown, 

To make the gen’ral fshrio known. 
The Dootor did proclaim, 

Dedlsr’d his dignity and name ; 

Nor did the 6a^ his fuu^ balk, 

To riiow his liMCTing by kii talk. 
That glass waa knom to distaiit ages, 
H^rov’d from philofophio pages, 
But did not ventoie to deeidB 
Hdw in those ages ’twas ^plkd ; 

But soon farcke frefh Ia nyfrous 

To teU its uses in our uiML 
— This frdr, ' grtehaws 

bd^t, 

Xao^ got Oe oold^ liti in ]^|^ 
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And wlion flame multiplies its rays, 
Will imitate the diamond’s blase. 

But here’s the importaatpointof view, 
Without it what would Beauties do ! 
They’d be but miserable elTes, 

If they could ndTer see themselTes. 
How would they arrange thoir graces, 
And plant frash amiliM upon thdr 
faces, 

If they had nought but polish’d 
mettle. 

Or the bright coyer of a kettle. 

Alas ! Old England’s not the clime 
Where maidens fair may pass their 
time 

By a transparent fountain’s side, 

To decorate their beauty’s pride ; 

No waf xy mirrors we possess, 

Which aided Bian’s nymphs to dress. 
Our ladies, lack^o-day, would shiyer. 
To make their toilettes by a riyer. 
—Indeed it has not yet been diown 
That he who first ma^glassisknown: 
Had it been so, he would haye trod 
Olympus as a Demigod ; 

And temples to his name would rise 
As to those known diyinlties. 

To whom theb useful arts haye giyen 
A place within the Poet’s Heayen : 
Though,” he ezdaim’d, **it doth ap- 
pear, 

Eadh Glass-hom is his temple here. 
Where Art ana Oommeroe doth eom- 
hine 

In gratitude and pciiae to join.” 

Byatax now wish’d to tiy Ins sUL 
In teielaig aoBse neat uttnsU ; 

Wlisn se’iy part m dxdj fitted, 
And to htt^hted.titt tabs suhiBittsd; 
Tim rttirt dlMSfitoBVi Iw 
And aortattdng fike a bottle ffladai. 
Petriek teo was prspsa’d to bkw 
A ttieP wM did art IMW; 


But while he did apply his art, 

A fianny workman twitch’d a part, 
Whieh modidi modesfy would blame 
If 1 propos’d to guess the name ; 

So that by some strange jerk uncouth, 
Pat drew the flame into his mouth. 
And while he amus’d the people round 
him. 

By spitti^, kicking, and eonfounding, 
He soaroe escap’d the sad disaster 
Of setting fire to his master. 

—All were well pleased but Pat who 
swore 

He neyer swallow’d fire before, 

And was glam blown by such a whim, 
It neyer should be blown by him. 
Haying increas’d bis stock and store 
Of yarions aoientifio lore, 

TheDootor took bis leaye gay-hearted, 
And for hie destin’d route departed. 

His way tow’rdt Chester he pursued. 
And, with exploring thought reyiew’d 
The great exertions which were made 
By human art, inspir’d trade; 
And where improving sedenoe ih^ 
How much man’s pregnant genius 
owes [tends 

To oommeroe, whose vast power ex- 
E’en to the world’s remotest ends, 
And in snooeMdon brings to view 
Whate’er the hands of man can do« 
— Hatme ezpeots mankind thonld 
■hare, 

The duties of fhopidflio ease ; 

Who’s born fsr dIrthP To some we 
find [sign'd; 

The ptengb rtaie*^ amtiial task as- 
Bone at the ■onsdiiig aiml glow, 
Bomiim swift-rtidbg shnw 

ItaaPerttePorteoreeBnameegrtli; 

BiM, tn^ by iadrttiy, impart 
WlfthmrtaaadflwtlheirmttirtmB^ 
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While some of geniiu more refin’d, 
With head and tongueassist mankind : 
Saob, aiming at one common end, 
Proime to the whole a needful friend. 
In rank, or great or e mail, 

*Xie Xntnetry eupports ne aU. 

!Ekna as ha mne’d, kind chance be- 
atow’d, 

Which Kanetimes happena on theroad, 
A hriak oompanion, oheerfril, gay, 
Form’d to amnae the loifring way. 
They firat OonTer8*d about the wealher, 
But, aa they trotted on together, 
More aarknu topiea aoon prerail, 

Hot did the lib’ral oonTorae fail : 

Of Oheater’a city they talk’d o’er, 
The hiatory in times of yore; 

Iti different ohangei they relate, 

And what oompos'd its present state. 
The Doctor also wish’d to see 
What in its near yioinify 
Might reason’s curious wifdi inyite 
With the frdr promise of delight. 

Oh ! Eaton-Hall,” it was replied, 

** Is now become the country’s pride ; 
And pardon me, if I should say, 

A want of taste you will betray, 

If you should Cheshire leawe nor lee 
That scene of splendid dignity, 
Where, aa oil around can tell. 

Bank, Opulence, and Virtue dw^ : 
Whose noble owner oil rerere, 
OnrcoDitaattoaBt, the Feerlew Peer,” 


fllVTAS. 

^ MUnh it delfghta me when Pm tdd 
Of Ihoae who Idg^iestetationB hold, 
And,^ igiistthifrgimBdiU when we 


19m hiiiM mode 

« Wim iB %aoUe adtea ooomt, 

Wlieae mn&npt jpmvii them noUy 


And well maintain their ancient name, 
By virtue and unblemish’d fame : — 
But suoh who great and good oom- 
bine, 

May claim an higher praise than mine. 
—The name, indeed, by birth de« 
soends. 

But Honour on themaelyes depends, 
The Coronet will nove^hiie 
Presuming ignoranoe Ad pride. 
Learning by study must be won ; 
’Twas ne’er entail’d from son to son : 
Superior worth high rank requires, 
For that mankind revere their sires : 
But if by false ambition led, 

In honour’s paths they cease to tread, 
The ancient merits of their race 
Serve but to heighten their disgrace.” 

Thus, as the oonversation past, 

To Chester’s walls they came at last ; 
And thus the Doctor’s trav’Uing friend 
Address’d him at the City’s end, 

<< In this fam’d town I offioe bear, 
Nay, I’m of some importanoe there, 
An Alderman, who has been Mayor : 
And I shall fed it, Sir, a pride, 
Through eVry part to be your guide ; 
Then readily obey your c^ 

To wait on you to Eaton Hall: 

For mudh I wish to hear you trace 
The Bumptuons beautiee eff the place. 
I was not bom in arts to trudge, 

But still I knew enoai h to judge 
When soientiflo man diq^y 
39iefr lowwledge ia that ^Miiig way 
Whidi hwi ddigkted me to-day.” 
Syntax nmit wBluig to modwe 
The proffer’d kiudwalM^ loafc Ml laa^ 
— ThemortawcgMfH^ 

To Eaton thcythcfr' wyi^a aa, 
WhamthaSima MM Aft 

I Tha ttftiM^fal 
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That taste and iddll and labour’d art 
Had work’d and wrought in ev’ry 


part: 

When with fond admiration draught 
He thus express’d eaoh rising thought. 

« Much it delights my mind to read 
Of dauntless and heroio deed, 

Where tiie historian’s words record 
The patriot valour of the sword : 
And, when Ihe bloody field was done. 
What banner mark'd the glory won, 
Which honour order’d to be worn, 

A sacred badge, by sons unborn. 

But more it joys me when I see, 
(Long past ihe Age of Chivalry,) 

Fair virtue change its helmed face. 
For ev’ry soft, domestic grace, 

And all the fire of martial strife 
Yield to the oharitieB of life. 

^Thus as I view the pictur’d wall, 
Th’ historic page of Eatan-Hall, 

I see the one^ where Gresi^’s fame 
Gives splendour toaOrosv’nor’sname; 
2%e other, in a milder sound, 
la heard from all the country round. 

I measure with admiring eye 
The lapse of Ages long pass’d by, 
From the old time when ev’ry throne 
Did a stem royal warrior own : 

When the st^’d sword aU re^te 
spum’di 

And seldom to iia diaaih return’d: 
When oeaeelem\>atfle strew'd the 
plain * [dain; 

‘^th maaglid tans cf thousands 
And efforts ef contanding aright 
The hahnaaa hild ’tndzt wrong and 

ButswaoBf by eKperienee ta ni^, 

Tim ie%n ^ iuato aonj^ 

Andta^irttiaM,tajq^ 
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Learning and soienoe gave their aid, 
While mild religion, heav’nly maid. 
Was lov’d, was cherish’d, and 
obey’d. 

And laws and manners more refined 
ChastiB’d and purified the mind. 

But all the thanks my voice can give 
To Heaven I offer, that I live, 

In these fair after days, when peace 
Has bid eaoh warring age to oease ; 
When men prefer the joys of home, 
To ev’ry eager widi to roam, 

Where honour doth its harvest yirid 
Of carnage in the tented field ; 

When battle is rdnotant sought, 

But when oompell’d is bravdy fbughti 
To save the land from foreign 
Domestio tumults to oppose ; 

In ev’ry country to diwwn 
A tyrant pow’r however shown, 

And guard the freedom of our own. 

But if I’m heard thus to pvefrr 
Our present modes and oharaoter, 

You well might ask me why I pnist 
What bears the riiape of other days, 
When arts, of anoient Grecos the 
boast, 

Were in the gtavy sgea lost : 

And why we see ta palace rise 
like those a suppBssf 

Or rather why we do not see 
PaPadjan art and symmetry ? 

Why from the solid, aiinple base 
Bprings not the oolumn’s Atliogneef 
^y trails not with a flowing ease 
The curling fldiaga o’er the MseP 
And ehaate reliefue lay Mwe you 
fikmio finuiled celristBcieatoiy P 
Wlqr « Ood ad Oadtei 
gina to tkw ad idf 
SOM Mt bj OM iofd OTI^Illi^S 
Atn 
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While unw, with well-wrought de- 
coration, 

On baluEtrades assume their station ; 
And festoons waye in flow’ry show, 

To grace the intervals helow.— 

All this, good Sir, is pretty rcas'ning, 
And to the subject gives a seaa’ning; 
But my old taste and ancient pride 
Thus argues on the other side. 

** I think that it should be the aim 
Of families of anoipt name, 

Never, from fashion, to transfer 
Their long establish’d oharaoter ; 

Nor e’er blot from th’ historic eye, 
One page that tells their ancestry. 
But itiU involve with modem state, 
Some fignze of their ancient date, 
That they whose grondsires’ honours 
shine 

Jh holy wars of Palestine ; 

Or, in their glitt’ring armour steel’d, 
Wav’d the bight sword in Creasy’s 
field, 

Should s^ with ancient pride adorn 
The mansions where their sires were 
bom. 

And if old Time’s destroying power 
Has shaken ancient hall or bower. 
The new rais’d straoture diould dis- 
pense 

The style of old magnificence: 

The grandeur of a former age 
f&ould still the wond’ring eye engage. 
And the last Heir be pr^ to raise 
A. mansion as of former days. 

The Hero h^’d or bearded Lord 
Witih wazlike or withdvil sword, 
Bar’d ibrsign foes, or kept in awe 
Sh’ unruly by the power of law ; 
But ^wmgh withBumnenmorere^’d, 
Whi^ soAsn and enlsrge the mM 
Tkb last eueoesior claims the praise, 
ivirtasr in tlMie liter day^ 


Still as his embow’d roofs he sees, 
And walls bedeck’d with traceries ; 
Windows withrainbow colours bright^ 
With many a fancied symbol dight ; 
And when he views the turrets rise 
In bold irregularities ; 

He feols what no Corinthian pile 
Would tell, though of the richest 
style, ^ i [Sages, 

That Warriors, Statesmen, learned 
Had borne his name in former ages. 
While he, by ev’ry virtue known, 
Does honour to it in his own.” 

With all the learned Doctor said 
And the just thoughts he had dis- 
play’d, 

The Alderman was so delighted. 

The Sage to dinner he invited, 

Who sometimes grave and sometimes 

gay. [d^y- 

Charm’d his kind host throughout the 
— Tho next, it was his lot to see 
The pleasant town of Shrewsbury, . 
And ero the journeying morrow dos’d, 
He Ludlow reach’d, where he repos’d ; 
And here, perhaps, it might be 
thought 

Historic fanoies would be sought ; 
That Syntax, ouUing from the lore 
Of ages long smoe past and o’er, 

The deeds names thatgive renown 

To this onoe warlike, prix^y town. 
Would trace its amBent pedigree, 
When Roger of Hontgdmery 
The oaitle rais’d, whose miss now 
Nod (far the Idl^ verdant brow. 

And adc the penidl to ^kphiy 
The pioture it its proud deoay« 

But im, ctf aaothfl^ Und 

Arose in hia e n r ap t u r ’ d mind. 

This wns the ooeue where Milta’a 
powers 

Awate’d the Bnnnatie houik 
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Whero Nobles and fair Barnes array’d, 
In duo theatric stole, display’d 
The Magic scenes, in wood and doll, 
Where Cumus woik’d his wicked spell, 
While, guarded by protecting Heayen, 
To Yirtue is tho triumph given* 

With fan<^ working on his thought, 
At early mom the brow he sought, 
And calmly stretching him along, 
Aloud he read th* immortal song 
Beneath the walls, where Milton’s 
voice 

Had taught the Echoes to rejoice. 

— Thus in enthusiastio dream 
The Drama’s various figures seem 
To pass, in all the scenic show. 

That grac’d, so many years ago, 

The painted hall, where gicat and 
good [stow’d ; 

The praise such verse demands be- 
And to the Mask with loud acclaim, 
Give the due meed of early fame.* 
*^Bat Syntax, as he musing lay 
And thought the passing time away, | 
Felt on oblivious spirit creep j 

O’er his ’rapt sense, and sunk to deep; j 
And howlonghe would there havelaid, 
Into this toipid state betray’d, 

As by no proof it can be diown. 

To my dull muse remains unknown. 
— ^But Pat, who had bis master miss’d, 
Gould not^hii ourious wish lesiat, 

To tdw a MawQ aad play the seout, 
Fooe the sl^ oastie round about, 

In hopes that Im diould find him out 
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When at his length he saw him laid, 
He would have thought that he were 
Had not the music of his nose [datd, 
Made known that it was but a dose. 
Here Patrick thought it right to wake 
him, 

And his rude hands began to shokf 
him. 

The Doctor rose with wild surprise, 
First shook his head, theti rubb’d his 
eyes, 

And several minntes pass’d, before 
Eefieotion did his sense restore. 

His month gap’d wide, a sigh he 
fetch’d. 

In various ferms his arms he stretrii’d, 
And when he felt himself awake. 

He view’d the scene, and thus he q^ske. 

** To be by looal impulse mov’d, 

I oft have thought but never prot*d| 
Until I Milton’s Comns read 
Beneath the walls where it waabred s 
Thus would you wootheliuie of Gray, 
It should be by theohuroh-yardw^. 
Say, do you seek to charm the thne, 
In ohauntingPope’s nelodioai rhyne, 
Go wander midrt the feraet g^rovee 
Whioh the ehaste Muse ol Windm 
loves: 

Or would yon feel drematie s^ge 
In pond’ringover Bhekespeese^epege^ 
You should ptursua th’ swakfni^ 
theme, 

On the greeu'hiiikeef Atou’eilMein. 
—When the enn’e aoftderiiiiiivVght 

Hae yirided to thd rimdse of aijM 

llienlheaunopeiMdtollottni praleug 
O’er M inipired vmfse ef Toinv, 

Poet and Si^ to whom were |jlw 
Them aaend naaee ef Bsttb md 
BbeveB,” 

pk ]|M« 
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ITor what his aotiTe brain wai brewing 
Upon a bank and 'neath a min, 
OondnoM him with wond’ring grin, 
broa^t him mutt’iing to theinn. 
— Whadiear it happen'd that the 
gmnd, 

THim ^ylLtBx lay in deep profound, 
Was nuM with ^w, or sunny ray 
Did an unwholesome heat oonvey, 

It was not long e'er he complain'd 
Xhat both his arms and back were 
pain'd; ^ 

'While a dull, dissy something shed 
Its drowsy influence o'er his head ; 
But when a daVring fit came on, 

He thought that something must be 
And Pat was sent offin atrioe [done, 
To bring at once the best adyice. 

The Do^r came with solemn face, 
And heard the patient state his case. 
His hand was felt, the pulse beat high, 
The tongue was ^e, the mouth was 
dry; 

When Chden spoke, Upon my word 
A giierous odd has beeninourr'd ; 
But gentle sweats I trust will cure 
The tov’xish heats which you endure. 
An ague threatens, but I hope 
A mM puke will that eyil stop : 

A most precipitate attack 
Distorito the region of the bade : 

But a itnng atimulating plaster 
Will rid you soon of that disaster* 

A bad, 6 ir, I leeemmend 
To aid III' etfmti 4at I intend. 

With epPnittg dranght 1 diall begin 
Just to toPSpaM tlie way within : 

Tim ptocdtoa smri wiU 
Ibi nattoe fluids to each pore, 

Wlm pempintta 

A|ri the di^ ddn no longer burn. 

I wiB inote yisit pay, 

4tofl aoe ^ at toe dose of da^.” 


But e'er the Doctor came again 
Poor Syntax fdt inorease of pain: 
And now was added with the rest 
An inflammation of the breast; 
Bleeding he therefore must apply 
As a specifle remedy. 

Galen the pointed lancet drew ; 

The yeinwaspiero'd, the blood outflow, 
'While the brain teerb^dgipfth flmoies 
light [night. 

Through the abw progress of the 
When the mom oame, the patleut 
doz'd, 

A blister therefore was propos'd, 

And cooling draughts in plenty fol- 
low'd, [low'd ; 

Which the reluctant Doctor swal- 
Though he declar'd and almost swore 
That liye or die, he'd take no more. 
At length the pains forsook his head, 
On the fourth morn he left his bed. 
And thus employ'd his well known 
j power 

Of reas'ning on the passing hour. 

The lib’ral callings all agree 
Are Physio, Law, Diyinity; 

And he who can oombine them all 
To be obedient to bis call, 

Will haye fulfill’d th’ ombitioua plaa 
To be a truly learned man. 

DiyzNiTT 1 may profeia ; 

That from my title I poiaeas: 

Of PsTBiG 1 haye got my fill. 

As will i^poar by Doctor's bfll, 

And I s]||^l tom by l 0 gal deed, 

Bte an my Joum^ 1 prooeed, 

With grays as w^ as Just intanl^ 
Hake my lari will end tastoamprii 
For omn^ ubleaifty toen I toall bg 
Law, PRm undDxnxtnr,*’ 

— A Lawyto a»w was to bo toond t 
And itoWi toe teitfttL apei el 
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or sEABok or consolaxion. 


Where evr experience doth not ihow 
That enoh aspreadlng plant will grow, 
And where dwcUing ia not known 
As the host house in any town. 

The Attorney came, a figure grare, 
And Syntax his instructions gaye. 
—As ^e period is uncertain [tain 
When death may draw the saUe cur- 
That shuts out man from all the strife. 
The joys, or oBsaalties of life ;J 
He has a duty to fulfil, 

A solemn one, to moke his will : 

And on my prudence ’tis a blot. 

That I this duty have forgot. 

But Heaven has just now pleas’d to 
give 

Some hints, that I may cease to live ; 
And that the same destroyer Death, 
May rob me of my vital breath, 

When health, and strength, and plea- 
mire flout it, 

And I, perhaps, least think about it : 
Then thus, Gfo, let your active quill, 
Bkotdi out the purpose of my wilL 
— Hy name, and titles, and abode, 
You’ll state in form and legal mode. 
And then, in order due, proceed 
To trace this mortaary deed. 

Mt Soul 1 give to him who gave it, 
Trusting his pard’ning Grace to save 
As for my body, may it lay [it. 
Where my wifs nundders in decay, 
And wait wJ^hherthe judgment day. j 
For any iijuiy I have done j 

(Thoqg^ 1 do not remember one,) 

I aak that pardon to be ghren, [van. 
WhM I aqnslf inay*hoj^ from Hsa- 
4^«Aiidhy this will it is intended 
An h«ii£^ pounds asay be ei^ended 
b epmd naali^ mnlid pieoe nC plato^ 

^ ke tgr 


—And as I cannot name a fbe, 

1 have no pardon to bestow, 
tfnlesB a certain widow’s bi^t 
Should he of enmity possest,— [rest : 
My friend, ’Squire Hearty, knows the 
If so, 1 ask the ’Squire to buy 
A ring or tonish fantasy. 

And to the Widow Hop^ give it. 
If she will with good grace receive it ; 
But both as to the mode and measure, 
1 leave it to the ’Squire’s pleasnse ; 
And my exeoutor will pay 
What he denumds without delay. 

My books I give unto my friend, 
Theleam’d and BeVrendDootor Bend : 
And when he dies, that store of know- 
ledge 

He will bequeath unto his ooBege, 

To which we both mnst own, we owe 
The better part of all we km^. 

To tho wise Fund that’s rais’d in aid 
Of those who in the writing tmde, 
Though they empty all tb^ ■onlli^ 
Obtain bat scanty belly-fiills, 

I give two hnndi^ pounds sad wish 
1 oould throw more into the dish. 
—Ah! no one better knowi Gum am 
The toil and peinfril dmdgmy * 

Of those, whose fortune ’tis to rule 
WithbirehenTodthe thinkless sobooll 
And shameful ’tis when they’ieheraft 
Of due ei^port, and cAen left 
On casual bounty to asauage 
The aorrows of nsgleotod age ; 
ISiough they by whomtheml^’s en^ 
dued 

WllfreailMtheafl^toofiiliatto 
They who the intont nattsii rear, 
Demand tim IhB-giown 
Thiae hundred pounda I laate to be 
My mito tivown to tliefr tmaeityt 

Wholtom^ttogsi^immMhMetoiid, 
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He gaye luipsalm-bookB to tlie singen, 
Nor did forget the parish ringers : 
The clerk, the sexton, and the poor, 
Had eonie kind portion of his store. 
To the Divine, who diould snooeed, 
The floek which he had fed, to feed, 
He gave his gown, his scarf, and cas- 
sock. 

And to his wife, dear Dolly’s hassock. 


At length the residue he left. 

When he idiotild be of life berofb. 

To ’Squire Worthy’s free control, 

To whom, indeed, he ow’d the whole. 

The Doctor came to bring his bill. 
And was a witness to the wUl.^ 
Thus, having done this solemn deed, 
Syntu did cm his way proceed. 


CANTO XXXL 


S OME 1 have known, who did not 

dare 

To make their wills foom very fear ; 
Alarm’d lest the dread hand of fato 
Should on the ommony wait : 

But l^tax, we must ne’er suppose 
Was govern’d by such whims as those* 
He lomw that all life’s seasons tend 
To bring us nearer to our end : 

By good alone that we’re prepar’d. 

To gain our last, our great reward ; 
For which alone, by gracious Heaven, 
To man the boon of life was given. 
’Twas here he let the matter rest, 

Of no untimely fear possest, 
Thoughgmmblingat the Doctor’s bill. 
But quite oemteaM with f)iM SStlU* 
’Tis needless here in form to state. 
Whether he early rose or late ; 

Or, as he onwaid gently rode, 

What plaoe he made hisnight’s abode ; 
fiuffice it, when four dx^ were past. 
To Baxb’b fair town he oame atlaat : 
And OB tbe Baud ha former days, 
Chvm sleeate Jftaia ill Ins praise,* 
Thet in h%ht Bol’a diurnal round. 




The modem city of the name, 

May equal shore of beauty daim. 

I Each curious scene that met his eye, 
And more if dcok’d with novdty. 
Always produced the very season 
In which his mind was prone to reason, 
So mnoh the splendour he admir’d 
Of sU around him, that inspir’d 
He had determin’d to rdiearse 
His various thoughts in Lyric verso : 
And much indeed we must lament* 
That he was foil’d in his intents 
—But something very like a riot 
Arose to disoompose ^ quiet 
Which such a muse as his required 
I To do what he so mudi desired. 

In Bath’s fine dty ’tis well known 
That at each oomer of the town, 

A oertam vehide is seen, 

A pleasant, dancing light madune, 
Wbicdi is well fashian’d to oonvsy 
A bean or hdle to ball or ^y ; 
Sedaxm th^’re call’d, and two men 
bm, 

With two long pedee the oeiy dheir, 
Whidi ke^ you n«|g ifromHWid 
wot, 

And ne’er fo Imown to wuMpI I 
Now thete syoae men aaeU^Bmnl 
To owe their biith to Indi gBQl^ 




□"SYNTAX IN A COURT CF JUSTICE 



m SJlASCM of OOHrSOLATlOf. 


And Patrick soarce could lend an ear 
But he did those brisk acfbents hear, 
Which from whateTer part thej oome 
Would call to mind his native home: — 
But soon a sudden misohief rose, 
From Irish words to Irish blows. 

— A woman stood beside her door, 
Whom Patridc thought he*d seen 
before. 

Indeed he had,— too w^ he knew 
The features of an errant shrew 
To whom he hop’d that fate had giVn 
Full many a year a place in Heaven ; 
When a loud voice that some would 
A cry partaking of a scream, [deem 
Exclaim’d, “MayHeavengivemerest! 
Here is a husband I protest. 

Who I had thought and hop’d indeed 
Hod long been doom’d the worms to 
feed. 

Ton know, yon ra8oal,howyou leftme. 
And of the means of life bereft me I 
Lur’d by a soarlet coat and feather, 
How you ell trooped away together. 
Why were you not in battle slam f 
For I am married o’er again: 

And here’s another husband coming ; 
So look you for a pretty drumming.” 
•-A ehainnan came, a bustle rose, 

To angry words sueoeeded blows: 
And now the officers of peace 
Appear’d to make the riot cease, 

A^ loroe th^ partms to repair 
With their oompiaints before the 
Mayor. 

Tbs M^or, in chair of offioe seated, 
llenr’d the griefinoe Blight be stated. 
When Siljfldfc begged that he mi^t 
IWBoetorCfyntete attend, [send 
The Dealer easaa^jPaipaM to see 
Poor Pat in aodi pei^ashy : 

Her ooUd he wiB dMu the amiae 
Thai made Urn healile to te lawif 


But yet determin’d to defend, 

If he were wrong’d, his humble firiend. 
** I beg, Sir, I may lay belbsi yoa^” 
Thechairmansaid, “my honest story.” 
“Bat please your Worship, Sir,” soys 
Pat, 

“I cannot well oonsent to that. 

He stmok me first when I wss quiet, 
And never thought of rout or riot ; 
But having serv’d in fbreign wars, 
Of which I now oan show the soarS| 

I was not to reoeive a blow 
Without returning it, you know ; 
And faith I did well bMt the yonth^ 
As he feels if he speaks the truth.” 
The chairman did his words renew: 

“ I might strike first, it maybe true. 
But that I had a right to do; 

When he declar’d, I think he i^ore, 
That my wife Madge was his hefbre.’^ 
“It was not me,” said Pat, “’odxot it| 
I was in hopes she had ftvgot it^ 
But, thoughtless what die was aBont^ 
She babbled that same secret out. 

But if your Worship will but swear 
The woman on the gospel there, 

She will inform you aU that past, 
Your Honour, yes, ftom first to 1^” 
“Then, woman, speak,” his Worship 
■aid, 

WhenMarg’ret curtsied and obeyed.— 
“ As 1 hope kindly to be heard, 
Patrick ne’er spoke an aogry word; 
Yet I abused him in my way, 

And that, I own, bronghton tefiray* 
I married PatrUit is irae^ 

I alio married Donald too ; 

But not till Pet had been awi^ 

For five long yeeri and one whfliad^r; 
And may it not be traly said, 

I had a rigid to think him daaiL 
BidwMfemiie^EangalluMtytsOi 
I havM ffiibd dttfo and witti 
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Ihgr Wi flue first of all the three, 
iMte irae preis’d and went to aea: 
^jAwMilie’d been four years away, 
Why tben I married Pat, I aay ; 
Tow Wordiip now may take my word, 
Xalibay’a safe at Wat^rd, 

Bo these two honest men are free 
Rim. 9JIJ daim they haTe to me. 

— rUtmstonoe more the stormymain. 
And see dear Ireland once again. 
Here it may make yon gentry stare, 
3nt these things sometimeB happen 
there. 

Without swh helps, indeed, ’tis tme. 
What ooald we helpless women do ! 
•^These men fiy ofT, with ev’ry wind. 
And leaTi ns aU alone behind : 

Hay, when those traVUing boys for- 
sake ns, 

What harm if others choose to take ns * 


Ihongh ne’er yonr honour did 1 do it, 
when the Priest pnt his word to it. 
jpEwe no learning, no not I, 

Hor do pretend to argufy; 

Hay, were 1 to be whipp’d in London, 
ThM things are done and oan*t be 


undone; 

But right or wrong, no ill was meant, 
And, HaaT*n forgiTo me. I’m oontent. 
Your Honour knm that many a lady 
Aa tweet as blossoms on a Hay-day, 
Looks for a husband bride and free, 
Biitean’tgetene,wbilerTehadthree.’’ 

HereSjntazwhisper’dtotheHayor, 
* Wifli yw peimisdon, if 1 dare, 

^ would aftfise thatfliu etrange scene 
flhelddheflgownby behind the soreew 
As this tame wwi^eeted story [yoi^ 
Bw by mars fluMsoa been laid beto 
Hi wew ai wdl yen should not dunr 

Andttsw H atettaM, eslfsdtheitt, 
ft UMfll Iw Wtir to eonoeal flmm.’’ 


« ’Tis my own thought,” bis Worshm 
said; 

” And your just bints diall be obey’d.” 
Thus these submissiye people went, 
From Justice seat in full content. 

The Dootor now retir’d to dine, 
Enjoy bis thoughts and sip bis wine, 
Hinted to Patrick to refrii^ 

From getting into (gjrapes again ; 

But not a word #id he let loose 
Of what he heard ot marriage noose ; 
Then sought the Coffee House to see 
The papers, and to take his tea. 

But it appear’d his fate to-day 
To be encounter’d with a fray ; 

So far from finding sooial quiet, 

The room itself was in a riot : 

The angry mistress at the bar 
Was striving to appease the war ; 

The waiter on the fioor was thrown, 
And heaps of crock’ry tumbled down : 
Toioes spoke loud, while tables rattle, 
With all the symbols of a battle. 
^Two heroes by their wine inipir’d, 
Were by an adverse glory fir’d : 

The one in tented fields had fought, 
T’other had naval honours sought; 
And now were eager to contest 
Whose brave profession was the best 
Which higher service did afford, 

The Sbldier’s or the Sailor’s sworiL ; 
When their calm reas’ning soon arose 
To plenteous oaths, and thrMt^ning 
blows. 

One of the Bailor’s 1^ was good, 
the other wua a kg of wood; [iiiiiA 
While the bravo Bridier oei^ ooiOr 
But one nahur^ efllMttip hind ; 
TbeGodflfwtrhadti^hbipQrt, ' 

Chit,whefo«pV1h»flii^^ 

As ffyata entil’d B aig^d 
Tbiae were the tajm wurda ho 
heard: 
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Had I two legHi rd make 70a M. 
The wrath I w'‘dL not to oonoeal.” 

** Had I two iLadi,” it waa replied, 
«1 would not, Sir, be thus defi^ 
But lay you lerel on the floor, 

Or pass you quiokly through the door.” 
While an dd fod, with omtoh and 
gout, 

Was crying, ” Let them flght it out” 
^To let these braye men play the fod 
For laughter and for zidioule. 

And, in the senielaBS standers by. 

To call forth misplac’d pleasantry, 
Awaken’d a disdainful rage 
In the warm bosom of our Sage, 

Who was resoly’d to interpose, 

And make fliends of these siUy foes. 
He said, 1 pray this contest cease, 

I am the Minister of Peace ; 

And you will not my wish reftise, 

To pause a while, and grant a truce.” I 
** Ho truce,” exclaim’d a rude, rough 
yoioe. 

Whose tcnea were of themselyes a 
noise, [damouri 

While the dench’d flst to aid the 
The table beat as with a hammer. 

” Tell that there Parson to haye done, 
Or his great wig will spoil the fan.” 
^’listhat,” said Syntax, ”ryem 
yiew, 

The y«ry thing I mean to do.*^ 

He then tbrcngh flM ride chnle b^ 
And 1hi» hie sideiim comuml apdke. 
”lt makes my diedai rd witii 

OSid tliese who flsr file Bvttiili name 
Bays Aed their bkod, dsMild here 


or, aebiiedlbee^ 
Shtadne-acertoroni 
S’ amnei fbe ynl^ 


That mark’d by wounds and many % 

aear 

She Anita of brayery and war, 

They dionld, inflam’dby wine, oontaat, 
F<ar exoellenoe, where both are beat { 
On both, the British honours rest; 
And when the strength of each oom- 
bines, 

Howbrightonr oountry’sgloryshines. 
1 urge yon then your wrath to quell, 
Badi angry feeling to repd ; 

0 rather let it be yonr boast. 

For Britain eaeb a limb has lost ; 
And wonldhayebeenonr mutoalpride^ 
For Britain’s glory to haye died. 

The peace resume ; be friends again, 
And let the room repeat Amen !” 
’’Amen,” a score of ydoes ponx’d. 
And calm good-hnmour was rcslo^d. 

As Bath gaye nothing more ts see 
That stirred his euriosify, 

The Hooter did the eyening break 
By a long letter to the Lake, 

Bating eyery where and when 
Sinoe he had quitted SomauirdsB: 
With hisf ries of hie yariens wy, 
Sometimes graye and sometiims 
Nor did it Ail to oyerflofw [year. 
With gen’roue thought and grataM 
—The following mom, at early boav, 
Our Saga preoeedsd ou hia Tear* 

The aim ahot for^ its beaming ray 
Aidproadi’dapaoplticaaday. 4 
An ^n, wUd by dmhiglmy atoadi 
A hmJdut gaysi irhan he pmmud 
ffie eeorae, buia^ar Ilia noon waayaat 
13 m iky with douda waa e yar ea e l^ 
lifif a amldaa% tlmt sa e ft a a biaaki 
Zba aarfy proidtea it eukaa. 

A atom eanm eo, dm mtea poor 

Hi hatry and hmamiil dmwfr » 

U 
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That, in two knigthen’d rows, dia- 

A 4ao oathddral aiide of ahade, 
Whoae boogha o’er-oa&opied the road 
That led unto an old abode, 

Where, in life’a last, but Img’nng 
atage, 

A famous Nimrod nurs’d his age. 
There Pat was by his Master sent 
With many a civil comi^ment, 

And all the necessary fonn, 

To adc a didter the storm. 

—A iarving«man, whose hairs were 

g»ayi 

UnbbltB the gate, anddiowa the way: 
The Beoter found the gouty ’Squire, 
In arm-chair seated by the fire, 
While many an antiquated hound 
Lay all about him on the ground : 
Some were so old they aoaroe could 
creep, 

Others were huntiag in thoir sleep : 
While he could tell, as it beseem’d, 
By wbat they did, of what they 
dream’d: 

For bis retired life had been 
One constant and unvaried scene. 
Which, in its oirplai, did embrace 
Tha aoUve pleaaniiaaf the ohaoe. 
Hmmda and allrlte Wioua breed, 
Tha nei ghin g aadthe hounding steed. 
The tangled eovert^a Mam way, 
The cnuking of tha twnUing prey, 
Tha vapour of tha lOflBted field 
By BKtnra'a ohymio pow^ reveal’d; 
Tha plih’a vadety of tongue, 

WIMh to laU or aaoji 
Tim Ifiaimal’f diaelpVi«t ind ^ 
Thai AMathoyfsi&ig instil 
Tbaaa taiiimahnmAaB, nay, ind^ 
Wlntftar sdctaa to ini^ 

Wac ml Iha^ had Ui ihM 
And Ao aUif plaarara ho ai^joy’d, 


From his first manhood to the hour 
When angry storm and pelting Aower 
Drove Syntax, by strange ohanoo, to 
This unexpected novelty. [see 

—Many a deer’s wide branching horn 
Did the old entronoe hall adorn, 

With many a brush that heretofore 
Some famous, subtle Reynard bore, 
While tablets told, m^stated place, 
The wonders of Bomo wondrous 
ohaoe.— 

Good Sjmtax, therefore, had a due 
For what to say and what to do. 
—He made lua bows, disoloa’d his 
name. 

His dignity, and whence he oame. 
The ’Squire with half-smok’d pipe in 
hand, 

Desir’d the Doctor to oommand 
Whatever Nimrod-HaU poaseis’d, 
And prove himself a wdoome gu^ 
With some good neighbours, iporta* 
men all. 

Who had just sought the didt’iing 
halL 

Dinner was serv’d, each took his plaee,i 
And a Vieur BaUoo vras the grace i 
But soon the Dootor did letixe 
From noisy table to the fire, 

To hear the ohit-dhat of the ’Squire.. 
Nor did the far-fam’d Nimrod balk 
Hia fsnoy for an hour’s talk. 

jmam. 

«<My Ufo, I Mflur fimr, lupiliM 
But little yim may net dHpiae : 

But dill, you mgw of the admdi, 
Will not deolaze miiportamen fodsi 
If each, in his due aadmoa- 

■art, 

SliiniU eiiaty!|»feA9«A indplaaumret 

’ISs true te imty yiam ami atflBfb 
(For Ihm 
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My life has never ceas’d to be 
One scene of rural jollity : 

But hurrying Time has fled so fast, 
My former pastimes all are past : 

Tet, though our nature’s seasons are 
Mix’d up with portion due of caic ; 
Though 1 have many dangers run 
I’m still alive at seventy-one. 
-^Nimiod was always in his place ; 

Ho was the first in ev’ry oliacc ; 

Nor last when o’er th’ ezdiv’ning bowl, 
The hunters felt the flow of soul. 

Tho first, when at the break of day. 
It was— To Cover, hark away 1 
The last, when midnight heard the i 
strain [plain.” I 

Which sung the pleasures of the 

SYNTAX. 

<< But hunting lasts not all the year: ^ 
How did you then the moments oheer ? 
In the vacation of your sport 
To what employ did you resort? 

You read, perhaps, and can unfold 
How in old times the hunter bold, 
Bid, with strong lance and jav’lin slay 
The brindled lion as his prey. 

Or chas’d the boar, or sought reward 
In ipotted dothing of the pard.” 

VIMBOD. 

** Fvenotygmte lost the little know- 
ledge, 

Whiohlobtain’d insehool and college ; 
But the old Greeks^ these flghting- 

pid not pntend to hunt tiie fox: 

Bor whm, think you, their hounds 
%Hehred; [fed, 

Orhow.thbk ygo, their dufs wm 
If it he tme as I have read, 
Thatiinafreokaiidataanp, [i^ 
They’d tom and eat their kaatiBHUi 


COlfSOLATIOH. tgg 

—No, Bir, my books eijeyflieiiiielvea 
In lo^ known quiet on &eir dielvea. 
— ^In summer, idien the ehaoe is o’er, 
And echoing hem is heard no more, 
The harvest then employ’d my care. 
The sheafe to bind, the ^oks to shear; 
The autumn did its fhiitage yield 
In ev’ry orohard, ev’ty field. 

And the emptied oasks receive 
The juice Pomona loves to give. 

The winter comes and onoe again 
Echoes awake in wood and plain, 

And the loud cry of men and hound. 
Was heard again the country round: 
Though I those days no more dudl 
see. 

They’re gone and past and lost to me : 
But as a poet doth reUte, 

When the world’s victor fiBoatiog aal^ 
And trumpets gave the martial strain, 
He fought his battles o^er again 
Thus I can firam my windows see 
Scenes of the Nimrod ohivaliy; 

And with these old dogs on floor, 
I talk the former ohaoes o’er. 

Thoie’s Music, whose melodious tone 
Was to each pathless covert known; 
And Captain who was never wrong 
Whenever heard to give Ids tongue ; 
There’s Paragon whose nooe could 
boast, 

To gain tto trail whenever lost; 

And Barling, in the soentod traife 
Would often lead the olani’iuua peok ; 
While Beynard dhill daqpair w«Ndd 
fed 

When Pavourlti was at Ida haiL 
Bootor, lhaia daga whiflh round M 

Warn fewMoa area tu i a a 
And iddfe tiny liw flfey ai^« iM 
aeaMi| 

X» kMinAit iIibV nA P*Ml t 
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Be my oomijiiiioiM as you see, 

And dLe of£ their old age urith me. 
Witili Aam 1 ait and feel the glow 
Whii^finidremembranoedothbeBtow : 
And when, in fanc^’a dream, 1 hear 
The tamnlts bre&k upon my ear ; 

The shoaling ory, the joyous Bounds 
Of huntsmen and the deqi-mouth’d 
hounds ; 

My old age ceases to lament 
My crippled limbs, my Tigour spent ; 
1, for those moments, lose my pain, 
And halloo as if young again. 

’Tls true, tern leaps Tve dar’d to tahe. 
That I haye often risk’d my neck, 
But though, thank Heaven, Tvo sav’d 
my back, 

My ev’ry rib has had a orook, 

And twioe, ’tis true, the surgeon’s 
hand 

Has my hard batter’d dnill trepann’d; 
To whidi I odd a broken arm ; 

And now I’ve told you all the harm 
'Which my remembrance bids me trace 
In my adventures of the ohaoe. 

—For these swdl’d hands and tender 
feet 

That fix me in this gouty seat, 
Whudi keep me coop’d as 1 appear, 
And as you see me sitting here, 
*Twbs not my age of hunting past, 
Which thus has kennell’d me at last : 
It is Fort-wine and that alone 
Which brought these wretched symp- 
toms on* 

'Twaa not the j^easoiee of the day 
!Qiat bade my atabbom health deoay, 
But flm libotiona of the nij^ti 
To udiich I ow« thia piteons ^ht 
How of Ihia manrion take a view, 
4*^ Boote* 1 bilkve it tmeu 
Could it bofag’danddirdwith liquor, 
M^yaeU; my sportammuad the Yioar, 


Whate’er of wine it might contain. 
Have drunk it o’er and o’er again. 

— ^Philosophers and sage grave men 
Have by theirpreaohmg and their pen, 
Enforc’d it as a certain rule 
Of conduct in the human school. 
That some prime feeling doth preside 
In eaoh man’s bosom as his guide. 

Or right or wrong, agit may prove, 
The pasbions and afi^lkms move. 
Thus some on lower objects pore, 
Others aloft sublimely soar. 

While many take the devious way, 
And BcaTce know how or where ‘^ey 
stray : 

But I ne’er thought of moving higher 
Than a plain, hunting Country- 
’Squire, 

And you will think, perhaps, my aim 
Has been content with vulgar fame. 
When it has been my highest boast. 
To ride the best, and drink the most ; 
To guide the hounds with matchless 
grace. 

To bo the leader of the ohaoe, 

And, when ’twos over, to be able 
To lay my guests beneath the table. 
While 1 with no unsteady head, 
Could walk unstagg’ring to my bed. 
Laugh at a ndlk-sop’s whimp*riiig 
sorrow, 

Nor feel a head-adie on the morrow. 
Yon grave Divines porhapa may flout 
But still I love to talk about it, [it^ 
And sometimea too my neighbom 
Join; [wine, 

Though, while theytaketimir gea’xeui 
I feel, at length, ’tie voy 
To pledge their toMttmwtte^^ni^ 

RMTAZ* 

" Let them your wet•^-grad mam 
i AwelMtlmriiimViiiigpoweritfiea^ 
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Ton on pleasures but in Tain, 

Pleasures you ne’er can know again : 


Arm then your breast against the fidl, 
Whidi, soon or late, awaits us all : 
The ohaee of Life will soon be past, 
And Death will earth us all at last.” 

NIMROD. 

** You are a scholar and can tell 
Whether I reason ill or well ; 

But, you must know, I’Te often 
thought, 

That what the Classic Poets taught, 
And all their fabling fancy yields 
Of Styx and the Elysian Helds, 

Was not ill-suited to engage 
The hopes of such an early age ; 

And now, when rightly understood, 
la no mean motire to be good ; 

Where Tirtuous spiiits might enjoy 
Without an end, without alloy, 
Whaterer was their prime dehght 
Before they pass’d the shades of night. 
»If 1 remember well, we read 
Heroes enjoy’d heroic deed ; [hearse 
Bards did their fhy’rite themes re- 
in raptures of immortal Terse ; 

While there the hunters could pursue. 
The game for erer in their Tiew. 
Elysian horoes^’er would halt, 
Elysian hounds ne’er be at fault, 

A:^ neitber wanted oom nor oore, 
For fhera^of eonne fl^yliT’d on air: 
Wldle on thoae fiiddo, forlndtoroam, 
ThePoaoher Daath oo^dnerer oome.” 

miTAZ. 

X thald^yell^ ’Squire, lor 
Of tUa oaae eUaaieal eonoeits 
But nne 1 am it would not do ; 

It /oould not be a Hevfen ler you. 

hunted witii innunt^ 
Btyiita hounds mid Mfv un, 


«« 

For foxes there would never die. 

But run to all eternity : 

And IB they would not loie their 
breath, 

You ne’er could be in at the death. 
— willingly allow the fame 
Due to the Qreek and Boman name 
But to their genius ’twaa not given 
To oonoeiTe the Christian’s Heaven. 
We of this age alone oan see 
The form of Immortalily, 

That’s fashion’d to a higher sphere 
When this our world shall disappear : 
On that alone our hopes sheuld rest, 
For be assur’d— it is the best ; 

And when from hence fate bids you 

go. 

I trust that yon vrill find it so. 

— I’ve spoke the language of ay 
heart,— 

So, now permit me to depart. 

The storm is past, the show^a 
flown, 

And 1 must hssten to be gone.” 

The Eimrods pressed a longer etoy. 
But Syntax wish’d to be awayi 
Nor aid the ev’iiiiig to prolong 
Its frequent glass and Jovial sflogt 
But then they did not let him go 
Without a tcoUe TaUybo. 

Aa he oontinued his oaiear, 

May it not latiier stnago appear 
That wlmt so lately Bit hii eyo 
Did not bis prosing toDgoe sappily 
With faneifiil soliloquy. 

One might eapeot his usual style 
Would havo prooeeded many a afle^ 
When wo xafioot wbsro he Iwd barn, 
What a atrango aortal be bed aoai, 
Wbat dndl qpisioiM Iw Ivid 
Whet aadl^ dumaetar prefivt’di 
AB tlmt he «nr it NiatodOBUI i 
SoBewndaoeriidwl; 
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But so it wu, the busy train 
Of thougbta Ibat rose ?dthin his brain 
not permitted by the noise 
Of men, fi women, and of boys. 

To be by calm digestion wrought 
Into gruTe, lystematio thought ; 

For no one did they overtake 
Who did not into laughter break ; 

Not one upon the highway side 
Who did not in some way deride. 
—Syntax, at length, to Patrick spoke. 
And eiked the meaning of the joke : 
But he saw nothing as he doz’d 
With nodding head end eye half- 
dlos’d. [kitchen 

The home-brew’d bumpers of the 
Had prov’d to Patrick so bewitching 
That he ne’er saw the Sportsmen’s 
tricks. 

Who, slyly, had oontriv’d to fix 
A Fox’s brush, by way of rig, 

To dangle from the Doctor’s wig ; 

Nor did these self-same gentry foil 
To deds Pat’s shoulders with a tail ; 
Which, as he trotted on his way, 

O’er his broad book appear’d to play. 

Awell-dress’dhocMman passing by. 
And on this strange group oast an eye, 
BuAr’d Am whimsy to beguile 
His musdes with a transient smile ; 
But when the question Fat obey’d, 
When they hid their last visit pak ; 
And, thone^in rather dubionsfr^on, 
]Had told ^maetez’aiiiikandstation; 
Thetriokwasia harsh torms reprov’d 
And from the Doetor’s head remov’d. 
Whet of aBty «hs isJeait became 
mi ipndMnaown eharaetor an^ 

Far seen he by hii langnage diow’d 
Shid iespudenee Isdl ne’er best^ 
Am insult, ie iMsIijudioe ow’d 
A xetributien mere eevere 
Sham mU be watt inittBted^hem^ 


1 know the place where youhave 
been,” 

The ’Bquire observ’d, it is a scene 
Where civil manners do not deign 
In any form or shape to reign ; 

Where hospitality, the boast 
Of these rude, sporting men, is lost, 
And chang’d from welcome’s smiling 
quiet 

To noisy rout and Sunken riot. 

Nay, Eev’rend Sir, as you appear 
To be a trav’Uing stranger here, 
Besides a peaceful Parson too, 
Theverybuttforsuohaorew, [thought 
’Gainst* whom their coward spirits 
No keen resentment would be brought, 
’Tis well indeed that you pass’d by 
Without more foul indignity. 

An humble layman, Sir, you see, 

But I hold triok and raillery, 

When play’d to ridicule the Wd 
Who by the sacred altar stand, 

I Is not mere folly in excess, 

But most decid^ wibkedness. 

—Pm no fanatic who believe [grieve : 
That man was bom to mourn and 
He wbo made him, means to bless 
His life with all the happiness 
Which suits the transitory nature 
Of a short-liv’d, imperfeot ezeature ; 
And if we look and seek fbr more. 
Why we must wait till life is 
But reason weighstheallottedmeaattru 
Of honest Joy, and whclesomeploasiiiu. 
We who in the country live 
Seek joys whibh hills and valleyi givub 
’Til not the nerves alone, we find 
The chaee invigoratei the mhriU 
I am a wortsmea teo, butt 
To social frlsmdi the jays 
Of eeurteons heipltslily : 
Whilefruqnentplsuaureopi^tkifrwg 
To comftet Md umfat tki peim 
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Itor if it leu whene’er I wait The uomw etinei witli — 

And to the prophet the gatOi iiun 

*Whioh, u we new onr way pnreae, The ladiu riTiU’d all the graou ; 


Will Boon be open’d wide to yon.” 
Syntax, oham’d with hia highway 
friend, 

Well pleas’d did on hiB steps attend, 
Till a fair mansian rose to view, 
Where he found all he wish’d for 
true. 

fie now woB in his ntmost glory, 

The ladies listen’d to his story ; 
fior did his lively spirits fail 
In vamishing each pleasant tale. 

The fiddle tnn’d forth many a jig, 
While he the fortonu of his wig 
Did to some lively tune rehearse 
In ditties of heroic verse. 

Then follow’d a bravnra scene 
Of Hearty’s tricks behind the screen ; 
And as the misses did implore it, 

The widow’s frights andfears before it. 
The laugh was loud, butnoone thought 
Was with a painful image fraught, 
Hot one faint glimmering of ill-nature 
Wu oast upon a human oreature ; 
While to the insult lately shown 
Pity and prayer were only known. 
Thus, in kind, unremitting mirth, 

To which eadi pleasing thought gave 
birth,' 

The oheerM moments passed along, 
TQl midnight did the ^y prolong : 
When the delighted Doctor said, 

**8u how your kindnsu is repaid. 
For Mim with virtae’s friends 1 stay. 
And pawi the happy time away, 

*Tis thu I proa^ *tia thus I pray. 
For to virtue it is given, 

To laugh and sifigf^fo to Heaven.” 
fihsh hade good nig^ and went to 

hid, 

Vm Imc’d nofiDw^mUgg hiid. I 


For fail’d to preis the Sago to stay 
And diann them thiongh another day. 
When he relied,—” Indeed I grieve 
To say that I mnst tske my leave.” 

” If,” said the ’Squire, ** it must he S(b 
Lend me yonr ear before yon go ; 
That 1 a sportsman’s life, (for m^ 
Doth all its oharaoters oomhine,) 

Hay prove, in ev’ry senu endnedf 
With what is virtuous, what is goo^ 
As any other that we scan 
In the long history of man. 

I wish, in short, to wipe away 
The foul disgust of yesterday, 

Which may have prey’d upon ymtf 
mind, 

From the mds erew with whom Ml 
din’d; 

And that no futnre fears may wall 
In ent’ring at a sportsman’s gate. 

I keep stout hunters for the dhaoe^ 

1 bre^ my oouriers lor the race; 

I’ve hounds who form a gletions etjp 
And Reynard’s suhtlt defy; 
My neighbonrs at my homid 1 sse^ 
With dheerfol free futive 
But temp’ranee taku the mislu^g 
And gluttony ie never fheie. [ehaiv, 
Saoh the delighte my lintnne gfrea^ 
And fieav’n my gn&ude xesHvei; 
Sudi my amussmentib hut Ihsfr tiim 
Enliven! virWe eheerfU Seme, 

For with ite pleeeesu, on tUs ipoC^ 
Axe uber dutiu e^er forgot 
” Our Eaeter ie a adsto ran^ 

Few of his doth more leamad art | 
WhileinhiallfrwedaPysia 
I A pattern of tone ptety : 

For ie a bitte Cfevtoam fra^ 

In aU tim 
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But when by him the infant’s fed) 


Now deep-ton’d base and treble shrin 


lyh^ age Teoeivei hie daily bread : 
When in the diuroh on eabbath-day) 
His flook he teaches how to pray, 
Direots to heaven and leads the way ; 
His calling he doth not disgrace, 

Tho’ through a mom he leads the 
ohace. 

And) as he hills and dales defies. 
Joins the loud hunter’s jovial cries.” 
Practise these virtues,” Syntax 
said, 

l>e of Ood or man afraid ; — 
Whilesnoh a well-form’ddate isgiven. 
Enjoy your ^rts and go to Heaven.” 

Kow, after many afareweU greeting. 
And cordial hopes of future meeting, 
But not without a spell of eating. 
Which the luncheon’s mid-day board 
Bid in abundant style afford ; 

Pleas’d with the qporting ’Squire’s 
bounty, 

The Doctor sought the neighb’iing 
county; 

When soon the woody hflls appear. 
And verdant voles of Devonshire. 

The day was just on the decline, 
And the sun did but faintly diine, 
When as they thus approach’d a town 
Whibh is to western trav’Uer known, 
Th^ were saluted by a noise, 

Fonn’d by a orowd it men and boys. 
While Ismale voices join’d the rattle ; 
But whether it was peace or battle, 
Bid not with eertainly appear 
TUI Ihe strange oaval^e drew near. 
Oiabk’d drums and poat-homs first 
ooiftbin’dt 

To sId ilie din whUhi came bdiind, 
With iOnfidimtyiXUI of ev’sy diape, 
Andidiords of miA dlsserd^ 

While fiMkeu 

In JBS]^ a holW osiifiiiter. 


Was heard, at intervale, to fill 
The medley of disoordant tones. 
Brought up with sounding marrow- 
bones. 

The rude procession follow’d after, 
Through avenues of roaring laughter ; 
With which the crowd that lin’d the 
street, 

Did this gay ceremony greet, [seen,” 
** Such a strange show I ne’er have 
Syntaxexolaim’d, ’’whatconitmean? 
Patrick, you may perchance explain 
The hist’ry of this noisy train.” [tell 
“Please you,” Pat answer’d, “ 1 can 
This frolic bus’ness mighty well : 

For there’s no plaoe I ever saw. 
Where this is not the parish law : 
Thongh not with all this how and 
when, 

I’ve seen it, Sir, at Sommerden. 

’Tis a procession us’d of course, 

When thegrey mare’s the better hmve; 
When a \^d wife doth play the game, 
Of wearing what I mnst not name, 
Though 1 must own that my tongue 
itches [breeches; 

To say, when die doth wear the 
And the poor fod dare not resist 
The terrors of her thieat’ning fist ; 
Then, thus your Bev’senoe, as yon see, 
With firolioBome festivify, 

!nie jovial nmghboois o^bratc 
The down-fiLllof a hen-peok’dnate.” 
—Thus as he spoke die ndqr throng, 
In due disorder pass’d along. 

Wide antlers whioh hidwh£nigfac^d 
A stag’s bold brow, on pftoh^fiorks 
llM’d, 

33ie diadiig IwavkiiM Amr, 
And IIm vkito nkMi imv* Mav, 
WhQa ndtad to 1il» matte . 
Ika ptttteaitt M taaiHb 
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—A dow-pao*d donkey’s seen to besTi 
Plac’d back to back, the hostile pair, 
Who there diqtlay the angry mood 
That forms the gamesome interlude.* 
While homed honours deok his brow, 
She does bespatter him below, 

With what a ladle oan bestow; 
Whose fbnl contents, for very shame, 
The modest muse wouldblush to name. 
Her big fist gave its frequent blows, 
Which he receiv’d, nor dare oppose, 
Put with loud ories and humble suit, 
To cease at length to play the brute. 
Then on a tumbnl in the rear 
A kind of mash-tub did appear. 
Whence a rude hand that scaice was 
seen, 

Envelop’d in thick bnauhes green, 
Scatter’d among the gaping swams 
Some filthy food mix’d up with grains, 
Which to the right and left bestow’d. 
In such nice splashes on the crowd, 
That with a well-aim’d jirk, forsooth, 
It might fill up some laughers mouth. 
—A female, whose virago form, 

Was figur’d to direct the storm. 

On a three-field broom-atiok saddled. 
Was ann’d with eggs both fresh and 
addled, [<heers, 

Whuh, thi^htheorowd’sap^uaive 
Beplastsr’d noses, ^es and ears. 
Ttm ss they pass’d, the noiqr rout 
Enlarg’d |hsff throats with ciarn’rous 
- Phfi^ ersoting either ear [shout 
Began to psanoe ssd kick sad rear ; 
And whe&er Syntax would or no, 
JMitd in the midst of all the diow, 
Wtt para of an overthrow : 


Wxh|s€sramiay, hrUshlsmBed a SUbb. 

SB gftlgrsyiK iig: 


While Pat, with threafning air be- 
strode 

Fat Punch amid the bawling crowd. 
But some firal hand an egg let fiy 
That hit him boldly on the eye, 

And streaming down his <he^ be- 
smear’d 

With fcBtid yolk his sandy beard; 
While grains by ample handf oUs pour 
O’er Syntax in a noisome rtiower. 
Who, fearing worse from active fray. 
With quicken’d pace pursu’d his way. 
And, having pass’d the hooting street^ 
Found in an inn a aafe retreat. 

Here though by noiBome smell over- 
power’d, 

To f^hnesB be was qnidUy soour’d; 
From hia fiset unto hia ofown, [down, 
Pat bmsh’d him up and mbb’d him 
But not till he him^had been 
Sutgeot to kitohen quarantine. 

Syntax mads dm, in srm-diair 
seated, 

Waa by the landlord humUy giesfesd 
With sorrow, that the oountiy-fiblk 
ffliould have ■iinoy’d them with tiieiv 
joke. 

But’twas a eustom withUia people 
As ancient es the peridielisii^, 

A kind of eesesBOi^ knr, 

To keep the auBiiage psim in awe ; 
And whidi tiny never will withhold 
Till mazsied wuBMai eesae to sodd, 

Or men in hope of quilt lives 
Belhae a beo&ig frm dufar wives : 
’‘Butii;” hesa^ ^'yonwiditokBOW 
Tbs real history ef fibs show, 

<>r any ether bnaifii of Insidb^ 
That is obtain’d in sshod or eslbga^ 
Our Oimte wOl, I doubt nid^ Join 
Tour sodd p^ or ev^sfag wto^ 

Hor fidi to aid yon in the pUiug 
Of your aipungus uad chkkiB. 
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Of rnUdle age lie has the vigour, 
l^tMher eomioal in figure, 
vted ihiu of late he has the name 
IfdOl kBewn in literary fame, 

Wilii erhloh the gentry of our club 
Have pleas’d this learned man to dub. 
’Tie taken from a famous book 
In which if you should please to look, 
1 ean the pleasant volume borrow, 

Bo that 1 send it back to-morrow. 
Where in the prints that deck the page, 
Ton’ll see the learned, rev’rend sage. 
Bo like in ev’ry point of view 
Of hat and wig and features too. 

It might be thought the artist’s hand 
Bid our original command. 

Kay, ’mong the gossips of our town 
He’ll soon be by this title known, 

As well, I doubt not, as his own. 

Kor does this laughing humour tease 

him,^ 

Indeed it rather seems to please him.” 

They who have Doctor Syntax seen, 
In all the points where he has been, 
Must know his heart ia chiefly bent 
On gen’rons deed, with grave intent; 
But still his fanaj oft bespoke 
The lively laughter by his joke, [seen. 
And though his hxMu demure were 
He nuia’d the amiling thought within: 
And here he felt that fun might rise, 
From eertain eoeentridtieB, [him. 
As th^ might be dispos’d to strike 
In one, who, mme or less, was like him, 
Thoni^ it is tnie that he suspected, 
’Twas riiape of wi|g or dress neglected. 
Or mengre ahape, so Unk and thin, 
Or pd]^ nme, or lengthened ohin, 
With a ahnfiitBde of feature 
The eeenel wmk ef frial^ nature, 
Who eomettsMe given the look ef 
btediher 

Thlhsm Who arm »w «Mh other, 


Which now prodno’d the fond ooneeit, 
Big with the evening’s promis’d treat. 
Th’ invited Curate soon appear’d. 
The Dootor rubb’d bis eyes and star’d. 
Looked in tbe mirror, that the view 
Might in his eye his form renew. 

Nor less admiring than amaz’d. 

He on the rival Syntax gaz’d. 

At length, all dftlleries explain’d, 
A friendly social humour reign’d. 
The table smil’d with plenteous fore, 
The bottle and the bowl were there, 
And ’mid the pipe’s ascending smoke 
The oountezpaits alternate spoke.” 

SYNTAX. 

**My Host, I doubt not, told me true 
When he referr’d me. Sir, to you. 
That you would to my mind explain 
The meaning of the noisome train, 
Which in the evening of the day, 
Not only stopp’d me on my way, 

But with their rout were pleu’d to 
greet me. 

And with most foul salutes to meet me. 
Its history perhaps may be 
Far in remote antiquity, 

But mem’iy does not now reoell 
A traoe of its original.” 

CUSATB. 

“ Nor yet can I,»bnt I w sffg m 
It was among the vulgar rium 
When BuUer wrote, as his dnoll wit 
In Hndibras has painted it: 

A book writ in most merry etrein, 
Theboastof Charlee the see^’aieigB, 
And so much fun it did imparii 
The King eould say it all by hearty 
Though you must know, Im quite 
fwgot 

To erit if Butler sturved or iia|» 

But I diiOl not attemit to tril 
A stosy you eould f«M «t WdL 
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— As t6 this oiiatom, I urnat own, | We chatter’d tot abontthowsslliir; 
It might as well be let alone ; Bat when onrehain got near togethiTy 


But when in matrimonial strife 
A hnsband’a ondgell’d by his wife, 

In country-place, ’tie ra^er common 
Thus to oomplim^t the woman, 

And by this noisy, nasty plan, 

To oast disgrace upon the maxL” 

SYNTAX. 

**Buttdllme,if thiskind of sporting 
May happen when one goes a courting ; 
And, if ho may these honours proye. 
Who’s oudgell’d while he’s making 
If so, 1 am alroady done, [loTe. 
To figure in a Skimmington.” 

CUBATE. 

No, no, the pair must mated be 
Who suffers this foul oourtesy ; 

Bnt how, good Sir, con 1 suppose 
That you euoounter’d female blows, 
That any woman, low or high. 

Would treat you with indignity P” 

SYNTAX. 

It ia not surely to my glory 
But listen, and HI tell my story; 

— Some months ago, 1 lost my wife, 
And mine is now a single life: 

Whan hy the oonttSels of a feiend, 
Who thong^t my present state to 

I, withoofi idling whens and hows. 
To a Ihir B^idow made my bows : 

A huDom, tall and oomely dsmo, 
Who triife’d, ’twi|a said, to damge 

And if 1 eoldd her though diYine, 
WeaHlaot» pohig^ hate (mail’d at 

Shi wee witih e^eBoa ifiiy’d, 

And fiuhasn’a ton dia- 


And hints had pass’d of tender things ; 
She took her lute and tonah’d the 
strings: 

She sang, and her soft aocents prot’d 
How sweet it was to be bdot’d ; 
When a oonfeunded, oumhnns screen 
That kept ns both feom beiiig seen, 
Surpris’d us by its sudden fell : 

After a most tremendous squall. 

As she was sinking with alaiina 
1 caught the feir one in my atoi, 
Where after laying still a^ quiet, 
She thought it fine to breed a riot; 
Nay, when thehurgyingsemntsoame^ 
CaU’d me by oy’zj honid name ; 
Then, with a blowlsoaroesDiildstaiidf 
Sha to my head applisd her hand, 
And ev’ry finger had a nail 
That did my pallid bhadn aasail, 
Which, as 1 rainly straggling stood, 
Were seen dsto’d by tridding hloo^ 
Then, as she cill’d mt knaTo sad 
brute 

I felt the toy of her 
Whose polnM stiokie vitn riunp 
and locking, 

And, WON I to uiuoU my iteddng, 
The mgeMmajfes 1 Boarmld tow 
Of Idbki^ got three wato igo j 
And, my sad toy to protag, 
to did not kqr ah^-ton’d 
tongne. 

Whm to wds in my «mi iofelded 
How I was kick’d nd enff’d and 
lodUadl 

No hm-q^arii^d amfe wni a^ar mm 

Myfeoewaf mrat i k’ d, my Iqgo 
braia’d, 

Mywigdaapoa’dimyntoHdtotto 

SoInBsd;cto’d»fetom. 
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From all this arn’rons fire and fdd, 
To poultioeB and water-gruel : 

But thaaka to Heaven, who gaye me 

The Harridan was not my wife. 
—Thus 1 have plac’d before your 
Tiew, 

A hiatoiy, bo Bad, bo true, 

Aa it may be of use to you. 

Shun then all widows, nor be seen 
To court a dame, where there’s a 
Boreen.” 

CURATE. 

^ Thefle things will happen, as we 
aee, • [free, 

From time and chance we none are 
Faoh must fulfil his destiny. 

•—I also can unfold a fray, 

Which was brought on by aai’rous 

Though not so splendid in its way, 
l^or was such triumph to be won 
As with your high-wrought Amazon. 
^*The time’s long past, and I’ye 
lorg^ov 

Whether 1 were rude or not 
I cannot say or yes or no, 

Though perhaps it might be so ; 

But, poiiring a large folio book, 

Hy landlady’s outrageous 000k, 
ifhOf wlucte’er were her other charms, 
Had a most potent pair of arms. 

Laid me all presteate on the fioor, 
And thus eanelnded my amour. 

— ’Twas Baleigh’s Hist’ry of the 
World, 

That Di^ping’a tey hurl’d ; 
But as the world had ta’en the field, 
X fidt it BD di^giaoe to yidd : 

And I think, my Bev’rend< 
brotheTi 

Our fiidaaTiiamTila one another.” 


SYNTAX. 

«Onr tempers too, for you hare 
spoke, 

As is my taste in olassio joke. 

Nor do 1 wonder some may see 
A likeness between you and me. 
Though that indeed, might well appear 
Before we met together here ; 
Because in e7’r3^wn is seen 
A book I wrote to onre the spleen. 

In which, by faithful art ponrtroy’d. 
My portrait is at length display’d. 

I see you’ve my facetious grin. 

Nor do you lack my length of chin; 

1 think too as my eyes presage 
That we may be of equal age. 

And in our sev’ral shapes are shown 
An equal diare of skin and bone : 

So far 1 think we’re rather like, 

And may the calm observer strike : 
Besides, the church doth clothe our 
ba^ 

In the similitude of black. 

And we prefer our brains to rig 
In the grave dignity of wig, 

Leaving the simple hair to grace 
The dandy prea^er’s boyidi £soe. 
—Bo far BO like our persons are, 

Such our appearance must dedaze, 
That it may make good humour lao^ 
As we our evening bev’rage quafi^ 
While I may hope thatwe may 
A better likeness in the adad.” 

Doctor,” the smiting Ourate said, 
« Tour finm I’veseenas’tiapoiirtt^’d 
In the fism’d Tour which 1 haveread, 
And diall with added pleasure quote 

DA 

Notr I have seen the sadewhbwwle 

My hat and wig have been JcH 

yottis, of idle oouttby-ldki 
From jeets and gibes I wi> ^ dm 
Whsn ill fbd hy my Cumcy ; , 
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But, Bey’xend Sir, yon may belieTB 
me, 

If reason’s sdf does not deoeiye me, 
And I ayow it to be true 
In Tirtue to resemble yon ; 

To have tbe knowledge you possess ; 
And my mind olad in'such a dices 
As that whioh learning doth confer 
On your distinguish’d oharaoter; 

I’d care not were 1 fat or thin, 

Ur who might laugh or who might 
grin; 

But proud in any way to share 
The well-known title whioh you bear. 
I wish my honest fame no better. 
Than to be like you d la Uiire^ 

And Dootor Syntax niok-nam’d be, 
While tongues oan give that name to 
me.” 

Thus with kind thoughts tho night 
begu. 

And quick the pleasant moments 
ran. 

The rubied glass, the wdl-fed bowl. 
Awoke the lively flow of soul ; 

But tb^ had now so long oox^err’d 
They stammer’d out what neither 
heard; 

And is each loll’d in ea^ diair, 
61e^ seis’d them both and fixed them 
then. 

Thw as tlMy did their dnmbera take, 
Hwy look’4 ^ whatk awake: 
Bor when landlord op’d the door, 
Ittfilad by^hsir double anoie, 

And gam the Doetor to be led 
With dm attendanee to bia bed, 
They took the OuratB with all ean, 
And aiBr him asflr andhokter’d than : 
WMk tate, on uaateady tSset, 
Wap doAygniaad throng the stnet; 

jjtnd 1dm tha sailer help’d to damhm 
IJp to the CBsate's airy ehanher. 


Thus as they talk’d or look’d or 
mov’d, 

Iheae Dootora had their likeneas 
prov’d: 

Alike with punoh each oharg’d hii 
head, 

Alike had sought each other’s bed. 
And slept unoonsoious of tho sorrow 
That head-aohes might produce to- 
morrow. [sot, 

—Poor Patridc, who had play’d tho 
His zealous duties quite forgot ; 

And, to attain his roost unable, 

Had pass’d the night within the stable. 
—The morning came, but oame too 
soon. 

For these two likenesses till noon 
Possession of their piUows kept, 

So like each other had they sle^ ; 
And when they woke around tikai 
gas’d 

Alike oonfbnnded and amas’d ; 

Alike thought on their mutnalnaM^ 
And felt an equal senee of shame ; 
But both appear’d whentfansthey met, 
Their eveni^a likeneaa to flngk. 
Syntax, whofear’dall might be known 
Throughout the tittle-toitle town, 
Thought ’twonld be wise te him to go, 
Nor through the day become a ihm, 
But learn the Onrato to the fleecy 
Of miking 4Mit a flatt’zhig itocy. 

— ^Now at he did kia wi^ pnmm, 
Beflaotlcmoflto’dto the vtow 
Of hia keen istelleotiial eye 
No tense that seem’d like flattony. 

— ^Ftr otoer fteUngs wera awake, 
tTpon hdM geoM thoeghta to bmek ; 
A^ with a tone of mahBMhak, 

He to himmlf nnvafl’d hk fioily. 
Thetauetolmmilifitam’d by aa* 



A week, a IML an enhig cnaimN^ 
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We all must know, aa aU siTiEt aee; 
But in what portion or degree, 

We aoften or enlarge the strife 
Whi<^ giyea yaiietj to life, 

That on oniadyes alone dependa 
For ita beat naea and its ends. 

Beaaon a feithfol guide appeara 
That atrengthena with increase of 
years; 

The aealons champion of the heart, 
When passion, with insidioiiB art. 
Assails ns where we all can tell 
Our errors and our yirtnes dwell ; 

As in (dd times, long past and gone. 
The world was told by Solomon. 

— ’Ha not to youth 1 now am preach- 
ing; 

Years and experience I am teaching : 
And here unheard and all alone, 

1 to my bosom dare make known. 
Those errors which I feel my own. 

A generous sense, a noble pride, 

Hay sometimes 1^ the mind aside 
From the precise and rigid rules 
Which wisdom teaches in her schools ; 
But then the object and the end 
Bo in their yery nature tend, 

Though transient error they supply. 
To guard the mental energy. 

But ah, poor Syntax I must not thou 
To scourging reason humbly bow, 

To think, a yain complying tool, 
Thou hast been led to play the feed. 
For my lank form seme may upbraid 
me, 

But am I not what nature made me? 


They whose fe.t threats to burst their 
skin, 

May shake their sides because I’m 
thin: 

Let them laugh on, ’and what of that * 
If thin, they’d laugh if 1 were fat; 
And jokes itiiSl neyer fell to rise 
From striking oontrarieties. 

But o’er the bowl your senses 
By a yain Curate’sTm pretences, 
And furnish out a laughing tale, 

For country boobies o’er their ale, 

Is Buoh a kind of wand’xing felly, 
Which though last night you were so 
joUy, 

Ought now to make you melanriioly. 
—The turns that, in its pleasure, 
Heay’n 

Has to my life and fortune giy’n. 
Have fesMon’d me in yarious ways, 
Which some may blame and some may 
praise. 

And, as it happens, may proyoku 
The friendly smile, the pleasant jidee. 
But still 1 hope that I’ye preferr’d 
To go where wisdom’s yoioe is heard ; 
And that the scene which last night 
pass’d. 

Will of my feUies be the last.” 

Here did his pond’ring lecture (dose. 
Which seem’d to giye his mind repose^ 
And in calm silence on he rode 
Until he reach’d his night’s abode : 
For Patiiok, fearing a jobation, 

Said nought to ferwird oonyenatunu 
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O F tnniient erili we endure 
Sleepis a kindeiidfreqiientoiire ; 
And the Tezationi o?er-night 
Will lometimeB fly at moming’a light. 
We know it will not always ease 
The pangs that wait upon disease : 
The &ver*s watohflil, bnrnmg heat, 
When ih* impetuous pulses beat, 

Hay uk the wiah’d-for boon in Tain, 
The eyes to olose and banish pain: 
But still the gout, the rabking stone. 
Its oalming i^nenoe grateful own, 
When, ai^ by the c^iaie power, 
They steal but one appeasing hour, 
—like mind is not indebted less 
For short oessations of distress, 

When it puts off tho e?*ning sorrow 
Till the wakeful hour to-morrow. 
While on its powers may call 
T* amuse th’ obliTious intemU. 
Syntax, ’tls true, there’s no con- 
oebling, 

Had in his mind a eertain feeling. 
When moral sense and blerio pride 
Would wounded be and mortifled. 
Besides, if that known, ob*%ring 
daiM, 

Who flies about, entitled Fame, 
Should hie lete evening’s histfiy take 
T* tmnse Sia'lriends around the Lake, 
To him or them, in any measure, 
ihiuoldikotpseveasouree of please 
•"-Bat whetsMvtt barm was done, 

Bo fldt *lame to himiwlf alone ; 

And what hliflklly did imparl» 
jMihaSftamnwumlhof hamt ' 
Baamlmdhipt to teeonM 
Of %hat waa the moM flow of toil; 
While oonaflimoe aet thoamtlm evrnL I 


— Hia pipe he smok’d, the wine was 
good, [dnad, 

Beoalm’d his thooghta, by deep snh* 
Without a hint from abhing head, 

At early hour he eonght hia bad. 
What dreams by fbnoy were hagot^ 
Or did he dream, or did he no^ 

The Muse would think it vain to ft; 
Into the fruitleia mystery : 

Bat when hiaeyeo op’d on the morrow,, 
Hind deep had eas’d him of hiiionow„ 
And the vexation over-night 
Had left him at the momhig’s light. 

Charm’d with the beauty (rfthe daj» 
And the snrroonding Boenoao gay, 
Where nature in her loviliait kna 
Diiplay’d the animating view 
Of woods above, of agnade below, 
Where ’mid the green the flowMi 
blow, 

And eryatal watero softly flow; 

While aetiva rnral lift eombla’d, 

To fit the landeeape for tha au]id» 

As it invites refleotian’s oya 
To the earth’s rioh vatia^.— ' 

With tuoh a aoene to gaae upon 
Th’ enraptnr’d Bootor travdl’d on. 
—Within the windiag of a vale, 

’Mid hlanded bhaim i WL and ddi^ 
And ahadid by a apeiadiag gfova. 
Where Biyidi vifiA ha l^’d ta 
lova^ 

A iMdy, andant mandon naa 
WMok tiflad aaawtara had ohoai 
In ftnaartiaia to ha tha goat 

AndnowmiiMiiinitolnwWagqN^ ' 
Baaming ha^itaUiy. 

^Twaa hma that SlfidinK^^ 
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Whose hongfhs overspread a staraw- 
loofdoot, 

Whiehinuisoiiie laVxing peasuDitVs lot. 

he said, honeitdaiiiei 
The states tiie oharaoter, and name, 
Of lum or her, who, by Heav*n'Bgraoe, 
Possess that noble, oharming place.” 
** ’Tk Lady Bounty,” she replied, 
^^Who does in that fine house reside: 
jUl ihat yon see. Sir, is her own; 
But die hsM long been better known 
Bor the good deeds which do resound 
Proa grateful tongues the oountiy 
Tound. 

To UesB us all it doth appear 
That HeaTen has plac'd this lady here. 
It seems to be her only joy. 

Her time, her fortune, to employ 
In doing what is rtal good. 

—My teats express my gratitude ; 
For in that oot my husband lies, 
WithnseleBs limbs, and sightless eyes; 
Whom the lightn^’s pieroing fliane 
Has render'd sens el ess, Ui^ and 
Ume, 

But all the oomibrt he can know, 

Her oaxe, her kindness do bestow : 
Her does die loll at home at ease ; 
8he watohes o'er her charities: 


EVssiheredieoomea, assent by Heayen, 
To aee tiiat what die giyes is giyen. 
--Hay, while thepoor8hedothaup;^y, 
' A Sgksdid hoiipitsli^ 

The 'fish, who yidt her, reoeiye 
WltUheptmidweleome die can give.” 


Uik story cham 

Aiii U hsnigiiaid bosom warn 

to wiewthese proud domains 
'inhtm m amrik nattaa ^ 


Aiid ftyldi to deetoh the aosoes 
Wlm id iteb yiriwB in^^ 


Ik lisw rit tUi iiVttb xatreid ; 


Then in his sketch-book ’gan to tiaee 
The leading features of the place : 
And with a practU'd eye, combine 
The picturesque of his design. 

— gard'ner soon to Patri^ oame 
To know his master’s rank and name; 
When Pat ran all his yirtues o’er ; 
Told what he was— and somewhat 
more. 

The pencil now empHy’4 its pow’r ; 
Kor had the Doctor pass’d an hour 
In tracing, with his utmost care, 

A soene, at once so grand, so fur. 
When Lady Bounty oame to know, 
What for his ease oonld bestow, 
And with an hospitable grace. 

The well-known feature of the place. 
To dine he kindly was inyited, 

Nor was ihe smilinggoodnessdighted: 
When with this welcome die address’d 
Her rey’rend and delighted guest : 

— SinoeDootor Syntax here is oome, 
He must belieye hhnself at home, 
And all that can his widies orown 
He will ooBsidor as his own : 

For while he sojourns he will be 
The objeot of all oourte^ ; 

And to a yet £eu distant day 
I ’Us hop’d he wiU prdhmg his stay.” 
—The dinner o’er, the Uessing giyen 
For eyVry bonntsoua graoeof Heayen, 

I The Doctor, who woi^ nsyer balk 
A certain loye he had to tdk, 

And which we know is leeit with* 
stood 

When wine is plenty and is good. 
Had in a strain of modest glw 
Told all hia onrious histoiy. 

Not that the Xuse doth mesa Id hxnfc 
He hm wdqH go beyond dm ddnh 
Of leamedaegee’ due deeoi^isBs, 

When the foU botOse mik Mm 
'em* 
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—Tlie intmating itorj donei 
With many a fond attention mm, 

The manaion’a miatresa ailenoe hroke, 


And thua in pleaaing aooenta apoke. 
LABT DOT7NTT. 

« It doth, indeed, my apirits oheer, 
To aee the ^y’rend Dootor here, 
Whoae many Tirtnea, nay whoae taate, 
Appear by none to be aurpaaB’d ; 
Nay, that aame (duinoe I happy call 
Whidi tnm’dhia fhoe tow’rds Bounty 
HaU; 

And while hia oonyeraation giyea 
That pleasure whioh with knowledge 
liyea, 

I tniBt he will employ a day 
Hia graphio talenta to display 
On the xioh, charming aoenea whioh 
bound 

My range of ornamental gronnd : 
A^ that by hia anperior taste 
My antique senlptnrea may be placed, 
(Too long the yiotima of neglect,) 

In prt^ site, with dne effeot : 

It ia a fhyonr I shall aak 
That he would undertake the task ; 
Nay, aoeh aasistanoe to impart 
Is a free boon he owes to Abt, 
Whioh, fin these trophies’ sa^, de- 
mands 

The labour of hia head and hands.” 

The Dootor, highly flatter’d, bow’d. 
And marks of due obedienoe diew’d, 
Then pframia’d, with to-morrow’s sun, 
Tha ooiloiiis work should be begun, 
Nor would he go tin it wuro done. 
The mORilBg oanu, with utBBoat oare 
The Mef^soBi ArM did propam^ 
With ill Ml penoll’a ddU to tnmo 
TM Iwontioa of this lioott^d pliM^ 
When Lady Beauty to beguile 
Eli kbonn wilh appiothig uiine^ 


Stood on the terraoe-waU to yiew 
Tho Doctor’s pregreis as he drew : 
When, at onoe fluious and alarm’d, 
And, with moat nnoonth weapons 
arm’d, 

Led on by Fat, a noisy orew 
Did a wild swarm of bees pnzsiie, 
And, with a loud and tiukliug sound 
Of ruatio cymbals, diasing round 
The flying royers, eager s^yo 
To tempt them to the oflhr’d hiue: 
But all these sounds were made ia 
vain; [tein, 

They did their humming flight main- 
And spite of pan and pot a^ kittle, 
Chose on the Doctor’s head to settle. 
— ^It must be thought indeed most 
strange. 

That this wing’d populaoo, who nmgu 
In aearoh of sweets, should horn to 
The liquid nectar in a wig ; Liwig 
And there, though leaiaiag might bu 
crown’d, 

That fbod ambrosial wmdd Im innd : 
But still it seems tho Boyal Bio 
Would thither lead his oolony* 

-—The Dootor felt no small alarm 
As ho beheld th’ approabhingiiQsm 1 
And when their husiii^f thnato aop- 
round him, 

The fears of sudh a fwoonfliuadhimf 
Who with a fhonsaad stings might 
wound him. 

^The soreaming Lady did ontssut 
That ha wuuU not fonake Mi asuti 
But by bU asaans avoid 4 ziol^ 

And let them taka tibair oauna in 
qniat; * 

At tiiaa, aha fhim su|uriinaa]iPVpWB 
No haaak, no Ml wosdd siHpiu» 

Xbf Doflor Md, **'WhSIS % hm 
htttAhf 

m (Bid ao( be ftalif t» tedw* 
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Thdt mff his hat and irig he threw, 
And terraoe-steps he flew. 
PatrioK^irith impetuons tread, 

Flung ^e hive tow’rda his Master’s 
head 

To save hia bald pate from the ohaoe ! 
Of this same flying stinging race. 
They then hurried down the dope, 
THiioh was so steep they could not 
stop; 

Syntax went flrst and Patrick after, 
But both plung’d headlong in the 
water, 

I^Thioh in a sweeping, close meander, 
Beneath die terrace chose to wander : 
Though no harm did this fall bestow, 
But bfdng wet from top to toe : 

And t^t was small, when ey’ry care 
Of the kind Lady would prepare 
What the good Doctor’s staterequir’d: 
All he could ask for or desir’d, 

Was ready to obey his call ; 

And er’ry soul in Bounty -Hall 
Did all their proud attention ply, 

6u that he soon was warm and dry, 
Talk’d o’er in terms of frolic ease 
His curious battle with the bees. 

And made his tumble in the water 
A source of fun and gen’ral laughter. 
Bu hat and wig the honied race 
Had not found a fit resting place, 

Or as retir’d and snug retreats 
Where they might lodge ambrosial 
sweets: 

So that un^poil’d they did remain 
When to their owner brought again. 
**-H4s tionbled toil he soon renew’d, 
And with such eager seal pursued 
Th’ allotted task,— that e’er the sun 
gone its found, his work was 
done. 

^Syntax had made fte chaste dengn 
equal and aeaaut’dline 


Which wouldeaohpleasingformadmit 
Where’er the qiot best suited it. 

The statues, now in order plac’d. 

The nidies on the terrace grac’d. 

And sculptur’d vases were display’d 
To range along the balustrade: 

While the willow’s pendant bongh 
Hangs o’er the solemn um below. 
And the sarcophagus mtasn 
Amid the cypress’ darksome green. 
But it appears, this was not all 
That Syntax did at Bounty-Hall: 

His pencil promis’d to impart 
The utmost power of its art, 

That Madam’s Boudoir might abound 
With Drawings of the scenes around. 

The Lady, in no common measure, 
Thus made known her grateful ^a* 
sure. 

lADT BOtINTT. 

How to express my just regard 
I And how to shape a dne reward, 

I For all the service yon have shown, 

! For what yoa’re doing and have done, 

I I cannot to my mind deolare, 

Thongh that diall be my future care : 
But still there is anoth^ call, 

Upon your art at Bounty-HaH, 

For qinoh 1 wish that yon would trace 
The features of my homely fisoe : 

It would please me and others too 
To have my portrait done you ; 
And you, my BeVrend Sir, 

Imw 

The xeasouB why my widies flow 
That you this favour would bestow. 
Expanded on the stucooed wall ' 

Of my old mansion’s statdj haU, 
Yon see my form at huge appemr, 
When inmy three««nd-twenti^year 
And deck’d in all the proud array 
Which gandy luhhtt oouU di^^^ 



ilt 
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Bat then, I tnut, mj oondnot prov’d 
That I was worthy to be loved 
By virtoe’e image, who woe then 
My husband, and the best of men. 

To wealth a^ station foU allied, 

My ev*ry wirii was gratified. 

And 1 my splendid course pursued, 

A star of no small magnitude. 

And one bright track I did maintain, 
With love and honour in my train. 
Thus fifteen years of life 1 pass’d 
In happiness, too great to last, [then 
When Death at length appear’d, and 
I lost, alas I that best of men. 

He left no heirs to stamp his name 
With perpetuity of fame. 

But it appears as Heav’n’s decree, 
That duty riiould devolve on me ; 
And, from the momant when he died. 
Here have I liv’d and have applied 
My wealth and time and thoughts 
•lone 

In doing what he would have done. 
And, as he on his death-bed lay, 

His last instruotiona to ob^. 

But though some form my state re- 
quires. 

Some outward riiow, yet my desires, 
HeaVnlmows, impel me to prefn 
The form of his just ahnoner. 

Then to the oanvas pray impart 
With touch of unassuming art, 

Hot Lady Bounty, of the world, 
With aUW ^tifring robes unfurl’d ; 
But as present fnm you see 
In diguifled rimplioity, 



smSAX. 

"Media, yoaknoer, you mayi 
jlia irork of ay infrriiv hand, 


But my poor pencil is confin’d 
To labours of an humble kind<$ 

Nor have 1 ventur’d on the tofi 
That dares consume the painter’s oil. 
But if you please to send to town 
And order proper colours down, 
With oanvas, pallet, and the rert 
Which 1 may want,— I’ll do my best” 


LADY BOUNTY. 


It shall be done, without dday 
But some short time must pass aUray, 
Ere your most friendly pencil 
My grateful looks and fadlgf MMia 
A^ I have still a boon to , • 

To yon,l trust, a pleasing IbPI 
You, whose peculiar virtue knows 
To act the part whioh I impose ; 

You, who can weUdisoharge your duty 
To female yonth and female beauty, 
By fixing in the early mind 
Those principles by trulh designed, 

To guard them from the healths deoeit, 
Which to our sex is mors rsplets 
With dangers than it is to men, 

As your experience well can scan. 
^Yon must know then: our schemes 


to vary, 

That I protect a seminary 
For female youth at no gMtdistaiioe, 
To whioh I ask your khid assistiBioe, 
Its style andmaaneis to rev^, 

And (here to pass a day or two, 

’Till the arts^ impknients reoall 
Your pressnoe backto Bounty HalL” 
The Doctor, with his tadk oontm^ 
Qave a most ready, grave assent; 
And, under La^ Bonnes oare^ 

He, the neactmom,masvsh«^d Asim 
From sif^ at least to fimstesay«M% 
Ihetro^ofiNBalejoiilhifpsam: . 
With heartlBlt plsasiire fl|yataxviisiW 
The iutarestiBf ffistsihood ; 

I4**f 
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Some ivere the roselmdB of the day, 


Some did their op’ningleayes display; 
Bat an did the fisdr promiie give, 
That they were fitted to leoeive 
The ooniiBelB which the sage inclin’d 
To poor into their early mind. — 

The erening oame, the soene was gay, 
AH (dad in summer’s best array, 
When the fedryonthfdl band were seen 
Arrang’d upon the shayen green. — 
Beneath an oak’s wide-spreading 
sh^e, [plt^y’d, 

While Ihr^h its bonghs the zephyr 
The sage wi^ rarerential pride, 
riaoM the preoeptresB by his side. 

He threw a genial smile around 
Upon the animated ground ; 

Then upward look’d, as if was given) 
A ailent orison to Heaven ; 

And soon a mute attention hung 
Upon the wisdom of his tongue. 

** Ye tirgins fkir, ye lovely flowerS) 
The bleomi^ pride of vernal hours ! 
Chaae, while I speak, 0 chose away 
Whate’er is frolic, lively, gay, 

And oU your oalm.attention Imd 
Tb the 11^ counsels of a friend ; 
Which, in many a future hour, 

Ifgy infdse Ihefr whidesome powe^ 

As it may be your lot to stray 
Pnfoggh lifers unoertain, devious 
0 tfstsB then, while I disoourie 
Of Muim’i frUy, reason’s frroe, j 
And the ao^er-fr^ing strength that’s 
gloen 

hMra nhich were receiv’d from 

SUnk ilot flu* ymi wiUh^ 

The hmliid words et flattery } 

Yor aonght is more the real bane 
Of hap|piaa*i| than te hi Ttini 


All that in this world we oommand 
Does on no certain basis stand : 
Things fall and rise, and rise and fall ; 
This is the common lot of alL 
Yonng as you are, you must have seen 
What disappointments intervene 
To oheok the hopes of life’s career 
Between the oradle and the bier. 
Instruction too dotlfrdaily give 
Those lessons which your minds re* 
ceive, 

Where trim examples you may learn 
Fair truth from falsehood to disoem, 
And your young opening minds pre« 
pare 

Against the threats of future care : 
Hence thishighdoctriueyou will know 
That virtues real joys bestow, 

And vice conduots to certain woe. 
Hay, from my tongue aoo^ a truth. 
So fitted to the ear of youth, 

That, in this world, you may believe 
The wicked will not fail to grieve 
And, though in pomp and c^ory dad, 
How oft their brightest hours are sod. 
Whatever be the state we know, 
Yirtue is happmess bdow ; 

Whate’er the worldly station given 
Yirtue alone is sure of Heaven; 

If then through life to virtna prone. 
The joys of b^ wnrlda are yonr own. 

** Life is the path to mortela given 
That leads the good firam Bai^ to 
Heaven, 

And d^ath the dark andgjcoiny way, 
That ope’s upon eternal iaj. 

These ore grave thou^^ts Z wall nugr 
own, 

Bat cannot be too early known. 

’Tiif not Ivy reasoning refin’d, 

I shall attract the tender mt^; 

That most be left till riper age. 

Do^ the eaqinm^dl^^ 
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To tolco within a larger scope 
The yarions views of fear and hope. 
Which may mature refleotion bo^ 
To life’s due pjwgress and its end^ 
—What is error, what is vice, 

What the temptations which entice 
The early mind to what is wrong, 

As in your youth you dance along, 
And what the joy which they deserve, 
Kay will possess, who never swerve 
From virtue’s path, and the decree 
Of neaVn-hoin, heartfelt piety. 

This knowledge I shall hope to teach 
Not by thoughts beyond your reoob, 
But by plain maxims fix’d in truth 
And suited to the minds of youth. 

The virtue with which loommenoe 
Is unreserved obedience 
To your earthly parents, who 
Stand in the place of God to you : 
And next, your kind instructors claim 
The honours of a parent’s name, 

To whom in your life’s early hour 
They ddegate parental power. 

Bubh is earliest thought impress’d 
By reason on the human breast ; 

The first fond sense that nature gives. 
And the first wannth the heart re- 

ooives. 

Ton’re of on age to know it weQ; 
And fed the toider tmth I tell, 

1 diaU not, iherefere, more enlarge 
Uponth^snljeotofmy bhorge, ' 
But on other pofets into 
My vim of female character ; 

And mdr u to my mind spears 
Best adtad to yooi sex and years. 

<< Baonfy di^ya a two*feld kind} 
That of the body ^ the mind ; 

Both are allow'd their voxioai armsi 
Eaeh'eoBgners by Ha aevetal ohams, 
Latfs tiy by tales of ooumon oenae 
Whatfethafeynaineaiaalliaes^ 


And then compare the solid good 
With whibhth^ both may be endued, 
And what the powers that they posaeas, 
To fester human happiness.— 

The form requires exterior grace, 
While the attractions of the faoe 
Demand the soft or piercing 
With a oonnected harmony 
Of features, in right order plac’d, 
And in due shape by nature trac’d : 
These, heighten’d by carnation dye 
Of roseate bloom’s variety, 

With fiowing locks displayd to view, 
Of black or brown or auburn hue, 
And well combin’d in various wi^ 

A certain admiration raise. 

Which beauty of whatever name 
Will never h^tate to claim. 

But on this fend, delusive theme, 

Do not indulge the idle dream 
That, by the fev’ring graee of HaaveUf 
As a decided good ’tis gimis 
For oft ’tis found in your pcsssisinf 
More OB a trial than a Uasslag: 

Kay, beauty oft negleoted mouniay 
And even wrecks whom it adoraa. 

Its bhoims, in all their brigbtnaei gay> 
To the admiring eye to-fety 
May their soft, rosy bloom ditylays 
But from the inroad of dlamee - 
To-morrow it may oease to ploaaei 
And the late ghri^ eye may see 
The figure of defermity. 

— Bendes, we know, nimourteoii 
Time, 

When once you’ve polled Bfefe aa^ 
prime, 

WiU socu begii^ wHh reiddlngtooA, 
To prey on what lemaina of ymilfe: 
Unmindfrd ef each yfeldfeg giaaa^ 

To plant to wrinkle on the feci^ 
And, as edvanohig age dmwi 
To dim to glaaM> of to 1^ 
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While on the brov no longer play 
The anbnm treesee onoe eo gay, 

Bu( now prodaim that brow so grey. 
Nor ia thii all,— as all most know 
Death ia of life the common foe 
That doth on nature’s will attend 
And bring ns to one certain end 
Nor will his fatal arrow spare 
The youthful form because *tis fair. 
But in its glowing strength and bloom 
Hay point it to the silent tomb. 

Sn^ then the form’s attraotiye grace, 
Snoh then the beanly of the face ; 

Let us compare them as combin’d 
With rich graces of the mind. 

— Hm rests the beauty of the whole, 
The mortal form, th’ immortal soul. 
The one that on time’s pinions flies. 
The other this world’s power defles, 
And 3o(dcs to where it never dies. 

The one may smile away its hour 
In youth’s exhilarating bower, 

But ’tis not made to live and last 
When that so cheerful season’s past:— 
Know, that the other may engage 
The etride of time from youth to age. 
And passing on to life’s last doom. 
Will look with hope b^nd the tomb. 
Beauty may make you angels here, 
But virtue makes you angels there. 
By time, by dianoe, by fortune’s 
frown, 

The proudest fobrio tumbles down, 
And irealth is lost we often see, 
la desdating penury. 
lAiuiQh aebaage of human lot 
Bkom the ^«nid mansion to the cot, 
Jft ia the ndnd that muat prepare 
The diaiHBiMihting hoar to bear, 
Andmartitying load of eare. [attain’d 
Theogh yu«^ yuimg frienda, ham 
Dm power bvraaaon’a strength sus- 


But thus instructed, as yon feel. 

By such enlarg’d enlighten’d zeal. 
These truths the teacher’s words 
And, with superior energy [supply, 
Present them to the mental eye. 

— All this is right and just and good : 
The mind with moral sense endued, 
Doth those well-wrought foundations 
Which are not suhjefl.to decay, [lay 
And form the base on whidi to rest, 
Of this world’s cheering good the best. 
By that you’re wdl-prepar’d to know 
What to the Gospel ’tis you owe. 

Yes, my young audience, you’ve been 
taught [fraught : 

Those rules vtith perfect wisdom 
For when they flrst to man were given 
As the immortal boon of Heaven ; 
Our fallen nature was renew’d 
Wfth that fuU, universal good, 
Whioh did the glorious scheme supply 
Of universal charity, 

That all distinotions did remove. 

In one grand scene of social love ; 
The blessing promis’d from above. 

** I have another witii to tell 
On whioh my serious wishes dwdl, 
And call you gravdy to attend 
Both to the preacher and the friend. 
’Tis that I’m anxious to rdate 
What is the real, aooial state 
Of woman, ainoe the awftil date 
Of that auspioions era, when 
The Heav’nly <dioir to wond’ring men, 
By their immortal long made knowoi 
The mercies of the eternal throne. 

Histozy on iti page will diow, 
Whkh from instradfon ymi enity 
know, 

That ere the Ghxiatiaa acihmnekegain 
WoMSN iTera bnt tiie davea of H4K« 
States and aationa I oonld nenw 
Wlyatiityoenli»>diiti|i^ 
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TSaj, where your lex did eoaroe oonliBr 
Ought of a reoB’niiig oharaoter ; 
Without a ohoioe but to punue 
The funotionB ouetoin mode them do : 
Whose aotive powers did ne’er appear. 
But to obey from abject fear : 

While others did to hope deny 
A claim to immortality ; 

And like the boasts that perish, they 
Look’d to compose one common clay. 
Nor did they equal rights possess. 
That source of female happiness, 

(To ivhioh enlighten’d nations Imow, 
And loud proclaim how much they 

BWO,) 

Till Healhen modes and Fagan power 
Melted before the beaming hour, 
When that Divine Lawgiver came, 

A new Beligion to proclaim, 

That in the mind such comfort pours, 
And which, my darling friends, is 
yours; 

Where Women did their station find, 
So suited to the human mind ; 

With all those views of social life 
Both as the mother and the wife, 
Which justified their equal sway. 
When to command, and when obey. 
To men He left the arduous care 
Of mljiig policy end war ; 
Tobeaaranna in their country’s cause, 
Tofr!iBie the code of whoLesw laws. 
And with la bold aagaoioiu seal, 

To oveblook the oommon weal: 

While woolen, frw from publie stiift, 
Adam the malm of private lift ; 

NoTi ftMB th’ allots oirde roam, 
But iway the aceptre of their hom^ 
Thera, by eedjj ted and virtooos art| 
To and ebaaftiaa the heart; 
And oli mufu radar thoofl^ im- 
prato 

^ the ehaeti wannlhafweddadteA 


Such was the change, whidi you 
must see. 

Was made in man’s society ; 

Such was the glory of that hour. 
When woman duff’d domestic pow’r; 
And this distinction, woman owes. 

As ev’xy Christian reader knows, 

To that high Cov’nant which began. 
When Heav’n renew’d its will to man, 
And sanotified the nuptial bands 
By purer laws and new oommands : 

If therefore it is well explain'd 
What the female sex have gain’d 
By the religion you profess : 

I What virtues pure, what heppfaieii, 
What honour and superior power, 
j To clothe with good the passing hour; 

I Say can your hearts be e’er endued 
With af^ tide of gratitude, [flow’d, 
For all which from HeaVn’s fount has 
And Bevelation has bestow’d 1—^ 

0 do not your young bosoms hum, 

To make the warmest, best xeturnf 
And how can that return be made, 
But by its sacred laws ob^’d P 
And while you grow up into lift, 

As friend, as parent, and as wift^ 

By aotion and example tooi, 

Keep this great olgeot in yuitr view 
And never dhedk te bcmage due. 
—To aidthe oause,wtepo^ifiil arait 
Alt ftmale virtues, ftmi^ diaimi I 
For ell the good you may eigoy 
Take cam that yoomyouwdlempli^! 
These am commandiiig powen given ; 
Makethemteinstrumenft of Iteven, 
In oizdlos mom or lots confin’d, 
Where your lift’s dulfti neoujoVd, 
Where wmldly ouiee yw etope may 
lead. 

And fite etelte bids m tmO^ 
ThaMsB 
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Nor oeasoi ’mimg all you loye or know, 
Ab &r aa nature will allow 
Tomake them good, and keep them ao. 
Here then, I bloae, my darling friends! 
And my o’erflow^ heart oommenda 
The kind preoeptresa to explain 
(Which iha will ne’er attempt in 
Tain,) 

What of this sabjeot doth remain ; 
And bring the whole before your yiew, 
To proye my solemn dootrine tine. 
She on yonr mem’ry will impress 
Those duties which your liyes will 
blew. 

With idl life giyes of happiness. — 
—So now farewell,— remember me,— 
And what l*ye taught beneath the 
tree.” 

The Dootor rose, the blessing giyen 
With wwriUg hand and looks to 
Heayen, 

He calmly left the leafy bow’r 
And sought the oontemplatiye hour. 
The eyening pass’d and much he 
thought [taught; 

Of the young train whom he had 
Then went to rest, but e’er he slept, 
Beyiew’d th’ affsoting scene, and wept. 
What aotiye cause his slumbers 
broke, 

Or why at early hour he woke, 

It W0i^ be needleas to inquire ; 

But e’er the aeighVring parish spire 
Beceiy’d^ sun’s first gddeu ray 
Aad told the bcu^ approach of day, 
Syntax hiHl left hu downy rest ; 
When, n& bswtgg’d and fully drest, 
He to (Iw wMow turn'd his ^6 
And yioir*d with ipddeu eoit^ 

A. aeaiM 0^ WtdfOw tet oombin’d 
Wbaia^avdainUtttMtpai^^ 
^iahiieqi^a. de <p ii u r^ 
Aaiyal^iIrsMnMaM 


While swriling bills with fivrasts 
orown’d, 

Did all the nearer proapect bound, 
And mountains dad in airy blue 
Cloa’d with their topi the distantyiew; 
Nor did there want the mantled tower 
Or pointed i^ire or yillage bower. 
Besides the morning’s moisture threw 
O’er woody dells a nvpty hue. 

That form’d a dusky Taae below, 

To heighten the ascending glow 
Which the horizon’s golden ray 
Did on the summit’s peak duplay. 
Struck with the beauty of the view. 
He brush’d away the morning dew, 
To make a hasty sketch or two. 

Pat follow’d quick, when, haying seen 
His master seated on the green. 

And with attentiye osie emplo^d 
On the gay work he eo enjoy’d. 

Be ray’d about, now here, now there. 
He soaroe knew why, he soaroe knew 
where: 

When, ai beside a hedge he stray’d. 
From the sweet y oioe of yiUage maid, 
He heard a simple strain proloag 
From tender heart this piteous song. 

<*Tho’ the rain it did pour, and the 
winds they did Uow, 

When we were home over the Fiviy, 
Though the rain it did pour, yes, 
Henxy. you know 
That my heart it waa Uiliieaoiiie 
and merry. 

<<But ah ! the’ the aoi^ io praetl^ 
di d ^bina 

ia I did MtuB a. IVnf, 

I mplt— dw 1k(B Hnir a, 

I dada^liMrtkBmrwkliiiira te 
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^‘The ran now will Alne and the 
winds blow in Tain, 

For I’to bid adieu to the Ferry 
I ne’er with dear Henry shall pass it 
again, [merry.*’ 

And my ^art has forgot to be 

Pat listen’d, and soon made r^ly 
In his own natiye minstrelsy. 

**My dear Meg Uy’d with her 
mother, 

I on one aide and she on toother, 

For a deep riyer ran between 
Me and the Beauty of the Gtreen. 

But the banlu were steep and the 
riyer wide, [ride, 

And 1 had no horse and 1 oould not 
Bo I wish’d mys^ a pretty little 
boat. 

To take me o’er to t’other side. 

And many a month and many a 
day 

And half a year had pass’d away ; 
And still the riyer flo^ was seen 
’Twixt me and Marg’ry of the Green. 
But the banks were steep, &o. 

« At length die did a youth pre&r. 
Who liy’d on the same b^ with her. 
Bo now the riyer may flow on: 

My hope is fled, my lore is gone. 

1 oarenot thoa^ the banks are wide, 
That 1 bm Ahorse and oannot ride; 
And Iwitbnp more to be a little 
bsi^ 

lb tflseme cfer to Voiher side.” 

He oWd his sMdi and tineugh 
HwasKeeiL 

Form’d of irild milts and branehes 
A lass^alofw on was sasn. 

A nosit fonnlin maiden 
And on te mm n bailM boaii 


The rosy blush was on her oheek, 
And dark brown looks hung o’er her 
neok. 

While ^s of blue seem’d to import 
The symptoms of a melting heart 
—Pat took a peep, and quite delighted, 
Thought that the time diould not bo 
slighted. 

And that the means he might improve 
To try and make a little bye. 
Though, thought he, I’m notso bleyei 
To leap aoross a flowing riyer, ' 

I think at least I haye Ihe sense 
To get me o’er a qniokset fbnoe : 

No sooner said thra done ; the rover 
Took a long run ‘and soon was orarx 
The damsel started at the sight. 

But soon recover’d ftom her fright: 
While he, with smile and gentle taikt 
Begg’d to attend her on her walk. 

To bear her eggs, and while the thruah 
Sung sweetly f^ the neighb’ring 
bush. 

In pleasing ooartety oonfer, 

And mention all he thought of her^ 
Susan, poor girl, at first was eoy, 

But thm’s a oertain am’rous b^, 
Who cares not how he wastes hisdut^ 
Nor whether high or vulgar hearts 
Beoeive their points, so he aan pUy 
And thus amuse his time away.— 
Thus ere Pat’s tongue Ibr haUnniJim 
Had exercis’d its flattering power, 
She had withdrawn her 1^ asyaro^ 
And seem’d to give a listfniqg ear. 

While this love-talk was l^iilg oOf 
e^patax his asondag tadc had done, 
was retuiaing stoot sad aUe, 

To prey upon the bsaakflwt taUe» 
Thus, passing on, he akaaaad is asi^ 

Beaestk an osmndiadowiag tniA 
i payoniing Snaan prfth Ida iyibi 
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2 i8 

Wliile (dis, iritli lialf ayerted look| 
The kind dleorimiiiaticm took. 

—The BeetoTy eittuig on a etile, 
Be8Q|y*d that he would pass awhiloj 
And pleaie hie fancy with the yiew 
Of how this ouriouB couTtBhip grew. 
—Sometimes their Jomng elbows 
Helfineamest, half in Joke: [spoke 
Then their Join’d hands appear’d in 
yiew, [drew, 

And then the nymph her hand with- 
Tapping the loyer on the dioulder ; 
At whidi he bolder grew and bolder ; 
'When his arm gently clasp’d her waist, 
Ifor did she think the grasp misplac’d ; 
for, though she made attempt to shoye 
The feeble act did not remoye it. [it, 
— ^Andnowthe smilingDootor thought 
'Twas time to set it all at nought. 

To interfere in the debate. 

And spoil, at once, the t^te-d-tdte. 

He then appear’d, poor Pat was 
hush’d, [blush’d. 

The nymph at first look’d down and 
Ulan tript away on all her legs. 

To better marM with her eggs, 

BTNTAX. 

What hncy has your folly led 
To stuff with tmsh that poor girl’s 
head: 

To tranip 19 a long list of lies 
About to ears, to nose and eyes, 
That thon^you’ye been all Europe 
i^et, 

You ne’er saw snoh a weaA. before; 
wldbi yto nonsense you were 

Yon bffawy ym ml, timt yon were 

FASntlClC. 

Jl 99 *xmoB^ ’twis 

but^orttog 

Wto a ma ifffv whenhe^s a oonrtiiig. 


Belieye me, Sir, no ill was meant, 
And all was done with kind intent 
I met the maid, and oould not balk 
My fancy for a little talk : [best ; 

She seem’d well pleas’d,— I did my 
’Twas only making loye in Jest : 

’Tis what I’ye hee^ that great folks 
do, 

'Wheneyer they the pleased to woo. 
When I sery’d Gol’nel Debonnair, 
I’ye heard him to a lady swear, 
Though brown as diestnnt, she wta 
fair. 

And faith. Sir, I haye heard him tell 
A shrieking miss she ssng so well, 
That her sweet accents did intoo 
A notion of the Heay’nly quiro. 

I’ve heard him too, and not in fun. 
Tell a fat widow, like a tun, 

That she was as a 'V'enns made, 

A pattern for the Sculptor’s trade ; 
He meant it true, — fbrshebeHey’dit, 
And, with a thousand thanks feoeiy’d 
it 

But all these fancies are forgiy’n; 

If e’er manwent, he’s gone to Heayen: 
He was the best of men, all said 
Who knew him, whether liye or dead; 
For on one hard and w^-firagbt day, 
He on the odd stone lifdeis Uy.” 

STWTAZr 

This is not the timeernasow 
For me on serious poinli to reason; 
But he who says what is not tnis^ 
Whether he be a fool like you, 

Or bos th’ admowledif d r sp u t a timi 
: Of being wisest in tim na to t, 

Will hayaeommltled au ttihoea 

’^tost yittiiai lana#, msma^ 

Fo^ on to tofl A Zfo'il 
Wbetto ili pto# or iu 
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IN 8EAECII OF CONSOLATION. sxp 

Faffing and painting, on he went, 


Here tbia nnaought-fbr oony^ne | 
ended, 

The ladies on the rage attended, 

And at the aonnd of breakfiaBt hell. 
Took ’apeolel core to feed him wdl : 
Nor did they want an equal zeal 
At er'ry stated, plenteous meal : 
While to the oharmmg female college, 
He w^Tetum*dthefoodof knowledge. 
—On the next day a friendly call 
He-snmmon'd him to Bounty Hall. 
The messenger arriv’d fn>m town, 
Had brought the apparatus down. 

By whioh the Doctor was to ply 
His fav’rite art with novelty ; 

To see what his unprootis’d toil 
Could do with canvas and with oiL 
The pallet set, with oolours grac’d. 
The easel in due posture plac’d. 

The ourtain’d window’s soften’d glare. 
Of faVring light th’ admitted share, 
The Lady seated and foU-drest, 

Call’d up those looks thought the 
best,-- 

W’hen Syntax, with uplifted eye. 

And somewhat of a doubting sigh 
Whisper’d a soft soliloquy ; 

Or, with hesitation ftmught. 

Bather indulg’d a doubtful thought. 

** How oft my penoil has prepar’d 
To trace the guests of farmer’s yard. 
How often has it brought to view 
With niee design and likeness true, 
The hone, the ass, the goat, the oow, 
All dieiter’d ij a badey-mow : 

rmpnsslsd at fhefsatiire 
Of a hbaaaa Christian ereatore: 

But paliraiee edlijBe to tin test. 

And d must siriill to do mj best*’ 

He Wdfhis pt^eflytan’dlhsliBe 
That duigei IlmIsBfiiaHi iwe dirine^ 
Qaou an Hio IMraaa ttsrir d^ 
iad bi^d W ffiridi the gtMifc 


Sometunes diq^leas’d, sometimea con- 
tent, 

Until it waa too plainly seen. 

One eye was blue, Ihe other green ; 
Whereas, on a oorreot surrey. 

Her Ladyship’s bright eyes were grey. 

The Lady, when she took a view. 
Declar’d the gen’ral likenera true. 
But still ahe thought it might be 
ationger : 

He took the hint, and made it younger. 
By daubing out, and laying in 
The tints alternate thiok and thin. 

He kept within a mod’iate line ; 

But made the drap’ry wondioua fine. 
—She thought ’twonld have a pretty 
look 

If in her hand ahe held a book, 
Whioh with a demi-aeriona mood. 
Might muoh improve her attitude: 
But it ao happ’d, he east an eye 
Upon a oake and onrraat*pi^ 

Whiidi an a^oining table grao’d 
With other artioles of taste ; 

And thus the Dootor, while pcoosod- 
ing, [ing: 

Thought more of eating than of read* 
For here attention felt a bredr, 

Out went thebook,— What a mistake! 
And in her hand he plaif d the eafce. 
The langh wae 1^, they sought 
the board, 

Tim oake was eai the book sesl»i*d. 
The penoil mov’d, the fiounoee twirl 
And round the robe impetaoui eurL 
—Syntax now thought^ ’’Pve dene 
rnybest; 

At least ny Lady is wen diest 
And es my art esn go no tathrar, 

X bif p t | eoDnnitlhDg 

I at iniA, aate M «iA 

01 «gr kM, 





DOCTOR SYNTAX'S TOUS 


<^Th6 work, ’tii tm, liadiio pretence 
Xo tint raperior exo^noe 

loniB oonld to the caavae give, 
^niereon the flgnzei ceem to live; 
And tiumgh this piotore oannot yie | 
‘With aaght ’hove mediocrity, 

Yet thoie to whom my Lady’s known 
!Did all the gen’ral likeneu own ; 

And die herself, aboye the rest, 

Bez warm and grateful praise ex- 
press’d. 

•i^When, ’twas presented to the eye, 
In a room hung with tapestry. 

Of ancient work, with figures grim, 
Of monstrona ahape and threat’niug 
limb, [yading, 

Whoae oolonrs, the whole room per- 
fiad for a century been fading ; 

The contrast gaye a glowing grace. 
Both to the air, the form, the face, 
YHiioh to the Bey’rend limner’s art 
Bid those apparent powers impart, 
Thst^ to his eye, he soaroe could tell 
The wander it was done so well. 

But ere he quitted Bounfy-Hall 
Syntax zeoeiy’d a serious call, 

With strong expressions, to attend 
ISie widk of Doctor Dicky Bend: 

And nmdi he did anticipate 
The ccmtetswhioh would onhim wait, 
Ihihe noaaaes of a college, [ledge, 
of good liying and of know- 
to ^ mind and body ghre 
The adid means tn both to liye. 

The Doctor thought to steal away, 
Ashewaawont, by break of day; 
Bttt Lily^Boiiiiiy’a rank and station, 
gad jflhedt*d the ynlgar inclination, 
And he dateneia’d to regret, 

With iU due fiavm end etiquette^ 
Ba]eokatiiitmoai& end words tiiat 
gahm, 

fhatheiwlait^dtotskehialeaye. i 


~The morning came, the breakfast 
o’er, 

PbilliB and Punch were at the door: 
When Syntax in respectful tone, 
ICade all his grateful wishes known. 
While ey’xy hope words oould express 
For health, long life, and happiness, 
Follow’d in due and stated course. 
With solemn, modqj|ated foroe. 

Then her right hand he gently drew, 
£iBB’dit,Bndbow’d,andsaid “Adieu.” 
— ^Affected by this tender grace, 

A tear stole gently down her face ; 
And wiping her be-moisten’d eye, 
She offer’d this sinoere reply. 

— “ Doctor, your yirtues I revore, 
And wish your stay were longer hrae : 
Doctor, your learning I admire, 

And muoh I grieye that you retire ; 
Your piety inyolves my heart, 

And I lament that you depart. 

But still 1 thank the happy ohanoe 
That did your wand’ring steps adyanoe 
To where I pass my tranquil days 
In striying humble worth to raise, 
And in the oirouit of my pow*!. 

To cheer the poor man’s toUsome hour: 
In youthful minds the seeds to sow 
Of virtue, and where thistlal grow 
To pluok them that they may not 
spoil 

The fruits produifd by boneat toil: 
Nay, 1 am proud that my great view 
Has been approv’d and prais’d by you, 
And while 1 widi yon ey’xy go^, 

I thus my kind fimwell cmluda. 
-*Hcie, whensoe’eryon witiito cone. 
This house win prove t veal, ho^ 
Come when yeuilUf ladiv 

Yen’ll luwe ifceenlaiirteetety IwHt; 

Nev fo^ tiU 1 pMeonoi^ 
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— >She now preBonted to his hand 
A ooTor rich with Telvet band, 
Where taate must haye been proud to 
Its needle in embroidery. [ply. 
A dasp, enrich’d with gold, ooofin’d 
The memoranda of the mind, 

Which on the inmost page so white, 
The ready pencil might indite. 

«Take this,” die said, <*and when 
yonr thought 

Is with a sudden image fraught, 
—Inscribe it here, and let it liVe 
Nor be a hasty fugitiye : 

It thence may gain a passage free 
To dwell within your memory ; 

And at those moments do not spare, 
For your warm friend, a transient 
prayer.” 

The Doctor here made no reply, 
But a warm tear in either eye. 

And quietly pursued his way 
In thoughtful mood from day to day, 
’Till he attain’d his journey’s end 
And shook the hand of Di^y Bend. 
It waa not long ere they were seated, 
And had eaoh other ki^y greeted ; 
Talk’d o’er the college news, and told. 
Who lately died, who grew old. 
Or look’d for tardy time to pay 
The hhpet of the impatient day: 
What the preferment in their giving. 
And who h^ got the last good living. 
Then th^ ho& diVd in claasio lore. 
And did thp vaiioua toil explore 
Of laming SBDd el laened elvea I 
At Uiagdi they ta&'d ahoot th^ 
adtea. [Bend 

Whan, looMng dawmrvds, Dieky 
CUFd an the Daalor to alML 



«]|)riBslfeidonadf9nMnl 
Antt IM amOiiit waa inHv 


Than a mere gen’ral kind request 
To oome and eat and drink the best, 
Which my known hospitable board 
Does to a valned feiend afford. 

In short, ’tis sometime sinoe I found 
How dull the solitary round 
Of a ocntinued single life ; 

I therefore look’d out for a wife : 

And soon the widow of a feiend 
Did by her qualities commend 
A fitness for the married state, 

And suited just such a mat^ 

As I, at length, am like to prove, 
Now past tlm warmer age of love. 
Inde^, I’m told the gen’ral voice 
Of all my friends approves my bhoios. 
We are not strangers to eaidi other; 

I knew her huabi^ and her moihei': 
Xnown a good wifo to Johnny Fros^ 
Why then, 1 aak yon, may not she 
Be just as good a wifo to me f 
Beauty indeed she does not boHt; 
She never was a ooUege toast: 

But manners sweat with wiaalaf 
smile, 

That do feeUng heart bsfoiH 
All these she sorely doth possess^ 

And more than 1 can well axpress ; 
Nay somewhat of a aUepy aye,— 

But you will 880 her bye tad hyui’* 

aniTix. 

** Letnow, Ipray, thosaljeataaiae, 
It wakes those .thi^htawUriiwmiiid 
my peaoe: 

JXomon of wives bsfere wa diiia» 
Ton know that rmdifiiv'def rntnef 
So leave Ihrt tppio to tha wina*^ 

The dinner o^er, ^ Lef^ eami^ 

Who look’d io SOSA to OrngB hm 

And duTwilh griaeM em 
To fay kind thh«a to 
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DOQlOM StltUJts fOUk 

Bj wlumi the offioe would be done To pees Hie annual yaoation 
Ta make her and her Dicky one. In eaae and rural reereation. 

— *Xww wilhdiaoretion well arrang’d, From hia o’er-ruling cares releas’d. 
That his old state ^uld not be Here he became a Parish Priest ; 

dhsajfd And Syntax here perform’d the rite 

‘With the well, long-known Mrs. Pree Which did his worthy friend unite, 
Within the University ; In the indissoluble tie 

For riiould it hap to reach the know- Which hallow’d altmfanotify. 

ledge [lege, The merry peal awoxd the day, 

Of the young gownsmen in the col- The flow’rets strew’d the dhurohyard 
The gen’ral quiz, the frolic tale, w^, 

WoiM through its oLoister’d haunts And all the village folk were gay. 

prevail : [sprawl —The benediction then was given, 

The grey-beard Cupid’s wings would With prayers of allthe poortoHeaven, 
On many a disfigur’d wall, For it was known, that Dicky Bend 

And Hymen’s well-known aafOron Had ever been the poor man’s friend. 

shirt —The hours were pass’d in tranquil 

Would be well sprinkled o’er with jey, 

port Ko siok’ning cup, no feast to dloy ; 

The Provost had a fieat Nought stiuok the ear, or met the 
‘Which serv’d him as a country seat, eye, 

Betized from all public noise, But friendship, love and harmony: 

And At for Hymeneal joys. A soene lhat might give ample scope 

The coppice did his meadows bound. To furnish out a solid hope, 

The purling riv’let flow’d around, That Dicky Bend, with su^ a wifr. 
And fruits and fragrant flow’rs were Would And the rarest good of life. 

seen [green. Syntax th’importantdeedhad done, 

To deok the smooth-fsc’d bowling > And now no longer would postpone, 
Fun many a leaf of various hne The last great point he had in view, 
Dadits neat snow-white front bestrew, In town to pass a week or two. ' 
While o’er the porch the branches He on the wedding’s Joyfrdeve^ 
t^lrine Of Bride and Bridegroom took his 

Of the sweet-smelling jessamiiie. leave, 

—What did it want f increase the To gain some neighb’riiig inn’s abode 
measure Where, seated on a tuxnpike road, 

Of eolmwjpeaefmdxuralpleasuro Hemightaqniokoonveyinoeflnd. 

Snilitoa^mimdeiaastielifB; --PhjBUandPiiaixihwsroleftb^ 

Their time id idlenaastcpiaiih 

AndbidhteOiAdboattoprov And frtten on ike FjEOvueFa ^ 

Tke|^«fieseMittdof love. ^TheDootoxhadnetkevtowatt^' 

f^Wa he Idk hia Btately college, Aetagb-ooabhatcjM^dhiCsredtiii^ 

|eidtiwmorods(9f«ieir<ohofknow« HbaoonvanM < 

jPitttQckhkplaetbeaMtefi^ 
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And, liaTing Bafa arriT’d in town, 

At Hatoliet’a Hotel were set down. 

Nor had the busy following day 
In yain researoh been pass'd away, 
For f^e from the street’s rattling din. 
He found repose in Thatieb Inn, 
'Where from the town's unoeasingriot, 
He could enjoy his time in quiet ; 

If he should ^oose his pen to wield 
In learning's wide polemic field ; 

Or let his lively fancy play 
'With reigning subjects of the day, 


Or sport away his leisure time, 

In lighter works of prose or rhyme : 
This plaoe appear’d a calm retreat 
For learning or the ICnses’ seat, 

Such as he thought could soaroe be 
found 

Within the City’s ample bonnd : 

— ^Whether he &us the scene employsi 
Or how its comforts he enjoys ; 

What pleasure seeks, what cares du* 
pel, 

Perhaps a future page may tdL 


And hope of being kindly treated, 
With aolaoe both of bed and board 
Which smiling promise could afford, 
His buy cogitation ran 
Upon some pleasant gen’xal plan 
Which might be pr^ent he diould 
tske 

For int’rest or diTcrsion sake. 

Or, his intention nothing loth. 

As he might gratify them both. 

Free inm restraint, with purse well- 
lin’d, 

And by no aetions claim confin’d, 
With so one ^ upon his time, 
Frmnaober ptoee or sprightly rhyme. 
The bimkfiut CiW, he paif d the zoom, 
And tima laid ont the 4 *ys to oome, 
Wlpch wiso idiotted him to eti^ 

In tiiis grand aCeno^f grave and gay ; 
What heihenld ilzit begin to do, 
And which Igiltiw way puim 
---Ihnidw in csotenplfltivo mood 
Tim OB^el^a gsnd^y mudboo teod, 
Andy wtfti Wad to his qys, 
Bant into tide sidiloq^. 


'*1 shall not count each fleeting 
year, 

Since fav’ring fortune call’d me hnm 
And gave me more than humUo olaia 
To a fSsir literary name ; 

Whioh though it aeema I should not 
boast, 

1 must preserve from bdng lost ; 

And as I’ve heard that variona arte 
Whifdi a base servile pren impar^ 
Ho their delusive tribb emph^ 

And give the name whioh I (7 
To pettifogging worke whioh I 
Must view, as from a oritiif a eyi^ 
With contempt and oontumely. 

—It is a duty whiih 1 owe 
To all the readera who beetow 
Their kind smiles enmy rhyming 
And well repay my midnight dl, 
Wlm paimiao ay WNraia pnt» 

And WMj psotoot IliAo (ha last: 

Kay, w^ 1 know it hi not Isqg^ 

They’lUmvoto choar vyovndBgngfl 
Thi wintiy note must soon bi dOTs 
That’s fitintfy wnUod at flniiepi^ 
But Hit 87 duly, I npaali 
OBim to imfdd tho Intdoosi^ 


CANTO XXXIIl 

T he Hector in warm lodging 
seated, 





DooToM Tovn 


IRpt let a qpnzimu Syntax oUdm 
Tliair faToiir to a piUtt'd n^ 

To art aa bioi their iroriu afloal^ 
Unddh real Syntax nerer ^rrote; 
N<7 ,«iuIi aa in iU-fortnne’a apitOi 
Tlie real Syntax oonld not write.— 
Iheae aoribea Til fail not to expose, 
'VniOilbeato tmth and learning’s foes, 
Bo in one artifioe agree 
To fiither their poor works on me. 

To speak ont, there is no conoealing, 
Tkis ia downriglit diidionest dealing, 
And honeat tradesmen will oondemn 
The fral, andaoious stratagem.” 

Ike Bootor oeas'd, then seized his 
pen, 

Tbtflill his friends at Sommerden 
Of all Ida hist’iy that was past 
Since he had written to them lost; 
^niat a calm setdement in town, 

Bid his long lingering journey erown, 
And diat in fourteen ^ys to oome. 
He would address his face t’wards 
home. 

This hrief, domestio husineas e^ar 
fie took his hat and pass’d the dacrt 
Widi the umbrella ’neath his Mi 
To gnazd him from aU Mw’ryhttMl 
He walk’d the streets with wand’riM 
And busy ouriority, [eye 

To see what pow'r and wealth had 
done 

yn^ an those tnaquil yean had 
Sewn, 

fliaoe hel^ fortpna’a guidanoe oame 
giM*d that afeum of honeat fome 
^ro^fohMMbaahiaeonldcilam 
AAdwhfobiiw^irfreinviitimiweryea^ 
ViMe ai^r em that he deaerres, 
-pA atndlf d iboM mid he pais 

A dhcisil^irhnwifteoBe paMcf 1^^ 
fit didaot eala^indlefoeae 


All this he thought look’d wondrous 
wdl 

Had he another work to sell : 

For though he now was quite at ease. 
And calls for cash no longer tease : 
Yet still he thought his idle time, 
Might haveenlaig’dbyproseorrhyme, 
If with due oare andl^nght puraued. 
The fooulty of doing goo^ 

And as the great historian tells, 
Whose pen’s ddightfol style excels 
The writers of the present age, 

Who have fill’d np th’ historic page ; 
That while he ’mid the arohea stray’d 
Of Borne’s prond fanes in mins laid, 
His glowing, oomprehensiTe mind, 
That great presiding work design’d. 
Which in eaoh futore age^s eye 
Will give him immortality.* 

— Thna, if in this oaprknons state, 
Small things may be oompaxed udth 
great. 

Syntax amidW o’erwhilmtBg noise 
Of rattling wbedi, afiae»>bW4 boys^ 
With the mdelmny of Hm ||treet 
Which did bis Mim iMm gr^ 
fought on n waski wkaMfor it be, 
iHioh is a seospi M tb to ; 

'But if be liTeSrW sto li IMI see. 

— fiothing, indeed, escaped bia Tiew, 
He saw St. Bunataa’a menatiike two, 
And walking on ha look’d around 
To see what mono was to be firand; 
When on a door was fix’d a book. 

In whioh he frit dispos’d to look. 

And saw, amidst the noisy din, 

Thera was a sals ef boQkii*«*iikia. * 
This be piesom’d would frM atnat. 
So in be wont end teak StalL 
As for ■$ be could Judge ot MSI, 
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Authors, booksellers, and what not, 
Hod in the place tog^er got ; 
Thongh here and there he seem’d to 
A littlo lot of gentlemen, [ken 
Who sometimes gave a hook a ran 
As it appear’d fi'om yexing fan. 

And rais’d a work abore its price, 

To tease a tradesman’s ayarioe, 
While those same worthies of the Bow, 
Would pay the gents a quid pro quo. 
Tlie sale went on, and books knock’d 
down 

From fifty pounds to half a crown. 

Syntax in musing silence thought 
Onwhatwassoldand whatwasbought; 
And let his keen refiection trace 
How solid learning chang’d its place. 
—Some Authors by the hammer’s fiat. 
Were sent away to sleep in quiet. 
While others, who with leayes un- 
dos’d. 

Had Ibr full half a century doz’d, 
Were doom’d to pass their dog’s ear’d 
As ever-moTing fugitiyes. [lives, 
Thusfromtheir titles, looks and dates. 
He doom’d them to their seVral fhtes; 
Though, as he sat with watchful eye, 
He sometimes even long’d to buy ; 
Buf sage diioretian held his hand. 
And his l^ouging tongue command. 

At length &e solemn auctioneer 
JM in bis haml a tome uproar, 
Attgiltk and bi meroooo green, 

Fit in the boudoir of a queen ; 

1 ktrnr why so vely fine, 
nMPiightBynt8s:,lbrihewm 
now I ehaU most sorely know 
Inmt teMrtnith the work doth owe, 
And pfobiio Ibnoy may bestow ; 
Mrlligeltsireliieldiansesi, 
WltMAn 4imoC ilettei^^ 
Xtewstoifei«iMtwaBan]y.Mit^ ^ 
Ik 4nlhflete 44dBli edohndsi^^ 


Its humour, verse, and moral powers 
Suited to grave and laughing hours, 
And deck’d by nature a^ by fun. 
With the gay skill of Bowlandsov. 
Syntax delighted beyond measure 
Nodded to express his pleasure. 

But started when the auctioneer 
Told him he was the purchaser. 

AtJCTlONEEB. 

« The book’s knobk’d down at two 
pounds two. 

The money to be paid by you.” 
SYNTAX. 

”This sureis reas’ningmost absurd, 
Why, Sir, I never spoke a word. 

I might have nodded twioe or thriee, 
To see the book fbtoh sudi a price : 
With secret pride I was oom|dying. 
But that had nought to do with buy* 
ing.” 


ATTCnOMBEn. 

^Nodding is bidding, Sir, wdl 
known 

In every auction-room in town. 

And now the book. Sir, is your own.” 


SYNTAX. 


**Iknow’tisinine beoausel wrsti 

it, 

But you will nevor say I bought tt. 
Nay that would be a scurvy trick. 
Enough to moke the Author sick. 

If my nods bought it, as yon say, 
Why nods should bo the eubi to psg^i 
For this saaie book I could act bid, 
Adosllmustbeif 1 did. 


Bssidoi 1 MiMy may firprsm^ 

That bo Who doth the work poasm% 
Wiktl k OUST tjmt w ky 
HkhcnoktiiMnlilr. 


Id 
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WoTild giTB fn» oqpiei hdf a Bom, 
Did 1 demand the^ aye and mere.** 
The Doctor now engron’d the eye 
Of the Borroimding oompany, 

Kor was hia peraon aooner Imown 
Than ey’ry marh’dreapeot waa ahown: 
Kay, aa he did the oaae explain, 

The Volnme waa put np again ; 
While on itapage ’twaa made a daim, 
That he would jnat maoribe hia name, 
Whenthia lame autograph waa found 
To raiae the price another pound, 

And Syntax felt an added glee 
When ’twaa knock’d down for three 
pounda three. 

The hammer’a daily buaineaa done, 
The Doctor prox’d a aouroe of fhn; 
And then, cQacarding aU reatraint, 

In hum’roua gniae and language, 
quaint, 

Talk’d o’er hia blunder frank and free. 
To aid the cirble’a pLeaaantiy. 

He now aaaum’d a critlo lock, 

And aa he turn’d from book to book, 
Fiored by hia worda, that, great qnd 
email, 

He knew, aa he had read, them all: 
And ahow’d hia kamingwaaprofound. 
To the attenti?e liat^nera round. 

—A book- worm Knight the Sage ad- 
dreaa’d, 

And thna hia inritatlon preaa’d. 

Doctor, 1 qBeak it d hi Mhw, 
t dionld he glad to know you better; 
And if you’ll come with me and dine, 
I’ll giye you ven’aon, g^Te yon wine. 
And Ibr daprt, we will compare 
Hy rkh ahCltei of editioni sate, 

Sufih aewhan you have look’d than 
o’er, 

Ton^ my you neiar aaw beHm*’ 

The Doetar, tfao^ in gan’ral biOl 
On IntaMhiWfctll 


Thought a good dinner thna premia’d 
Waa not a thing to be deic’d; 

And thus in rather lively tone, 

He made hia gratefhlfbelinga known. 
Yoor dinner I’ll partake with plea- 
aura, 

And view yonr literary treaanre ; 

For whataoe’er Sophs maintain 
About the a^ta and the brain, 

Aa Prior teUa, a clever poet. 

And had a oertain way to thow it. 
That they their foroea must augment 
With some mtbereal nutriment: 

Bnt any aimple Tom will tell ye. 

The source of life lain the belly, [plies, 
From whenoe are sent out those enp- 
Withont whose propriate aympathies 
We should be neither atrong nor wise: 
For the main strength of ev’iymember 
Depends upon the atomach timber ; 
Aari if we would improve our thought 
We muat be fed aa well aa taught. 
E’en Horace boasta hia power to ahine^ 
When aided hy Falen^ wine, 

And other bar^, if bardaapaak true, 

Whenihey eonld geti^ibK^ ^ 

Syntax was now w4l*|nai>^d ioflnd 
A treat Ibr body u f»r mind ; 

While with all bis gen’ralknmriedgi^ 
Or of theworldor of theeellsge, . 
The hook-worm knight waa gaite da* 
lighted, 

And tkmght howit mighthc teguitedf 
When he in welcome words dcebi^ 
1 know not how, Sir, to rewaiA 
The real pleanue which oeewn 
Fran awh aocle^ as yovnij 
You know the hour alwIMIdiMI 
And if my tbUe ad my wii% 
Should, asl 

Let nsl aday, I ho pa# M 
Whik you’n in lowu thl 

Ee in *MB he a leal fhaosh 
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Without your oomicg here to ehire, 
Baoh as it ifl» my daily fhre. 

But still I must mysc^ explaiB, 

That you may not call here in Tain. 

Thursday, the next that is to eome, 

I have enga^d to be from home, 

To dinner at Freemasons* Hall, 

A diaritable festiTaL 

And now 1 think on*t, yon, my friend, 

Most thither on my steps attend. 

Yon, Dootor, shall my shadow be 
At this eelf-same aolemnity ; 

‘Whose grand design is to impart 
Holpto the wretch^ sons of art, [grief, 
To raise their hopes, to soothe their 
And giTe their weeping wants relief. 
Besides, my friend, as I am told, 

Yon do with skill the pencil hold ; 
And therefiire 1*^0 a two-fold daim 
Upon yonr heart and on year name. 

I here present yon with a book. 

And adc yon der its leavea to look, 
Kor do I fear yon will deny 
Year preaenoe at this dharity.” 

miTAx. 

Tee known, good Sir, what ’tie to 
want; 

F^e frlttlie time when eaah was soant; 
Nor am I backward to xeliove 
ThosewhoMwant andsndhas gxiere, 
And look abbots with sadden’d eye, j 
On their enifrmnding pennry. 

I woeld ftommy example teaeh 
By aU the metorn within my xeadi 
The Hhggn tongihtdoctito 

•-4)^11^' Xlhm krt flw 

•WhfahdW iS w u iji mmlhi y b ii twr . 
3!lMi^XagrHttW^ kanr: 

Aad (H nr tape MW actwdi 
I irin ntMt» bt ftiir fttaiAs 


To this same fhast I will repair ; 
Syntax, be rare, will meet yon there.” 
— Thns arts and artists were be* 
friended, 

And here the oonTersation ended. 

The Doctor sought a weloome hook. 
That to his lod^gs bore him back. 
The IhUowing mom, in thonghtfol 
mood, 

He either sanntei’d, sat or stood, 
Donbtfnlwhatoonrsaheshottldpnrraet 
And to what pdnt direct his Ttow. 
His noble frie^ to whom he ow’d 
What far’ring tortnne had bestow’d, 
Had some time sinee deserted town, 
And to his oonntiy seat gone down. 
So he determin'd to repeat, 

At the dne hoar the fidendly treaty 
So kindly eflkr’d, nor be shy 
Of Bookwonn’s hospitality. 

But the nice Unnder of onr sago^ 

As mention’d in a former pi^. 

Had of the anetion form’d a tale. 
Which ’moag the bock-tiibe did pet* 
Tail; 

And by this story it was known 
That Syntax had arriy’d in town. 
—Thus astbebells langontlbrpray’rs, 
He heard somefoototops on the stairs, 
Whoa Patriek stifty nsher’d In, 

Two persons, who with ciTil grin 
And rather Tolgar sslntation 
Began thf nnlook’d-lnr co n Terra tt om 
** It wae with plsoBiiie, Sir, we heard, 
That y on in Iraidon tod appe>>^4. 
And ae yosv peiideBee Buy pespese 
Tocomymto e x p eeeestosee; 

We ndm wsH know yora fipvhdien, 
Would he tret OHS an teeeieaiont 
’Ik a ine tee, Sto, to let ksra 
Soek peeti aa yoaiiu er to emte 
Ortotosteettoe/iyway, 

WhseteyenesBjwwpmiMW^ , 



DOCTOB 8YNTAT8 TOUR 


A hint to yon, fSir, may snffioe ; 

You muit notthon be oyer nioe ; 

And take tare that your aotiye mind 
Boea not ly^proaoh too near the innd: 
Thua, if my long; experienc’d nob 
Has not forget to form a job 
Which baa been, in aucih various way, 
The object of my busy day, 

Since 1 was in ^e quick employ 
Of a bookseller’s errand-boy. 

And rose from the inferior guise 
telling, to the printing bee. 

Which, work’d up by such men as you, 
One hfldf the world will think ihem 
true, 

We may, I say, create a mint, 
Work’d up of manuscript and print, 
Which, by our secret arts, may join 
To stamp the neoessaiy coin. J 

— W e only ask, if the intent 
Gan ’scape an act of Parliament ; 
We’ve but to think, and with good 
reason, 

What misdemeanour is and treason : 
Kay, we know better than the Bible, 
What is, and what is not a libel. 

Thus in earii scribbling act and deed 
In safety we may sure prooeed.” 

flT5TAZ. 

*<What in my writings haa ap- 
pear’d, 

What ^ me have you ever heard, 
What in my visage do you see 
To show the Bum cf infomy, 
la fo I Wolild 

Hy nariiy my ra^ 

ind Ite 1^ basest ^ 

WhatsPwtt^^ isd 

ofQodandnatturei 
And'^us Uae^ume a kiBd<heribrf 
lorAhi Bieav’n^o giftt to foimamly 


^listen, 1 bid you, to that bell, 

I understand its language well. 

It speaks of death, it is a knell 
Which hah j ust call’dainne spirit homo, 
To quit this life for worlds to come,— 
And in the course of some few hours 
The awful summons may be youn : 
And where the devil, do yon see, 
Will then your illl^t treasure be.” 
— Doctor,” the other man replied, 

“ By preaching, we’re not satMed. 
We have another plan m view 
Which has been freely told to you.— 
You’ll let it work within yourhrain ; 
To-morrow we will call again, 

And moreatlarge thesoheme explain.” 


I ” Kay, I at present have a soheme 
Of which you neither of you dream, 
Thut you shall down those stairs be- 
take you, 

Asfastas my man Pat can make you.” 
The hint waa given, and his strong 
arm 

Pill’d time assooiatea with alarm; 
Headlong and aidelohg^wn they 
went, 

Till they completed their descent: 
While Betty with her mop apd pail 
On the mid-stairoase did not foil 
Withwril ap^ed aadfririous 
To give these pamphleteers^ wuhing. 
Tellnm who was waiting there 
Qame in for hii allotted share : 

Qe hod tim aaiition shny heard. 

And brought hfohopMtobejgel^dt 
A» piktar, puViifoM; wM 
By whhfo soum yi0i|fo 
H l^tax had fo Ifqgdeti 
Any new work forioy tsi^^ 
Which m%ht hfo MntM 
And pnniM A xetom 



mm 
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Tettum arriv’d, oil oalm and qnieti 
Just at the moment of the riot. 
When, with squalling, rattling, mm- 
hling. 

These pettifoggers came down turn* 

Klifig 

Upon him, full with all their weight, 
So that he harmless shar’d their &te. 
And, coming with a fair intent. 
Could not conceive whatall this meant. 
The noise itself may be conceiv’d 
When a close passage-floor receiv’d 
Three booksellers together found 
Sprawling upon the hollow ground : 
Wliile without hat, wig, or umbrella, 
They kick’d, and each abus’d his fel- 
low, 

With horrid oaths and daring threats 
Of constables and magistrates. 

And calls on Syntax to prepare 
For grave reproaches of the Mayor : 
While Pat stood on the landing-place 
With viof ly smiling in his ito. 

This strange and blust’ring bustle 

Yflillum upon the Sage attended; 

And had reoeiv’d no other hurt 
Than might be caus’d by sav’xy dirt 
** Know yon those meui” the Doctor 
said, 

•"By whim Ivlume just been betray'd 

InteaviidfnehofwniBi 

That did not fiitibeooan my doth P’ 

WLtnt 

"^1 WM te eeo them bing’d, 
MtfrdMdXimspMflieywmbang’d; 
For I iPfast th^ an the fame 
Wbd imieipeetad arnne; 
Aad^^ dfferaBt wilh m view 
Ko BbW bmdenm would pume^ 
23 i 0 ^ ft iqppeen dm iBiulik 

Qat diidr tft the dAfP 


BTMTAX. 

" Ne'er mind, whateverthdr lntent| 
I take it ae a eompUment : 

And ealmly let the matter pem,— > 
For this I know, a knave’a an aos.— 
But what bringiYellum to my viewP* 

TELLTIX. 

" To pay my best reipeots to yon 
And as perhaps, Sir, yon have bnm^t 
A Manusoript with learning frau^t ; 

I Or some nice, pretty little ddt 
Upon the times, end fhU of wit» 

A dealing 1 ahould h(^ to drive 
By which our mutual gaina might 
thrive, 

And keep our friendly tmu alive. 
Perhaps, Sir, in your oouatvy fhndei, 
You have oompos^ semeothardanoes. 
Your Danoe of Idfi and Donee of 
Death, 

Have added fdiage to the w re ath 
That binda your brow* But 1 oeold 
tell 

That whiob would answer fhQai wolL 
What think you of the Doeioff’f DOnes^ 
To mike the trieke of physio pmme 
With olyvtets, bdnses^ end 
And aU thiM ouw te mortal iBa, 
Where fflorUd irney tailBW'% tulei 
And leede the wiai to play ftm tad ; 
Wliitoatareeq| by p o dHioi i ditaewiail% 
An wiitod hi vata oaanh of bnltaf 

Torn flddkmiiH 

Ifake dm hmr ondF 

' aSHsiMi-ll* 

— BiAlUiiiMfi i S a t wa m 

ui mnniBi t w sw Kfp 
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Boei it not to tin Hole pment 
Pf miiery oad memmsnt, 

Of happy haimony and Btri& 

Too oltn Mon through ling’zing life) 
And givo tom piotarei in each stage, 
From luOing youth to snarling age« 

0 thii woald exonse the hint, 
With aU your wit and sketohes m*t I 

1 will fUk paper, plates and print; 
rU take the tiouble and the oare, 
And e|Qal pnAts wo will dioxo.** 


iTXTlX, 

•< The riiange iaeuiional must own: 
--When I, my frimid, waslastintown, 
Youthou^tme poor and friendless 
too, 

And look’d for homage yon think dne 
Ikom ooinloss bards to men like you: 
ThenaU your puie-proud spiritwoke^ 
Till a groat friend q^irit broke. 
But noW| good Yrilum, now 1 see 
Your posiOifroad pridewillbowtome. 
And let mo say, my friend, beside, 
Fro somewhat of an anthor’a pride, 
Bay, am di^’d to bear me high 
With your infsriorily : 

For know the diffrenoe is as groat 
Between onr real, genuine state, 

Ai rogiane when ^ planeta gW, 
Andj Ihoae you tread, wilkw^-ahod 
The xealma of Mamoatar-Bow. [toe, 
The lils of gsniwi win extend 
TopartqgtintifeiOBmtesteaA, 
Ww |#BitMhettyoargQld^ 
WIU nal MM gnm^ 
-.WaaMkllM WM of worldly art, 
mOi iiii Mi n g ' pop 

Thoaa^biwIltilMiiiiq^ 


AndMdahianatlfoq?irit>o« 


Kings may make Lords, and triehi 
may thrive, 

But Heay’n alone can Genius give I 
—Bow if your brain and mine were 
sifted, 

How would our several aknlla ba 
giftedP 

Yours would be ftdl gCgoildenBclwmei, 
And stuff’d with nkoney-getting 
dreams ; [prove 

While I riionld hope ihat mine might 
The seat of virions fbrm’d by love, 
For ev’ry sordid notion free, 

And warm withHeav’n-bom CSharity. 
Hence ’tis that I riiould not submit 
To all that Vellum thinks is wit ; 
What I riiall do ’tis mine to tell 
I’m bom to write, he’s made to s^ 
But this I say as my award 
When any ftiture work’s prepar’d, 
He shall its honest fortune gwd. 
Such is the promise you reoeive.”— 
Vellum bow’d low a^ tookhisleave. 
I The day aeon came when Book- 
worm’s oall 


Summon’d fo Freemaiona’ Waii. 
A num’fooB oompany appear’d, 

The several toaafr wen loudly eMrid ; 
And after he had oelmly heard 
Bii^ys of VBxioni eloquenee, 
Bepkte with wins end mealy eenai^ 
Frm royal %i and noUe arindi 
In gm’selpaMa Ctfatas join’d: 

At Ifngtili he frit hli hoaom ib^d. 
And with tlw iM ef art hupir’d. 

He foii, hia modiit ritawa facohai 


mm. 

I, who am aslAam adtPA ti ilray 
From BftPa litif’d and aamet wag I 
1, iriie premaw not to hapM 
Ihe i^cepim ar M Mm 
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1, wlio wlfli WMk tad ciriiig liiiid I ** I diall not ibiTt to ititi tha 
The pewnl’o hiuLUoft powm oom- 1 noftiim 


mud; 

I, wbo, with timid mind ozpofo, 

ICy nndigwtad thonghti to thoM, 
ifhom derated genina iwap 
The lidiig arte modem daya, 

Hare bnt one oljeot to pnrane, 

In thna addreaai^ me to yon. 

’Tie not improring art to teaoh, 

A anbjeot Ur beyond my reaeh ; 

But auted to my rank and atate 
On thoae high powera to dilate, 
*Whidi the ingeniona arta poBaeai^ 

In iSaViing hnmu happineaa ; 

In atrengtibening the moral aenae 
By dieir impreoaire inflnenoe, 

While th^ the improring power im- 
part 

To qnidun and to mend the heart. 
To peraonate, by powera eomldn’d, 
Tiotorea of rirtiie in the mind. 

when wiUL enderalood, 

and 

Hbraoe haaiaid, well known in atory, 
WhoUr’dinhi^tof Bemugloiy, 
And waa at onoe the bard and aage 
Of the renowned Aignatn Age, 
Whu tbe fine arta inradianoeabana, 
Aa Borne Iniparial had not known, 
And are the Yndal bode them oeam^ 
Were xidiig np to liral Oraaoe: 

To thk hri^t wit it did appear 
That lAat alone we Iklfhi^ hear, 
Boaa not ao aou affisot the heart, 
Aadoeatheeje^by wedkaef artf 



Of the aeoore refining pleaanre, 
Which the prodnoUre arta ou giro, 
And we may ev*ry day reodre 
'Tia not fi» my w^ reioe to atray 
Into that boQndleaa, glowing way 
Where aril of the remoteat age 
[^uthe eanvaa ohaim the aage, 
i Pfcwwnt in flgnre, form and fuhion, 
Tha grand eruta of er’zy natum, 
And dmw laoh hiio known in atory, 
Amid tha hlaee of hiorttl glory ; 

Cu *naath the dreary roalma of froat, 
Qhe to tho eye Iho annny eoaat, 

And the moat diataat feenaa diaplay 
Of ef'iy oonntiy’a riaiona day : 

Ou doMrate the plaeter’d wall 
Of my embower’d, hnmhla hall, 
With Alpina haighti and iey Ta^ 
Whare iho fienn anovy Uaat pteva;^ 
Whila tho hig nAmiCain tarmlTe 
oonrie 

FalUng with impetnona fiwea, 

Doea aatanUi’d ehamuil fill, 
ICaUng a liTtr of a rill. 

Hay more, tha ooenaoof hnniu alrfii^ 
(H tiuaient fasiifrtid lift, 

Tha ooeu’a or the tmiad dew 
Of TMdgar and Widarloo. 

Hot Iheat alone, the poeffe fire 
l)06i the bold artiiFa hand Inapfr^ 
And ahowa, aa we tlm thoni^porne^ 

Whe ean, wtfi Uw tt u i ngtanefta 
Tim a eeeeftwMA fifty loeo^ee 

'inifc iMi » fMw •( M« ,>4 
Wkat tan Itar art s dite 

M artliiV tart art ktartt «n»s 
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And mntdi it doth my heart delight 
To view th’ exhilarating sight 
Of numbers, who, in art's proud 
growth, 

I bless HeaVn, enjoy them both. 
They with their pow'rful pwoil 
teaoh. 

And to the eye their dootrines preachy 
When, from the eye, the moral art 
Steals into and improyes the heart. 
—Thus do their generous minds em- 
brace. 

Without reserve, Art’s pining race ; 
Whether the yiotim of disease. 

Or fortune’s eooentrioities ; 

Or weaken’d by the slow decay 
That wastes the mind and form 
away. 

—0 ’tis enough,— an artist grieves ! 
And straight the warn relief receives. 
Are Art’s young ofbpring in distress f 
Here is a power prepar’d to bless. 

No narrow, ooldfkoeption’s made, 

No stated limits that invade 
Th’ expanaive wishes, to apply 
The dheezing aids of charity. 

For YOU direct its noble aim 
To ALt, ’mid Fortime’s frowns, who 

Ftom weeping Art, a well known 
name. 

—The tcttf ring easel naked stands, 
No eye the pallet’s tints oommaads, 
9^ pencil’s firilen from the hands 
Whose nerves have felt the palsied 
atrokn, 

WUle peds^ Mews ilM 
With ^ 

AtenniOiM 

TewxetiMMM|»Mdiy the tear, 
And 0 HMven, with ray divine, 


And, year to year, may be renew’d, 
The added power of doing goodl 
— ^Thus may the arts of Britain’s lele, 
Beneath a nation’s bounty smile ! 
Thus we may hope, when all protect, 
When talent need not fear neglect, 
That native genius will inorease, 

And British arts mavriral (freeoe. 

— ^Thus 1 presume inland at least, 
The Artist and the Christian Priest: 
And with a two-fold zeal, prefer. 

In this united ohoraoter, 

My prayers to the Almighly power, 
To bless this righteous, festol hour! 
And, having thus my blessing given, 
I leave the rest to fav’ring Heaven.” 
Thus Syntax pleaded Meroy’i 
cause : 

While the Hall eohoed with applause. 
The few days Syntax pass’d in 
town 

He seldom was on hour alone. 

He had a pleasing neighbour found, 
Indeed, he might have look’d around, 
And a long, enquiring pother^ 
Before he found out such another. 
Here he the social evening fslt, 
Where beauty smil’d, goodnem 
dwelt. 

Here he met all things to bis 
With constant Irinda^ over-kind. 
—Wherever he is doom’d to go, 

In this meand’ring soene belovr, 

In the world’s busy to and fro, 

He never will, in aU its din, 

Ferget the good of Thavies Ion. 

At length, howe’er, the time 
eome, 

When he engag’d to be hflane ; 
Besidea e letter from the Inhn 

Did on hie towp ainiiaBmantp 

IteeM 

Sir 




IN SEJLECR OF CONSOLATION. 
Gentle yet braTe, hnmnne and free, 


Who might haye dione in diiTolry, 
If he had liv’d in thoiefine gay days ; 
When ohampuma tilted for the ladies ; 
Bisdamfol of each flatt’rmg art, 

Had made the offer of his heart 
To the £iir Heiress of the place. 
Adorn’d with ev’ry female graoe ; 
And soon the seoret was made known, 
That she, sweet girl, return’d her 
own. 

The Doctor, as she upward grew. 
Had fill’d her mind with oil it knew : 
Her filial love was sooroely more. 
Than that she to her master bore : 
Kor would she tie the holy bands. 
Till he return’d to join th^ hands. 
He suffer’d not the least delay. 

But quitted town that very day. 

And, at ill hasty journos end 
He pass’d the night with Dibky Bend. 
For his return he then prepar’d. 

And Punch and PhUlis were not spar’d. 
He thought and rode, and rode and 
thought, 

Till a few daya the travelers brought 
To where was offer’d to their view 
Keswick’s broad Lake and waters 
blue; 

While the old tower, with many a 
bell, 

IMd loudly Ihdr pnival t^ : 

And on the hBl a^ in the glen. 
Gladness enlivonM fiommeiden. 
Smiles beeming on each lively ftee. 
The ted eslnte^ the warm embiaoe, 
Did pleeiikig thought 
And eUvrae joy at Woiihy HdL 

fiBonA Ida date with ruddy 

H blaa t g h t i ig haheawteteaad sleek; 
the fidlow^ 

fNlii 
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I He daily did attention draw, 

I To what he’d seen or never saw : 
With truth or tales or merry blunder 
lie fill’d the gaping folk with won- 
der: 

And Fat, no more a pavior, he 
Now wore the Doctor’s livery. 

At length arriv’d the happy day, 
For all was joy, and all were gay, 
’Twas Hymen’s glorious holiday : 
When was prepar’d within the grove^ 
The feast of Hymeneal love. 

— In all due form the knot wa| lied ; 
Th’ exulting hridegi’oom and the 
bride 

In nuptial figure soon appear’d. 

The assembled village loudly oheer’d, 
And as the plenteous feast began, 

The board waa orown’d, the vessda 
ran, 

From whence tiie temifig onps o’sc^ 
flow’d; 

And ev’iyhresstwith pleasure glow’d. 
»The happy^l^tax took the ohoir. 
Beside him were the wedded pair, 
While near him all in smiling site 
I^e ’Squire and hia Marja sits, 

‘^ho never had suidi plessnie hnewn 
Binoe sudh a dsy hod been their own. 
The dinner e’er, the Dootor sose. 

And did the heart-fidt toast prspoas: 
** Health to te bridSgiooBi and the 
bride. 

And ev’ry other gsid hesUe: 

0 may they ItefiromUlstUldeatli, 
As they tee liv’d who gave ten 
hresllil 

And now we leave you to bo gsy. 

To pass yew time in tOM plsyt 
For tins ti Hyman’s hdidBj I” e 
ns daya pamf d on, wlte pted 
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But, wlm that joyous time was 
o'er, 

Things went on as they’d done before. 
Byntaz reeum'd hie former etution, 
With all his natlYe animation. 


Again the Beot’ry he enjoy'd, 

Again the studious hours employ’d; 
link'd on for pleasures yet to oome, 
And felt again that— HOxe VAI 
B0X8. 




t2 /Ictura ^/hesi^ eru g^ur 
A oegHet’ nui^is, eC fuadeun Um^UM^ 

Mto euruUf ohstuirumf ytdet' huBC Au0* v§Aff$^ 
AiAchs ^tyuiunv j^va9 rufn /brmt^a/^ ffrairnif rtT i 

i 

Itmc pLicuMl' kernel, hme dept>^ rtp^fUm/ 
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CANTO XXXIV. 


H OW is it none contented lives 
Witli the fair lot which reasom 
gives, 

Or chonoe presents or labour gains I 
Why in our pleasures or our pains 
Does wont disturb or envy wound 
And calm enjoyment’s rarely found P 
-^May not this answer meet the ear, 
That life is not th’ appointed sphere. 
Where, by the wise design of Heaven, 
A eloudless joy is ever given P 
For that e’en virtue’s s^ must wait 
Till death has dos’d our mortal state ; 
And then our virtue’s promis’d meed 
Of endless pleasure will succeed. 

’Tis true ei^rienoe sage has said, 
And as a real truth portray’d. 

That happy hours may be our own, 
Bat happy days are never known. 
Ihemominay smiley the noon may 

while pain at night may banidi sleep ; 
Our owner seme dear friend’s di stre m 
May dieok a smiling happiness; 

E’en while it mantles an the hnw 
Theheortmaylsdaaenseof woe. 


Thus throughout life ’tis man’s frail 
nature 

To be a discontented oreatnre. 
Indeed, we must the truth confrss. 
How oft we look for happiness 
From what we never may possess ; 
But ask, in life’s continued chase 
For cha^e of things and change of 
place. 

And as our real good pursue, 

What we behold in dikint view, 
Beyond possession’s present hour 
'Tis that we widi within our power, 
And o’er a something seem to brood, 
Contrasted with our pr e s ent good. 

If you ask where doth dwell con- 
tent 

’Neath oot or lofty battlement, 
Whether in oar of state it ride, 

Or by the hundde peasssl^s side. 

Or in the oourt of kings doth dwelL 
Or in the heimit’s lonely cell P 
Ssy, does it danoe in lovei^s bowei; 
Or pass in smiks the mrsl hour P 
Do laurel wreaths entwine it lumid, 
Or is it at die banquet fraud F 
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Say, does it oroudi ’neath Capid’s 
wing, 

Or play upon the ndnstrel’B string P 
"So — ^t^ is the keen mind’s reply, 
Such is the world’s philosophy. 
—When in the oar of state you ride 
Content is by the peasant’s side : 
Whene’er you gaze from, mountain’s 
brow 

You see him in the rale briow ; 

And when you join the courtly train, 
fie doth appear a rustio swain. 

Nay, when in splendid halls you’re 
seen, 

fie dances on the Tillage green. 

Thus in Tain your time is spent 
For nerer will you find content, 

As you pursue, he files for eTer, 

Ne’er will you overtake him, never, 
Or high or low, whate’er our lot. 

We view him on some envied spot, 
But diml; seen, where we are not 
Broken with toils, with aims op- 
prest. 

The soldier thinks the merchant blest. 
Who calmly sits at home at ease, 
Whilefbrtune withherfav’ring breeze, 
Walts him her treasures o’er &e seas. 
And when the threat’ning tempests 
rise 

War is my choice the merdiant cries ; 
For battle ends the hero’s stoiy, 

Or brings himdeath or giveshim glory. 
—When the country ’squire is seen 
At number six in I^coln’s Inn, 
With healthy look and ruddy face 
To give his fse and state his case, 
The wearied lawyer midst his bo^, 
With gaping yawn and pallid looks. 
Longs to buy lands and country-seat 
To give him health and calm retreat,* 
Wl^ as 1h’ admiring diant’s eye 
BihioUa the TMt varied 


Of stately forms and the gay measure 
Of each embroider’d scene of pleasure 
Which the vast city’s limits give, 
fie longs in Portia^ Place to live.* 
As we pass life’s uncertain day. 

We may submit, but must obey ; 

And all that we are call’d to do, 

Is to keep virtue in our view. 

Not all the dignity of power 
Can quicken life’s sad, lagging hour { 
Nor glutted avarice impart 
A pleasure to th^^tcching heart. 

If fortune’s gift you truly rate, 

Then tell me what would mend your 
state. 

If real joy on wealth is built, 
Yillains might comfort find in guilt : 
But when he sees th’ increasing store 
The miser’s fears increase the more. 
Is happiness the point in view ? 

I mean the real and the true ; 

She nor in camps nor courts resides, 
Nor in the humble cottage bides: 
Seek her alike in ev’ry qphere, 

Where virtue is, for ihid is thm 
’Tis to no rank of life confin’d, 

But dwells in ev’ry honest mind. 

As much, at least, as e’er is known 
For mortal man to call his own. 

To diine and glitter all in gold. 

To be in words and sdenceb^. 
Wealth to eiqoy and dainty fure, 
Themonardi’sfriendythepeople’Bcare; 

* 0 Ibrtanall sseroatoNS I grtvii umis 
Milee sit, multojam fiaetas awnbrmlsbon. 
Contra Mercator, navimjaotaoliihnsAiiitrii^ 
MUitiaeit potior. Qaidanimf eoBcnnitnri 
hons 

Momonto sita mots vanlAaiilvietoiia 1«la. 
Agnoolsia laudat Juris lojpimqiio paritm^ 
Bub galli eantum coaBBltor obioatiapuliA 
lUe, datis vadibus qai ran eaferaetos in 
aibemast^ 

Boloa folioM vinntia slaauri ia mbs. 

HoBi Ba>« 1 . liki 
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To all that’s gay and proud and great, 
Altho’ suoh gifts may elevate, 

The groaning gout and racking stone 
May change the mirth to bitter moan. 
But e’en though sickness ne’er annoys, 
Eiohes and honours are but toys, 

If Consoience be not firm and free 
And wrapp’d in its fidelity. 

The peaoeful oonsoienoe is the boon 
That keeps the jarring mind in tune : 
O ’tis the heart’s so oheering guest, 
Which had — a rush for all the rest. 
Thus Syntax, as he view’d the 
throng, 

Wlio sped the jovial hours along. 

And took a short-liv’d leave of oare, 
Amid the gambols of a fhir, 

From reot’ry porch indulg’d the hour 
In letting loose his well-known power, 
When, without any social friend, 

He did his studious mind unbend. 
Thus, with many a maxim fraught 
That play’d upon his busy thought. 
He from bis eaqr ohair arose, 

And did again ^ thoughts disclose, | 
That bore the air, though ’twas not 
meant. 

Of calm but tender discontent. 

** The Worthies now have left their 
home 

For many a week or month to oome; 
And since their heiress has been tied 
In wedlock and become a bride, 

They with parental joy imprest 
Are now &eir daughter’s weloome 
gueeL 

Thussinoe my muflh-lov’d friends are 
gone, 

2 fiml what *tis to be alone* 

2for do my dasaio shelves sup^y 
The cheerless dull vacuity: 

They help to pass an hour awi^. 

Bat uoBBot serfc me through the dqr * 
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While sluggard time appears to crawl 
Through the unwelcome interval : 
Hor does my reason feel it good 
To lead this life of solitude. 

With many a blessing I must own, 
I’m almost discontented grown, 

And if I check it not, ere long, 

I shall be thinking very wrong : 
Some foreign helpmates I must call 
To aid me ere this sense enthral 
My spirits, ’gainst whose powers I 
preach 

And prove thedootrines whidi I teach. 
—Besides when I am thus almm 
1 think upon my Dolly gone : 

I see her wherem’er I stray 
In open walk or woodland way. 
When I an ev’ning saunter taka 
Beside the margin of the lake^ 

I recollect the tender diarm 
When she hung fondly on my arm, 
Where, when theday was almost done, 
We had talk’d down the ev’ning sun. 
Nay, I perodve my erring mind 
Is to her loss far to naign’d, 

Than when the power we maMt ohtj 
Consign’d her to her native day ; 

Nay, resignation, ev’iy hour 
Appears to to its whdesoma power* 
This is not as it ought to be, 

Nor reason, nor phDosi^hy, 

Nor pious duly can forbev 
To disapprove sudi worldly can* 

If then this lonely Bta appears 
To engender ai^ and eik in tear% 

I must th’ untoward qrstam change. 
In wilder fidds of converse range ; 
Nor fsar to mingle in the strife, 

As diaace directs, that chequer s life ; 
And, by new, varying scenes rostoie 
My mto to nhet it was befive. 
Though my earlier years bane boon 
Of the laborions soens^ , 
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Yet Booial pleaenre bore a part 
To qmoken aenae and cheer the heart ; 
Nor did my apirita ever feel 
When at the fioot of fortnne’a wheel, 
And life aoaroe knew its dne supply, 
The tremors of despondency; 

Such as of late Tm doom'd to find 
The jaundic’d temper of the mind. 
What’a to be done, how can I cure 
This restless something I enduro ? 

A leam’d divine, it may he said. 
Should know where to apply for aid, 
And he who doth to others preach 
Should haTB the means himself to 
teach. 

It is not that my mind’s emhued 
With any act of turpitude ; 

’Tie not an error deep and grave 
That doth the virtuous wish enslave, 
Which may awake the fear of Heaven, 
And doubts it may not be forgiven ; 
That doth for pale repentance call 
To change the sorrowing prodigal; 
No, ’tis the feeling heart’s vagary 
Which chance may give and time may 
vary 

That from some natural cause arises, 
Which neither angers nor surprises : 
But still it plagues while it doth lost. 
Nor must we let it hold us fast ; 

For diould we not its power oppose 
At length it into habit grows, 

And may become a rooted feature 
T* increase the weaknesses of nature; 
While ftiU enough, none will contest, 
Are to be found among the best 
But is he not the weakest, who 
QuGfois his fancy to pursue 
That train of thought which may aug- 
ment 

The source of idle discontent ? 

And after all, ’tis this same folly 
That serves to make me mdanoholy. 


’Tis plain then, I have nought to do, 
But these weak symptoms to subdue. 
From this dull slumb’ring to awoke, 
From these disheart’ning thoughts to 
break, [ing, 

To form new schemes, to leave ofi* talk- 
And set my better mind a walking.” 
Here Syntax paus’d, and silent 
stood, 

In grave and contemplative mood, 
When ancient M^ge, who wound the 
reel, 

And gave the movement to her wheel, 
Tow’rds Heaven appear’d to cast her 
eye 

And gave a deep and heart-felt sigL > 
Old Marg’ret of a village race, 

Was the sage gran’nam of the place, 
The dame had pass’d her early day 
In service of the groat and gay ; 

And was well-pleas’d to have it 
known, 

What stations she had held in town ; 
Would gravely boast where she had 
been, 

And tell the fine things she hod seen : 
In short, at threescore years of age. 
She was become a rural sage. 

It is not needful to relate 
What was her lot in married state ; 
’Twas like what others feel, who try 
Thoir chance in married lottery. 

But time had pass’d full many a yeat 
Since she first shed a widow’s tear, 
And now she rul’d, in dne degree, 
The honaehold of the Beotoiy ; 

Where she did aU her duties t^ 

Less as a servant than a friend. 

And now old Margaret aigh’d again 
As if she suffer’d real pain ; 

When Syntax thus hm dame ad*< 
dress’d: [breast, 

** WhatanxiouB thought distnibsyour 
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And wherefore do you lift your eye 
As if oommeroing with the sky F” 
Kow Madge it seems had caught the 
sense 

Of all the Doctor’s eloquence, 

And, with kind feelings for her guide. 
She thus, in measur’d speech, replied : 
** It is not for myself 1 sue 
To Heaven’s mercy, ’tis for you. 

I could well scold you if I dare, 

And your whims almost make me 
swear: 

You may keep talking on for ever, 
’Twill never do you good, no never. 
What is your fending and your prov- 
ing# [ing. 

’Tis nonsense all — I say, keep mov- 
Do you not hear what pleasures roign 
Among the crowd on yonder plain F 
Quit, my sad Sir, that odious choir. 
With your grave melancholy air, 

And join the pastimes of the fair. 

See ’midst the bustle what is done. 
Look on the sports and view the fun: 
Who knows but a good donkey race 
May plant a smile upon your face. 

Of this I’m sure that when you sec 
The scene of harmless rovel^. 

And from the happy people hear 
The untaught joke, the merry jeer, 
Their honest pleasures will impart 
Smiles to your sympathising heart. 
You know the joy your flock will share 
To view their muoh-lov’d pastor there. 
And when yen see bow they receive it, 
You’ll fsel it two-fold, you who give 
it 

Do as I say, you’ll And it right, 
’Twill prove a most enliv*mng eight. 
And save you from a restless night 
Keep moving,— quit your studious 
labours, 

Bet rif and visit aU your neighbours. 
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A change of scene, a change of place, 
Will from your mind these whimsies 
chose, 

And soon I with delight shall see 
My master from his mongrims free.” 

SYNTAX. 

« Thank you for that, my vet’ran 
lady, 

I’ll go and try and get a gay day ; 
’Twas rare sound common-sense that 
brought 

Such good advice into your tliought. 
To-morrow I’ll clap spurs to liorho, 
And in good earnest, luko niy course 
To Billy Bumpkin, who will greet me 
With his loud laughs, and kindly 
treat mo : 

Yes, with his broad facomirth he’ll try 
The power of hospitality.” 

On thenextmomhis breakfast done, 
With not a cloud to hide the sun, 

The Doctor did his way pursue, 

And, in a trotting hour or two 
Bumpkin’s old hall appear’d in view, 
When soon he saw his hearty host 
Leaning most idly ’gainst a post, 

And letting loose loud fits of laughter 
To sec boys bathing in the water ; 
Who with their splMhof mud and mire 
Amus’d the humour of the ’Squire. 

Syntax, in sober, solemn state, 
Wi^ Fat behind, ^ew near the gate: 
And when he their approach espied, 
Bill Bumpkin olapp’^ his hands and 
cried: 

My worthy Fanon, is it you f 
The same i’fsokins, I’ve in view. 
Sixmonths, 1 think, are gone and past 
And more ainoe I behold you last ! 
Whate’er I knew I left at college. 
And you Bkn none but men of know- 
ledgei 

IB 
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Yet, in plain En^lUli 1 declare 
I do delight to see you here. 

I have no learned or Latin lingo, 

But a fresh lap of foaming stingo, 
Which will make you to jabber Greek, 
As nat'rally as pigs can squeak. 

And, if your heart is out of tune, 
Will make you long to stiidu the 
moon.’* [friend, 

“—Not quite so high as that my 
But something which doth that way 
tend: 

Not quite so high,” the Doctor said, 
“But yet some oWce culiv’ning aid 
kly slacken’d spirits have in view 
When I pay my respects to you ; 

For here, I’m sure, that humour gay 
And the frank smile wiU crown the 
dayi 

Ton, my good-hearted Mend, must 
know 

The cause of my domestio woe. 

Of my friends too, I am bereft, 

The WoRTUiES have the country left. 
And when they may return to cheer 
My drooping heart doth not appear. 
Thus dulncBB now is found to leign 
Within tho verge of Sommorden, 

And doth a fuU possession toko 
Of tlie fair borders of tho Lake ; 
Thus ’tis my joyless fate to roam 
For comfort that’s not found at home.” 
“ — ^Then find it here,” replied the 
’Squire, 

“ New scenes will other thoughts in- 
spire. 

My means of pleasure you shall share : 
m teach you how to banish care.” 
Though SynUx did not trust the 
skill 

That such a promise would fulfil, 

He gave assent with nodding head. 
And follow’d where his leader led. 


lie took the Doctor through his 
grounds, 

I Display’d his kennel and his hounds. 
Their diif’rent ages, old and young. 
Their speed, their noses ond their 
tongue ; 

Then order’d forth his hunting stud, 
Dwelt on their merits and their blood; 
While to their diff ’rent feats and more 
The grecn-clad huntsman stoutly 
swore. 

lie then describ’d Homo arduous chase 
That did his Nimrod annals graro ; 
Hhow’d many a brush that cover’d o’er 
The purlieus of the kennel door : 

Nor did a hero ever prize 
Tho trophies gain’d in victories, 
Whose flutt’ringensignsmightdisplay 
The pride of many a well-fought day, 
With more exulting sense of fame. 
Than Bumpkin told the boasted name, 
Which his equestrian powersoommand 
Among tho woods of Westmoreland. 

The Doctor heard and made pretence 
To listen to his eloquence ; 

But though with certain science 
fraught. 

It could not charm his serious thought ; 
Nor did it seem to chase away 
The gloomy humour of the day. 

“ Why still BO grave, my worthy 
friend,” [this end ? 

The ’Squire exclaim’d, “ where will 
I prithee, why make all this pother; 
You’ve lost one wife,— then get ono* 
ther ; 

And sure in all this country round 
Another may be qniokly found. 

From different motives people grieve, 
For wives that die and wives that live- 
—That scare-crow Death is oft a sad 
one, [bod one^ 

Takes the good wif» and Imvss thg 
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Ab sure as that bright sun doth sbmei 
1 wibh that be had taken mine, 
l^ot that 1 suffer such dibaster 
As to lot madam play the maAter, 
Kor yet, to let the lady boast 
Ihat u’or her lord she rules the roast. 
1 Icarn’d nut, where I went to sohool, 
In such a way to play the fool 
*Iis true fzom harshness 1 rcfiain. 
But then 1 always hold the lein 
1 01 he who ^ entures on a wile, 

0 be the eomfoit ot his life, 
bhould nevei this advice lefuse , — 
Take her down m her weddmg shoes ” 
— Syntax, his fancy to beguile, 

Here sunk his laughter in a smile. 
Tor it was known to great and small 
How things went on at ISumpkin-Hidl 
l^ay, ’twas a well-known standing joke 
Among the neighboring country folk, 
That when the lady’s m the way 
The ’S<iuire would ne’ersay yea or nay. 
But as her ruling spirit told him. 

Or with a oertain look control’d him 
Though now his tongue ne’er seem’d 
to rest. 

And thus his invitation press’d 
Doctor, oome here next hunting sea- 
son, [reason 

And faith, my fhend, I’ll <diow you 
You diallmountonmy Yoikshiregrey, 
And gallop all your cares away ” 

1 doubt not,” Syntax smibng said, 
“ Tour recipe if ’twere obey’d , 

It would afford a speedy cure 
For eVry evil I endure ’ 

But for my kind physician’s sake, 

I do not wish my neck to break.” 
They talk’d, when soon the bell’s 

gkrill ftliimA 

DadLar’d it to be dinner tune, 

Nor was it an unwelcome call 
That bade theur footsteps Beakthehall, 
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For though the Dootoi’s whims pre- 
vail’d. 

His appetite had never fail’d. 

By madam he was kindly greeted, 
As, ** How d’je doP” and, ** Pray be 
seated.” 

It doth a perfeot ago appear 
Since we enjoy’d your presence hero ; 
1 feel it always as a treasure. 

And wish I oft’ner felt the pleasure. 
Bumpkm, I pray you move the dish. 
And help the Doctor to some hsh. 
Indeed, I hope ’tis in your view 
lo pass with us a day or two. 

I Nay I could wish it might be more. 
And lengthen’d out unto a score. 
Bumpkm, yon think not as we dine, 
That some folks love a glass of wmo 
I ha\c not seen you for an houi, 
Since you have made jour ohoiming 
Torn, 

And I shall ask jou to display 
Its hist’ry in your rapid way. 
Husband, I’ll hot my life upon it, 
Our kind guest’s plate has nothing 
on it, 

Make haste and gii e it a supply 
Of that well-looking pigeon pie. 
’Tib a fine match Miss Worthy made 
A charming girl, I always said. 

And does those quahties possess 
That claim the piomis’d happiness 
Some may think one thing, some ano- 
ther ; 

But 18 she handsome as her mother P 
Her mamma’s alburn locks, I own, 
Are better tium her daughter’s 
brown, 

Although the latter you may see, 
Dame Nature has bestow’d on me. 
’Squire Bumpkm, were it not my 
care 

To Me how all abont me fore, 

1&-2 
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Our tev’iend Memd ’would liaTe 
good luck, 

To get a wing of that fine duck. 
Binoe, Doctor, you were here before, 
I’to added to my fiorol store. 

And some fine speoimens have got 
Whioh are not ev*ry fiorist’s lot, 
They’re in the happiest state to view, 
And win be muoh admir’d by you. 

As some folk do not seem to think 
That when we eat, we want to drink, 
I ask you. Doctor, if you’ll join 
Your hostess in a glass of wine P 
Your better taste, Sir, wiU prevail. 
Nor shore in vulgar cups of ale. 

My new piano has a tone 
TWdh your judicious ear will own. 
At least to me it so appears, 

Such as one very seldom hears. 

I too of late have practis’d muoh. 
And am improv’d in time and touch ; 
Thus with your fiddle’s well-known 
power. 

We shall flight an evening hour.” 

The Doctor made his frequent bow, 
And yes replied, or answer’d no. 

Just as the lady’s words requir’d, 

Or as his empty plate inspir’d. 
Indeed, it dearly must appear. 

He’d nought to do but eat and hear ; 
While the calm husband’s diarpen’d 
knife 

Obey’d the orders of his wife. 

lims Madam, with habitual art, 
Oontinned her presiding port ; 

Did with her smiles the Doctor crown, 
Or silenoe Billy with a Drown; 

And, in a well-adapted measure, 
Alteniatdy dis^y’d her ^suze ; 
Her tongue was never at a stand, 

But play’d at question and cominand i 
She eoeld aDBitt and oould deny 
With nild impetnosify, 


And scarce her question oould be 
heard. 

Ere she an answer had preferr’d : 
Thus, till the absence of the doth. 
She to and fro employ’d them both ; 
At once th’ attention to delight 
And give a grace to appetite. 

The dinner pass’d as dinners do ; 
Ma’am’s health was drunk and she 
withdrew ; 

Bnt, as the lad^ileft the ohoar, 

With solemn smile but gradous air, 
« Doctor,” sbe said, ‘*1 know your 
taste 

Is not your time and thoughts to 
waste 

In that intemp’ranoe whiohgives birth 
To boist’rous noise and vulgar mirth, 
Which, with its loud and dom’roua 
brawls, 

Too oft has eohoed in these walls ; 
But, if I con suoh feats restrain. 
Shall seldom echo here again. 

Fray let not that good man prevail 
To swill yourself with slugged ale : 
But when you’ve sipp’d a glass or so 
Of wine that makes the bosom glow, 
Ijot him go booae his ikv’rito liquor 
; With the exoueman and the vioar, 
While I expect my rev’rend friend 
Will, in the drawing-room attend.” 
The rev’rend friend bow’d his aasenti 
And with a fiirt the lady want. 

The ’Squire who soaroe had spoke a 
word 

While dinner smok’d nponiliebottij, 
No sooner was the frdr one gake 
But he aasum’d a lefly tone. 

BUMPrar. 

” Doctor, I ka,. kimr 
be tter 

I Shu to n„o.. Oat 1 MB MIk 
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My sports and pleasures to tlie will 
Of that some tongue that ne’er lies 
still: 

You saw what pretty airs die gUTe, 
As if 1 were a very slave : 

But, my good friend, as you were by 
1 did not choose to look awry. 

Nor would 1 wound your rev’rend 
cloth, 

By rapping out a swinging oath, 
Which, but from my respect to you, 

I was full well inclin’d to do, 

And would at once have brought her 
to. [tor. 

Yes, she may toss her head and hec- 
But she shall have a curtain lecture : 
I’ll moke the saucy madam weep. 
Believe me, ere she goes to sleep. 

1 married Mary for her beauty. 

And faith I’ll make her do her duty. 
Pray tell me, friend, what mea^ you 
took. 

When a pert qieedh or haughty look 
Was darted at you from your wife. 
And threaten’d matrimoi^ strife P’ 

SYNTAX. 

She never spoke a saucy word. 

She ne’er an angry look pr^err’d : 
Affection dwelt within her eye 
And all her speech was harmony : 

But leti 1 pray, that sul|}eot rest, 

Nor wake the sorrows of my breast: 
For bene I cave on pleasure bent, 

Ib share yoto well known merriment, | 
And fled gapdhnmonr and oootent; | 
My fjloQay teeiea to beguile, ! 
A^ laam ten you a oordial smile. 

, Cove, come, a teming bumper quaff, 

' let me hear you loudly lau|^’^ 
Ihkvransal given in soianm vea- 
iuse rnlsasura; 

Aipsv’dto ehedi the ’SqiteTdis-. 


Mh 

But, though his spiiitsoeas’d to flutter^ 
His pouting lips were seen to mutter. 

At length the coffee wu announc’d : 
Again he swell’d, locdL’d big and 
bounc’d * 

But when the bell was made to ring. 
For well he knew who pull’d thestring. 
Another song he chose to sing. 

« My worthy fnend, as you arahere, 
1 in good humour appear. 

And since the meagre slip-slop’s 
made, 

1 think the call diould be obey’d. 
But one glass more 1 must engage, 
My present feelings to assuage, 
Though, to speak truth. I’m always 
dry [eya-” 

When this same bev’rage mvts my 
Now, led by fragrance and perfume, 
They pass’d into the drawing-room, 
Which, from its bright ^play of 
flowers, 

Might pass for one of Flora’s bowan. 
— Syntax, enchanted at the sight, 
Broke forth in language of deligU: 
— “ When the Creator’s work 1 view 
And, wond’ring, the bright eourse 
pursue. 

And from suhlxmest olijeoti range 
To most minute in endless dmnge ; 

If in thow works that meet Cie eye, 
From sky to earth, ten earth to sky, 
He in the grealeet staiids eonftst, 

Still is ho grew in the least”* 

Thus M he spote with aident^air, 
Of all the various tiibv that grow 
On in the garden or the fleld, 

Or whudi the reek or mountain yield, 
From the wide q^ iuadin g oeder tell 
To the low hywop on the weQ, 


• ft r Anfvr da Is Natwe aft giued 
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The yawning ’Squire, devoid of 

taught, 

With lazy ztride the 80 & sought, 

The (nu^ons cuff’d with all his 
strength, 

And then laid down his listless length 
Madam grewred, and then grew white, 
And gave her rosy Ups a bite, 

Which might denote an inclination 
To gratify a rising passion : 

Wlm the divine, to turn aside 
The rising bnrst of wounded ptide, 
Continued, with increasing force, 

The fervour of his soge discourse ; 
But as the lady lent her eai 
To what she was so charm’d to hear. 
Poor Bumpkin, with a snort and snoi e. 
Bdl’d from the sofa on the door. 

The servants did their master shake, 
But he was not dispos’d to wake : 

* * There leave him,” did their mistress 
To pass another hour away« [say, 
Oh Doctor 1 ought I not to bless 
My share of married happiness I 
Is not this scene enough to shame me P 
Bay, can you for my anger blame me P 
Ezonae me, but J scarce diould weep 
If tiiis were his eternal sleep. 
^Where tastes and tempers so much 
vary, 

0 what a felly ’tis to marry! 

The greatest fortune will not suit 
The gentle spirit with the brute ; 

Kor the fimd| tender 
Watiiamare coarse instinetive pas- 
Bor the affection of the soul [non. 
With the rode mind that the. 
whole, 

And wiU not sh^ the kind eontrouL 
-^’Tia true, I hm a ooabh-and-feur, 
Whene’er loaUit^ at my door; 

Or, aa 1 ^eeee to trim tiie air 
Coinmairi the poDke to a chair ; 


And when 1 ride, I also see 
The Beauty mare reserv’d for me. 

I decorate my drawing-room, 

With earliest flowers to breathe per- 
fame, 

And if I choose, I have the power 
Winter to clothe with vemul bower : 
And, if it should my fancy suit, 

To taste in spring the summet fruit ; 
While my gay pnde may to excess 
Enjoy the toildfee’s happiness. 

1 can make this old mansiou gay 
With song or dance, in any way, 
That my fond vanity may ohoose, 
The neighb’ring circle to amuse. 

All this you know, perhaps, but still 
It does not my fond wish fnliil. 
iTou, Sir, may ask, the question’s fSur, 
Wh^ ’tis I want 1 do not share P 
What is it I do not receive 
Which a fondhnsband’sboundtogive P 
That secret, Doctor, I’ll impart: 

I want what he has not, a heart : 
Yes, one where tender feriing rules, 
And warm affection never ooola. 

1 want a oharaoter refin’d 
Grac’d by a cultivated mind, 

Where taste and soienoe are enshrin’d, 
With manners thatfeom kindoessflow 
Speech that is ohaste, and thoughts 
that glow. 

Failings e’en in the best must be, 
But love would ne’er thoeo etrors see, 
When it th’ enraptur’d power poasest 
To nestle in a noble breaiti. 

—On shaggy mountain’s lofly broW| 
Or in the woody vrie bekor, 

Or by the eoean’s craggy ridsb 
Briieve me, I would raUier bids^ 
With soch a being by my slde^ 

Than with ati^dity to m 
And all the show wifeli wuiUh mm 
giTo; 
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Thoagh that show tempted me to join 
A booby’s lasting lot with mine : 

Bach is my fhte, for yon mast see 
To whom false Fortone oonpled me.” 
The slomb’iing ’Sqoire now op’d 
his ejroB, 

Look’d roond the room with doll sor- 
prise, 

Then slowly rose and shook his head, 
Call’d for a light and went to bed. 

M&B. BTTMFEIN. 

” Binoe, my good Sir, what has ap- 
pear’d, 

Whidi yoa haTe seen, as well as heard, 
Toa most acknowledge my complaint 
Dotk ask the patienoe of a saint” 

BTNTAZ. 

” Exoose the liberty I take 
When thus 1 most sincerely speak ; 
But that some rirtue would confer 
Perfection on your character. 

0 let me beg you to attend | 

To the kind coonsels of a friend ! 

The die is oast, the deed is done, 

The cord is fast that mokes you one ; j 
Though, if well order’d, 1 confess 

1 see no bar to happiness. 

When 1 peroeiTe the nat’ral state 
Of reason in your married mate, 

I would oonsent, in word and deed, 
That yon^ feir dame, should take the 

But then tajloy your better powers 
To rule by sweets and not by soon. 
lUdam, ^ aneient prorerb says, 
Whkh words can nSTer duty praise, 
nat one rkh drop of hon^ sweety 
^ an attukiuir, luseioos tfeat, 
ttknbwn to tnnpt more flies, by fer, 
99isn a wlule ton of uinsfsr* 
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-—Adc— with kind words he’ll nder 
deny, 

(H\re winning looks and he’ll oomj^y, 
With waken’d sensibility. 

If you but smile and neyer frown 
He’ll diape his wishes to your own ; 
Hay, symptoms of obedience show 
Whether yourself obey or no. [ray, 
Thus, blest with temper’s cbudless 
Your morrow will be like to-day. 

O let him not perceive you rule, 

Hor ever treat him like a fool : 

Do not, at least, to others dipw, 

If it be such, you think him so ; 

And ne’er again delight to tease him, 
But look as if you wish to please him. 
Check notions, that so idle prove, 

Of shepherds and Arcadian love : 
Your active, wdl instruoied mind. 

To such vagaries should be blind. 

Lot not your fancy e’er refine 
Beyond calm reason’s feir design, 

But leave to Misses of eighteen 
The raptures they from novels glean. 
You surely have the means to hleas 
Your life with aooial hAppiness ; 

And 0 beware, you do not spoil 
Your oomferta with domestio broil I” 

MSB. BUMPKHr. 

« Doctor, 1 do admire your plan, 
And I’ll pnme it,— if 1 can 
But os BO leam’d yon aeem to be 
In all domestie policy, 

’Tie pity yon do not again 
A—nfnf> ^10 cliain.*’ 

BTITTAZ. 

^^Madiiiiyoa’tetoiiflbad a tndif 

Btring, 

lliat doOt to my reneiiaiiaiiM tn^ 
The baavy loBs 1 have BttrtBli^d 
Of virtnaa na’« te ba Mflaiii’d. 
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Hy doarost Dolly was to me 
"V^at I wish ev’ry wife to be ; 

And sinoe tbe darling saint is gone, 

1 feel it sad to be alime ; 

But stall my doubts 1 cannot smother, 
Of ever getting sucih another.” 

HAS. BUMPKIN. 

** You haye my happiness in yiew, 
And 1 must feel the same for you. 

1 haye a yery pleasing friend 
‘Whom to your thoughts 1 shall com- 
mend; 

And, if my judgment does not err, 

In form and age and character. 

Dear Mrs. Hyacinth will proye 
An object fit for you to loye. 

Bhe in retirement’s peaceful doll 
Doth in a widow’d cottage dwell, 
Though, if her thoughts to me are 
She wishes to liyo less alone, [known. 
Her mind employs the quiet hours 
In study and in nursing fiowers, 

For, as I hope, you soon will see. 

She has a taste for botany ; 

And her delight as well as glory 
Is in her gay conseryatory. 

Nor is this all,— for you will find, 
That with oha^ manners is combin’d 
A well-foxm’dand accomplish’d mind. 
At oil eyents my friend will call 
To make his bow at Tulip Hall ; 

For by that name the plm is known 
Which she is proud to call her own. 
And 1 its miatresB will prq^ 

To giye you a kind wdmme there : 
While much 1 wish that Heayen may 
bless 

Uy friends witii matnal hap^ne w ; 
That flowers which sweetest fragrance 
Kayforma hymeneal wreath, [breathe 
With fairest hi^ your lilb to crown, 
Wksathialltirdaaeitt^beyourowm” 


—The Doctor promis’d to obey, 

And, in high spirits more than gay. 
He joyous kiss’d the lady’s hand. 

And bade her all his soul command. 
—Brief was the eyening’s calm repast: 
The time ef rest orriy’d at last, 

When the sage pass’d its balmy hours 
In dicams of Hymen crown’d with 
fiowers. 

The morning camOf when a smart 
stroke 4 

At chamber-door the Doctor woke ; 
And straight, in rather serious mood. 
By the bed-side ’Squire Bumpkin 
stood. 

Syntax now rubb’d his eyes, amaz’d. 
And on the intruding figure gaz’d ; 
Who, lolling in his elbow-riiair. 
Began his errand to dedare. 

— *< To wake you thus may be dis- 
tressing, [ing*” 

But let me speak while you are dress- 
Syntax soon shook off 1^ alarms, 
Yawn’d wide, and stretching out his 
arms, [friend, 

Speak on,” he said, *'my worthy 
And I will to your wmris attend.” 

BT7MFKXN. 

<< You must haye seen witii half an 
The kind of animosity, [eye 

In greater or in less d^gree^ 

That reigns between my wi& and me: 
And as you are a man of ooienee, 

On whom I haye profound zeiliaiiee^ 
Tell me the tnmk I should ptDnni% 
l^at to ayoid and what to do, 

'^en to oontidL it would be 
And when ’twere better to anhmitr 
In diort, 11^ Ihfr great hoasemai 
A aoene of greater harmony. 

I do not ani^ a polisii wear 
Ag doth lha axtaikr Inm pmpM 
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To rank among* the dandj fboli, 

Who are gaj Fashion’s fribbling tools: 
But what I do diould not provide 
Her sauf^ wit’s saroastio joke, 

And, showing off her lively sense. 
Make others laugh at my ezpenoe. 

Of whidi die’s sometimes too profm. 
But I think worse than rank abuse ; 
for if in that she ohose to stir 
I fiiney 1 could equal her. 

But, to my friend I here dedare it, 
r ve sometimes said I will not bear it.” 

Syntax, os he his garters tied. 

Thus with half-open’d eyes replied : 
<<You have, all know, a generous 
heart [art ; 

That spurns the unmanly tricks ofl 
Hor are you wanting to pursue | 
What eommon sense hdds forth to 
view. 

And these short precepts you will And 
The best direotors of the mind ; I 
Kay be assur’d, will suco^ 

To set you right in word and deed. 

A sportsman knows ’tis to his cost 
Who takes the wrong side of thepost : 
As on the coarse, so in life’s stake, . 
You must agree to give and take : 

To bear and forbear is a rule, 

A lesson prime, in reason’s sdiool. 
Try, as yon can, your best to please, 
And, when dbs that endeavour sees. 
I’m sure die will no longer tease.*’— 
«<This is good pceoehiiig,” Bumpkin 

For yon biiderstand your trade ; 

That it b true must be eoflafMti 
And, frdlii, IPilt^iodomy b^” 
kepi hie wi^ and ac did she ; 
At breakfiist all was ideoeaiitor : 

And thus the sdooinv eeaeon irafft, 

>Stralkof*dth!rSpoii 


When Syntax rose to taka his leave, 
He said, ” This counsel kindreoeivit 
I do prefer it nothing loth. 

And mind— I give it to you both. 
—For trifles ne’er dispute the Add, 
But contend rather who diall yidd. 
Let but affection bear the sway. 

And you will struggle to obey : 

That fading ever checks the strifs 
Which tends to poison wedded liib. 
Gall but affection to your aid, 

And the tongue never wiU upbraid : 
The heart is then a kind of heaven, 
Where ev’ry failing is fsrgiveii. 
Without it, sad is Hymen’s reign, 
AndFortnne’s smiles are died in v^: 

0 let but that the union bless. 

And the sure boon is happiness !” 

The Doctor now his way pursued 
Through verdantdale aadshadywood, 
While he reflected on the scene 
Of Hymen’s joys, where he hadbesi^ 
And rather doubM if again 
He should put on the marriage dudn* 
**Patriok,” he said, ”how did you flnd 
The place which we have left bdiind P 
Had you kind hospitable ftrs^ 

In the domestic regions there P 
And were you free and joycus all, 

In butler’s room andservants^ haU P 
** Oh, as flvr those things,”Pat replied, 
Plenty and joy do them leeide : 

But though I’ve travelTd kSogdeaw 

1 ne^W sndi things beftne. 

The lady doth a tan dkplty 
But sddcm eeen in snmi^e di7 ! 
Her, than ’Squim Bumpkin, doth thi 
Aflaerflgwediineiiim; [sun 
And, in some way, I un d eie t eo d 
Frapu mom to night tiity’m deism 
The poor «m never seen to wait [geofl* 
|4 b at flMb pH. s 
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Nor pain nor siokneas over feel 
The want of means to soothe and heal ; 
*Whil6 children, ere they run along, 
Are tanght to know the right from 
wrong. [bother, 

—Bat there, and please yon, 6iT,’s the 
They’re kind to all but one another ; 
And scarce there passes on a day, 

But they’re engag’d in angry fray, 
When, by her woman I was told, 
He’s hesH to growl and she to scold, 
Thongh, as riie said, things might be 
worse, 

For the grey mare’s the better horse. 
Yon may explain, Sir, if yon please, 
Snoh nnoonth odds and ends as these : 
But, faith, to me it doth belong 
To Ant my eyes and hold my tongue, 
Unless yon do the fancy take, 

By way of joke to hear Pat speak.” 

Thus as they went, a coming storm 
Bid the sky’s azure face deform. 
Whose menace bade them look around 
To where a Adter might be found ; 
And soon a pleasing oot was seen 
Amid Ae hamlet on Ae green : 

The honeysnokle flaunted o’er 
The porch Aat stood before Ae door. 
Nor did Ae ivy fldl to crawl. 

In spreading verdure, o’er Ae wall ; 
Away flom Ae world’s noisy din. 

It loA’d the seat of peace within. 
ThiAer they did in haste repair, 

And found a smiling welcome Acre, 
All lodk4 ao nioe, so dean and warn. 
Within Ae edBOdEcaMde Isnn, 

When dkeil|^peax^d Ae way to Aow, 
Whose honadipld oaxe had made it so. | 
The dome w^ smiles Ae Doctor 
greeted, 

Beairidhis iWrenoe would be seated. 
And did, wiA ourtqfing grace, prepare 
llw eoaribrto of an easy dbiir : 


Hasten’d his gaiters to untie. 

And hung them at the fire to dry. 
Then humbly hop’d he would receive 
The entertainment Ae could give. 

** There is a pipe in oven baking, 
There are hog’s puddings of my 
making, [vale 

And no rich ’squire throughout Ae 
Can give a better cup of ale.” [purse,* 
Nay, Syntax, e’en vriA well-lin’d 
Might have gdle farAer and far’d 
worse. 

« I here,” he said, *'see children four, 
Pray, Goody, have you any more P” 

‘ * Not yet, Sir, but, asl’m Aeir moAer, 
1 hope in time to give ano Aer ; 

I Which I, it seems, begin to show, 

As all who use Aeir eyes may know.’* 
“Well, my good Woman,” Syntax 
said, 

I see one great oommand obey’d ; 
WiA Aat yon piously comply : — 

I mean, — incbeabe and MULTirLt.” 
Himself and Ae good dome toj)lea8e, 
He took Ae children on his knees ; 
Then danc’d Ae urAins to and fro^ 
And sung as nurses often do. 

BONO. 

Lullaby baby, where Aall we go, 
Lullaby baby, up in Ae tree. 

There we Aall^d apiettyhird’snest, 
For lullaby baby, forCharl^andme. 
For Charley and me, flu* Charley and 
me, 

Lullaby hal^, for (Biaaley Bfld me. 

Lullaby baby, whan Ac hMs Aig, 
Lullaby baby, Ae euAsC and iJl; 
Then we shall nsell all Ac eweets of 
Ae spring, 

WiA liiUahy hohy, end Chadsy 
and all. 

(ISharl^ asd all, fto, te 
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Lullaby baby in cisJle doth sleep, 
Lullaby baby, the joy of its mother^ 
Who uriU soon, if she doth a right 
reckoning keep, 

Give to lullaby baby a tuter or 
brother, 

A sister or brother, a sister or 
brother, 

Give to lullaby baby, a sister or 
brother. 

Sir,” she said, *<youare too good 
Thus to delight my pretty brood: 

Not one of vrhom I e*er would give 
Though the King’s orown I should 
receive. 

Hut, as you have a foot to spare. 

Will you just rook the cradle there.” 

The Doctor was in full content. 
When he perceiv’d a certain scent. 
Which was not like the sweets of 
Spring 

That he had just been pleas’d to sing : 
But the Muses’ dainty noses 
Are so used to pinks and roses. 

That they know not how to tell 
The nature of a vulgar smell. 

*<What mischief,” Goody cried, 
*<is brewing I 

God bless the child, what is he doing I 
And now, indeed, I do perceive, 

As I must tell you by your leave, 

The wum-niills which he takes, good 
Or, 

Have fust bggttn to make a stir : 

But stilt 1 no bann is done, 
Con^ eweslsst bake, b enea t h the 

Atid wHh the child away tiie ruL 
Into ebch a laugh the Doctor broke 
, That miriehika look as bewonld diohe. 
AAd still, with ridieiile at hearty 
.Beantgandplay^the narsa^sport i 
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Then be lift np bis eyas to Heaven, 
As if some blessing had*been given. 
’Tis thus,” he said, atfeotion 
grows. 

And thns the fond deceit bestows : 

See what a mother will not do. 

What will she not, when, to her viewi 
The fondling in her arms doth rest, 
Or seeks the fluid firom her breast. 
’Tis the same glowing sense that 
boms 

In father’s breast, as he returns 
From hardy toil, and doth repay 
The labour of each passing day, 
When on his knees an infant pair, 
Ask by their looks the kiss to share.” 

To give that kiss, to feel that glow, 
John enter’d with submissive bow, 
Nor did he want the smiliiig graoe 
Of weloome on hie ruddy fhM. 

FAHMEE JOHN. 

“An’please your Bev’renoe, hare wv 
Attend!^ to our daily eare : [era 

1 through my little fislda must roam 
While Mary govetna thinga at homa; 
She is a ki^ industrioua wife, 

The blesaing of a husbaad’a li^; 

And she, I doubt not, wodd agree, 
To speak with loma aonteut of me. 
We, it if true, muat have our earas, 
Which mortal man in common tiiaim 
The storm wiU s ometime s Uaat the 
Arid, 

And firiiit*traae wiU ntoa to yields 
While some'inciinbladiiSMe 
Doaa on onr floi^ and cattia asiaas 
! And tiMW fltir pianty aoniM again, 
Andfloe^ mid bssda adeem timplahu 
Though whatiiar it be good or ill, 

Wo patient bear our Haker^a willf 
Chmaciions wa 001^ not to sapfaws 
At laaat tWa Mmy’a W 17 mid mtek 
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IDini tune w chequer'd way beguilesi 
I never frow^f die always smiles ; 

For Heaven is ]|ind, and, as you see, 
(Hves us both health and industry : 
While it will be our constant oare 
These little bantlings here to rear. 

In what OUT humble state demand, 
The honest labour of their hands ; 
That they, when our old course is run, 
If ay toil and thrive as we have done. 

imd now, 1 hope you will think fit 
Of what we’ve got to pick a bit. 

The oven does a pie afford. 

The ale looks bright upon the board, 
The liquor’s good and bride ondhum- 
ming, 

And soon the puddings will be coming. 
Here is not much to cut and carve. 
But still 1 hope we shall not starve : 
While I a grateful welcome give 
To what your kindness may receive.” 

Syntax said, ’^no, never fear, 
1 stand a hungry figure here, 

And thank you for your frien^^oheer. 
Besides your welcome givj|p^#iait zest 
Whioh turns a morsel toA|ibt; 
That feast, my fdend, I n^ir 
Whidi satiafies, but does not cloy: 
rmaswell-pleas’dwithyour bestowing 
As 1 shall be where 1 am going. 

To that point trhere the sun doM rise. 
From hence my pnssent journey lies : 
To*^ht Sir Statdy Btirmp’a guest, 
I hq^ at Stibemp IBUl to rest; 

For hii gim wursKup oondesoends 
To number me junong hu firiends.” 
^^Hemaybepmud,” said Jdin, <*of 
But what I tell yon, 8ir, is true, [you, 
His flodt of Miiidi Is very few.” 

The Farmer now a propos’d. 
The Bootar on the oflv oLoeM; 

And Jdin, who was nirt pme to balk 
!|he toeg whkh he iMd te tal^ 


Continuod with his mstio force 
To paint the knight in his disoourse. 

FAHMEB JOHN. 

He’s a rum codger, you must 
know; 

At least we poor folk find him so. 

By his grand polities and law 
He keeps the country round in awe ; 
He thinks he knows, puff’d up with 
pride, 

Far more than all the world bemde : 
But when did any body hear, 

He for distress e’er shed a tear P 
Or when did he a shilling give 
A wife in labour to relieve P 
Or when were seen the hungry poor 
Beoeiving scraps before his doorP 
Nor does he think on orphan’s blessing 
To be a treasure worth possessing ; 
But warrants, staves and mastiffs wait 
To guard the approaches to his gate. 
Yes, all his aots a tyrant diow him 
To all degrees that are below him : 
But let a man of rank go by, ’ 

He’s ready in the dust to lie. 

From me the laws ne’er find a breaoh, 
1 therefore keep without his reach ; 
Though if the hills whidi rise be- 
tween us 

Oould from his pawe fbr ever aoreeo 

I ^ 

1 0 it would be a blemiiig found 
I By all the grumbling oountry zoundl 
I —You did not knowhia focuier wifr; 
Slw led the Knight a presimis Bfr : 

over-bearing, hmghtj 
l^oh he firom native doea la(^^ 
She, whene’er dm pleased, Ivfttmdiry 
WiA lookof flame and 
der, 

He went ibioad, ’tie tnm to ruK 
But return’d heme po eelm and 
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^Eliat, except in Ids foxm and name, 
None would believe the man the some. 
Nor hai he ever yet denied 
He blesa’d the day on which ahe died, 
And that he thought her fhn’ral rite 
Was not a very mournful sight 
But you must know, as I suppose. 
For ’tie what all the country knows. 
Ere a few months had pass’d away, 
Old Stirrup Hall again was gay 
With maxiiage feast and a young 
bride 

Was seen to grace Sir Stately’s side. 
She, foolish thing, thought it a gay 

d«7 

When golden ring made her a Lady ; 
But though she now precedence takes 
Of ’Squire’s wives around the Lakes; 
And though she doth a rank display. 
Which time itself can’t take away, 
Yet she now finds, as ’tis weU known, 
She scarce can call her soul her own : 
And as for gaie^ or pleasure 
’Tis dealt to her in grudging measure : 
Nay, it is thought as some folks say, 
W^ see and hear her ev’ry day, 

That die oft widies, though in vain. 
She were Miss Biddiken again.” 

■TKTAX, 

1 find, my firiend, that you know 
mosB 

Than 1 have over heard before : 

’Tis strange to me a swain like you 
Can sgeh a aosne as this review; 

And hew is It yon thus can pry 
Into doaaeitie history P” 

yamcia iobk. 

<<On msiketdayi,ouhiisPiismdDn^ 
We «it and chat and have onr Am ; 

’ And whik w« handle pipe and poll 
Oar Mtm^ Sir, am not fosgot 

e 


isa 

We hear the bad as well as good 
In ev’ry former’s neighbourhood, 
And broach the news with eqoal 
bounty. 

From ev’ry oomer of the County.” 
STNTAS. 

“Well, honest John, lack you then^ 
What do you say of Sommerden P” 

FABXEB JOHN. 

“ Another oup before 1 speak, 

And then I will the freedom take 
To say what’s in the country said. 
Both of your heart and of your head. 
Nor fear offence though I apeak true ; 
For good alone is said of you. [ing, 
—You’re call’d a man of dmp diseenu 
Fit for a Bishop by your learning ; 
Pious and good, yet very gay, 

And that you on the fiddle j^y i 
That in the pulpit you’re a rase one^ 
And lay it on, and never spare one: 
As for the bad you ne’er defand ’em, 
But headlong to the devil sand ’am: 
Though as the truth you wish to hear. 
And what yoapxeaohyonneednotfoir, 
Folks say that you are rather quear.” 

BTNTAX. 

“ Give me your hand, my honest 
friend, 

T» mon tbui fhb rn pratnd : 

If itlMtro., rmvdlwiiint 
Or fbr mj lift or monuMBt. 

I uik, iadMd, BO hi|^ 
WJubHMfway^lMgttnoBt mg 

iay; 

Hot do I irUk ft Mtor ftM» 
rWhn aon^ ft loft OM tat ft ftom 
FOmmO, ftr a. dMBiifa, MB 

Tdb iBOttaftogUt, I ■Bftta rtta* 
Ita 1 mM> tm fto tataoftltaUaft 
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And haTing kiu’d tbe mother too, 
feel,” he said, ‘‘my thanks are due 
For all 1 have reoeiVd from you; 

Fut keep in mind our Tillage Fair, 
And who expeota to see you there.” 

He trotted off, and ere the ray 
Of parting Phoebus dos’d the day, 
He had aniy’d in oleiio state, 

At Btirrap Hall’s old-fashioned gate. 
Pat quiekly made the bell resound. 
That edxoed all the court around : 
Hot was it long before the Enight, 

In all due form, appear’d in sight, 
With “Glad to see you, how d’ye doP 
I take this very kind of you : 

And all within my frien^y power, 
You may command at any hour. 

— ’lis well known what my life has 
been. 

What my experienc’d mind has seen ; 
X’ye wrought my policy so nioe, 

That all oome here to ask advice, 
And, if your wish is to receive it, 
You know who is prepar’d to give it.” 
They enter’d— when the talk began. 
And the long oonversationiili^ 

How the superior, leading pbrns 
fimploy’d or misemploy’d their hours ; 
Who at the nation’s helm preside ; 
What polioy our statesmen guide : 
That^^oss corruption sways mankind, 
And int’rest base perverts the mind : 
How bribes have blinded common 

Foii’d reason, truth and doquence: 
That industry the state maintains; 
The honest and honest gains 
Our frthcrs raised to power ^ fame ; 
That yirtne hcd^ly diame, 

And all, in atlfish ends pusuing, 

But eetamUe for the publio min. 
-p-Atlengtii Sir StaMy condescends 
Tp talk neighhoaM and of friends : 


The history of the Gonniy Guorum, 
And what nioe cases oome before ’em; 
While from bis known superior skill, 
They all submit them to hu will. 

“ I’ve heard,” he added, “ what has 
past 

Since I beheld yonr Rev’renoe last : 
I'm told that you have lost your wife 
Who gave suc^ comfort to your life : 
And here, perhaps, you're come to 
know V 

My thoughts of wBht you ought to do ; 
Whether your griefs at once to smo- 
ther, [other. 

You should look round and get an- 
Or on one pillow lay your head. 

And rest yon in a widow’d bed : 

On that important point I pray. 

Hear what Sir Stately has to say. 
You well may toko my sage advice, 
For, Doctor, I’ve been married twice; 
And, though to own it I am loth, 
I’ve had but bad sucoess with both. 

“ My first wife— ’tis not very dvil, 
But, faith, she was a very devil 
She brought me money, brought me 
beauty, 

But not a grain of nuptial duty ; 

For all die at the altar swore. 

Did not remain the daylight o’er. 

Old Stirmp Hall she call’d her thnmo, 
And here no master would she own: 
Whether with tongue or threaf ning 
fist, 

Ih vain I found it to resist: 

At length, indeed, I thought it beat 
If on my pillow I would xeal^ 

Tb let fierce Madam hare her My 
And wield athometheaav’rdgnswliy. 
Thus I, who dai]^ dealt out to, 

And the ne^houihood in awn ^ 
Though ptoit 1 abroad sould maS| 
Befeum’d to ba a daTe it howsa 
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In Bhort, to ohook the daily atorm, 

I to her humours did conform ; 

And, to close all domestio riot, 

I held my tongue and liv’d in quiet: 
But she contriv’d with such keen art, 
To play the matrimonial part, 

That 1 ^ the country did agree 
To throw the real blame on me. 

— Nay, 1 must own, the truth to tell, 
Domestic things she manag’d well. 
•*>Were she displeas’d and we alone. 
She would, but in a soften’d tone, 
Sharply and glibly lay it on. 

Yes, would hiss forth inviper’sphrase. 
Fool, upstart, and et ceteras ; 

But if a creature did appear 
That could her observations hear, 
’Twas then my love, my knight, my 
dear. [rings 

Though ’tis long past, my ear still 
With her oonfeunded whisperings: 
And every fierce and taunting look 
Are character’d in mem’ry’s book. — 
Five years and upwards I have been 
Beneath this iron-scepter’d queen 
When fate most kindly set me free 
From her domestio tyranny. 

Though 1 a downcast visage bore. 

As 1 my sable trappings wore: 

Yet 1 must honestly confess, 

So far from frclmgs of distress, 

’Twas with a smiling heart 1 trod, 
Bdiind her bier, the churchyard sod ; 
And sUiad with tearless eye, 

This was an ha^y obaequy . 

But Fve piav’d without disguise, 

Experience has not made me wise ; 
For ere. another year was flown. 

The Churoh made me and Lui^ one, 
Whom ahortly my good friend will see 
The misTor of stupidity. 

X!w one no wise fas, (die mnst role, 
Thsctenriialinoitafliol, 


She, Buoh a obld, unmnaniwy 1 ^^ 
Thinks not ibr me, nor for herself, 
While I am always on the spur 
To think both for myself and her.” 
‘^Yes,” Syntax said, ”to me it 
seems 

You’ve run into the two extremes ; 
Yonr mind, I think, had lost its fbroe, 
Or you’d have sought the middle 
course. [prove. 

Your conduct, Enight, but seems to 
Ileason has nought to do with Lovo. 
Philosophers have said, ’tis true, 

And it may be apphed to you ; . 

That Beason fails whene’er the dart 
Of am’rons passion barbs the heart,* 
Or when its seoret pulses move 
To beat time to the tune of love. 

’Tis whim, ’tis fafu^, or ’ids ohanee, 
That joins ns in the wedding danoe ; 
Though some have thought a wayward 
iate 

Commands or shapee the nuptial state : 
By others an opinion’s given 
That marriages are made in Heaven ; 
Though muoh I fear you’ll not agree 
In that sublime Philosophy : 

But ’tis a diiTrent ease with me. 

Who, frommy sense of love’sdomUdoii, 
Declare I join in the opinion, 

That wives are known who do oomidiia 
Some little spice of the divine ; 

At least that was the cose with mine. 
Normy fond hope shall Inow smotheri^ 
That Syntax sdf may get aaotlisr, 
Who does those qnalitiM poaass s 
Whiidi promise married happiness; 
And as 1 do witii oandoor view, 

(I do not say ’tis so with you,) 

The varions eansee which pe^iez 
The marriage etote and Hymen veSi^ 
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I think tiie hnibBad framei the etrife 
In fhll proportion with the wife.” 

<< Yon men of learning,” said the 
Knight, 

Who in yonr oLosets strike a light, 
On life*B BO Bomhre mysteries. 

And shape and paint them ae yon 
please 

Ton dassio men, whose &noy giyes 
A oolonr to whateyer lives. 

To aU OUT sorrows or our joys. 

To what delights or what anno3rs. 
Your fine-drawn, your high-fiying 
sense, 

Disdains our dull experience. 

Which measures all things by the 
square. 

And sees things as they dearly are 
If yon my first grand ^e had known. 
Who, I thank Heaven, is dead and 
gone. 

That she was fit, yon would have said, 
£*en to have diar’d the Thnndhrer’s 
A Juno die, and it appears [bed, 
She would have box’d tbs Thxmd’rer’s 
ears;— 

While, as I speak, yon may divine. 
She h^ the courage to box mine. 

Kor will yon think I do deplore 
That die’s box’d up to box no more. 
And when yon see the gentler grace 
That now BappHes Ha’am Barbara’s 
piaoe, 

With fiowers from your poetic tree 
TonTl dedk her indpdi^. 

But atiH ifi Villi, I thiuk yoa’U strive 
To mdse her tdl yon die’s alive.” 

UmaaatheyWk’dthe siq^aame, 
And widi itm insipid Dame. 
*<DisipidF” to himself exdaim’d 
Thezev’xwdlbige, how frlsdy nam’di 
IfemhebdieManeye 
Thiil^bini’d wllhlnaiiid rTspathy ; 


If e’er a smile on features play’d. 
That a benignant heart betray’d ; 

If ever rightly understood. 

He saw a being fair and good, [trace 
He could those oharming symptoms 
In Lucy’s manners, Lnoy’s face. 

But amid this superior merit. 

Which he believ’d die did inherit. 

Ho saw at once an humble spirit. 
Hay, now he felt that he must own, 
W^thehadfreard firom Farmer John; 
While in Sir Stately’s voice and mien. 
Ungracious i^eedi or look of spleen, 
Was but too plainly heard and seen. 
The Dootor, with good-hnmonr’d 
ohat, 

And brisk remark on this or that, 
Strove from the fair to get a speeoh, 
But that was not within his readi ; 
While all the thoughts he did display, 
Could only draw a yea or nay, 

With humble bend and silent graee 
By whidh he could no pleasure trace, 
With sometimes an uplifted eye, 

A heotio bludi, or gentle dgh. 

— ^The Dootor felt what all would feel 
Who could another’s thoughts reveal 
And saw that oare’s oorrod^ dart 
Was rankling in the virtuous heart ; 
While over-hearing power eat by, 
Nor pitied patient arisery. 

T^ rapper o’er, the Lady gone, 
(More thra content to he alo^) 

The Xhight began, with bloated pridt, 
Both love and lovere to deride, 

And in his warmtii, dedax’d a wff 
Seldom improv’d tiie lot of Bfr : 

At leaat lOsi Fartuns^ in te 
Had fhUy pwf’d tt io to Urn. 

» I’ve told yra, it# 

Cbve me no maiOBi te'ndaloe. 

And the kmt gift of tiMiSta 
le UBottv. bat Oblf a tbrr 
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Dootor, Dootor, ne’er agein 
BindyourBelfrormdm marriage ehaixu 
ff in love’s lottery yon have tried 
And gain’d a prize, be eatieded, 

Kor hope that fiokle Fortune e’er 
WiUmaJceyou twice her favourite oare. 
—Ask not for beauty, it doth lay 
Its nets of roses in our way, 

When we are led by tint ond diape. 
Like Zeuxis’ birds to peek the grape; 
And ’stead of ohaste f^eotion’s glow, 
We dnd, alas, a painted diow. 

But if you are resolv’d to try 
Onoe more a nuptial destiny, 

Wliioh my experience bids me say, 

Is placing you in danger’s way. 
Think not I beg about the charms 
That waken passion’s soft alarms ; 
But let a fortune and sound sense 
Determine the pre-eminenoe. 

I know, my fnend, that you inherit 
A portion large of manly spirit. 

That yon would ne'er be brought to 
speak 

In humble tone of Jerry Sneak ; 

And so attach’d to learned lore, 

Of whidi you have a treasur’d store, 
That you would thus describe a wife : 
One who had sudh a view of life. 
Between the vulgar and refin’d, 

As Wts the tenor of your mind ; 
With manners too of that degree 
Which blends with oLerie digi^; 
And snoh a ptftner oonld you find. 
Ton to yopr mte asight he resign’^ 
^’ITay, turn 1 thirik» that 1 knew 

Ow firiend lim Widow Onilero^ 

Who may, if I em^eotniwrighi 
■Olfa to yonr Jill a new dali^tA 

i 

WMshwoold do ,l |Ww nr W n w Oleps 


Nay, in a college she was bred, 

Of whidi her father was the Head : 
Bya leam’d Dean she then was lov’d, 
yhio a fond, ahort-lived Husband 
prov’d; 

Bnt left her, as she haply found. 

His hooks with twioe six thonsand 
And, as her fortune I review, [pound; 
Her house and honsehold diatt^ too ; 
By letter I will recommend 
The Doctor to this female friend. 
—Think not, my Sage, that I am 
prating; 

Ovid’s EpMes she’s translating; 
And that pursuit may seem to prove 
The Lady somehow thinks of lo^. 
Attack her, win her, wear bar then. 
And give new life to 8ommebx>sm I” 
Thus did the lengthen’d evening 
Enliven’d by the riMdal glass: [paai^ 
But, as the Sage retir’d to rest, 

Fair Lucy’s sitot charms poss^ 

The fine warm Ibeiittgs of his breast. 
Whether th’ in^ired Doctor thonght 
Exactly as a Dokor 
Or whether fuioy ’gan to play, 

It is not for the Muse to say i 
But Pat declares his Maator mid, 

As he was stepping into bed, 

** If but that loitering fdlowDeoih, 
Would just now Aag Bit Stately’s 
breath, 

And set the (karmiag iMhan frac^ 
rd ask her if dw’d mtory ma. 

No, nevar would I asake a alb 
To mk the ItoHM »d govern her, 
Bnt ahonld Ti|eiea| thioogjumt wj 
Ulkf 

To yield me tqi to ancli « wifi: 

A orowuig eaok 1 ahonld be thin, 

Though da^y paA’d by such a ImJ* 
Thinktog on her he heav’d a d|[|i 
In sad and pitying 
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And seem’d as if thaut to weep, 

Had he not fallen fast asleep. 

At early hour the following day 
Syntax proceeded on his way, 

Until they reach’d a shady isle 
Where all the gen’rous virtues smile, 
Those Tirtues which had long possess’d 
A mansion in Ned East’s breast ; 
Who here enjoy’d his tranquil lot, 

By the gay, busy world forgot. 

—•Ned in his early life was known 
Through all the purlieus of the town, 
Andtook,’ti8 said , no oommonmeasure, 
Of what the laughing world oalls 
pleasure. 

He also had a warrior been, 

And many a bloody field had seen ; 
Had pass’d the salt wave o’er and o’er. 
And swelter’d on the sultry shore ; 
Had bravely sought his country’s foe 
In vales of ice, on hills of snow ; 

True to his country, which he serv’d. 
He ne’er from rigid honour swerv’d, 
That honour was his bri|AteBt aim, 
Nor his life e’er lest the name. 
But when peace gave the joyous word 
To sheath ^e sharp and blood-stain’d 
sword, 

The soldier laid his trappings by 
T* enjoy a life of privacy, 

And sought the tranquil, calm retreat 
Of his retir’d, paternd seat. 

Where, in sweet peace and rural pride. 
The ’Squire, bis father, liv’d and died. 
Here Ned, with good, sound oommon- 
sense, 

Health, mirth, and ample oompetenoe, 
Laughs at the busy world and all 
That fashion’e votaries pleasure nail ; 
Here all hisvarfieiis wand’rings cease, 
Here aB hh labours rest in peace. 
His mirth is pure, with harmless wit, 
Nor is he diy of usiiig it; 


lege. 

He has a useful store of knowledge ; 
While cheerful, bounteous, firank and 
He beams with hospitality. [free. 
Good-humour ever seems to cheer him. 
And makes oil happy who come near 
His very name will oft beguile [him : 
A cheerless thought, and cause a smile. 
Nay it is true that since he married. 
Not one fond tope of his miscarried, 
And that is rare you must agree, 

For wives, ’Squire Ned has married 
three ; — 

Nor has as yet the growing train 
Of boya andgirla e’er caused him pain, 
’Twaa nine, aa the dock atmbk the 
hour, [door. 

When Syntax reach’d the mansion 
The swelling hills that rose around, 
Appear’d with sylvan beauty orown’d ; 
The lawna display’d a charming 
scene 

Of waving surface oloth’d with green. 
While the lake spread its waters dear 
With glitt’ring sun-beams here and 
there ; 

And many a white, expanding sail, 
Receiv’d the impnlro of the g^. 

SYNTAX. 

Nature blight! how can it bet 
When man beholds thy charms, that ha 
Can be insensible to thee P 
Whene’er he oasts his iqoward syu 
To the vast, blue ethereal sky, 

Or turns it to the wond’nma robe 
That dothes the surface of the glbbe, 
With all th’ expanse that maneenaee 
In boundless ri^ vixiety 
Of hill and dale, of plain and flood; 
What by ibe mi^ ia undanteodl 
’Tib Natdu telle of Kamif# 
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_Bat still tliat ammated tbrnsb, 
Which warbles in the hawthorn bush) 
Though by instinct it is he sings, 
Advances in the scale of things, 

Till reason doth the system close, 

Por which the world from Chaos rose. 
Nay, there’s Ned East in his way. 
Teaching his g^rowing boys to play, 

To strike the ball, to guard the wicket. 
In all the mystery ot cricket : 

Nor can 1 gravely blame the plan 
At times to lay aside the man. 

To seize the frolic, lively joy, 

That turns the man into the boy I” 

’Sql ire Easy soon the Doctor spied, 
When he approach’d and smiling 
cried, 

You ore a learned man, 1 know. 
Yes, you can tell me where and who ; 
But surely as my name is Ned, 

In some old history 1 have read, 

Of a wise people, where the rule. 
Whether they were at home or school, | 
Ne’er did permit their youth to eat 
Till by some grave or active feat 
Of mind or body they had won 
The privilege to pick their bone. 
Whousedto place the bread and cheese 
On t(^most boughs of lofty trees, | 
Nor ever suffer them to eat it, 
Tilldowntheirbowsandanowsbeatit; | 
Nor did they get a steak or tart, 

Till it was strudk by sling or ds^ 
Nor will these boys their breakfast see, 
Till by brisk aotivity. 

Or studied lesson, they’re prepar’d 
To fix their teeth in their rewmd. 
Hl^lgelr, by yon knohr whom’tis said, 
WBl break through walls to get its 
bread. 

And hero wf notion may be right, 
seam hanger may inoite^ 

Of learning’s loaf to get a Into. 


—1, my dear Sir, moke no pretenoe 
To more than gen’ral oommon-senas, 
Which, os fam’d Pope, the Poet, says, 
A genius bright of former days. 

Is ’mong the kindest gifts of Heaven, 
And fairly worth the other seven. 
Wlien fine folks smile, I never mind it; 
I take the world just as I find it ; 
Yes, yes, with all its odds and ends, 
I know no foes and love my friends ; 
And among them, it is most tme, 
Doctor, I’m proud to number you. 
I’m on odd fish, but, to be free, 

I’m not the only oddily : 

Others there are, or I mistake, 

Who make folkslangh about the Lake ; 
Wherelremain, alltightand steady: — 
But the bell rings and breakfast’s 
ready; 

And sure I am Nate will rejoioe. 
Prom her goodheart to hear yonrvuise. 
— Indeed her heart is well endued 
With feelings that mnst make it good ; 
While she is sprightly, gay and firso, 
The flower of worm civility,” 

“bo long,” she said, “the tioM 
has been, 

Since 1 beheld your preoious chin, 

I That if 1 had the heart to socld yon, 
Thehonsewould be too hot tohold yon. 
But yon, my friend, are wont to praise 
My Edward’s cot and all its ways, 
Anii though some stiff’rumpt folks 
beshrewit. 

You’ll find it as yon always knew it.’^ 
—Thus lively pileasaiitry prevail’d, 
The Dootoi’s etomaoh never fril’d; 
And though grave thonghts nu^tia* 
terrene 

At light of this doneetio Boene ) 
Though his xemembniiee afigbt bi 
cross’d 

B, thomAtiof bwiriiM&l. ImA M} 
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Yet the mild mirth that persever’d 
His imrosisling spirits cheer’d. 

“At present,” East said, “my 
Hate 

Hast on her honse and children wait : 
Bat in a basy hoar or two, 

Bhe will reserve herself for yoa, 

And try her best to make you stay, 
Which we request, for many a day, 

A pleasant scene of grave and gay ; 
While we will have a friendly talk 
Beneath the well-knownfilbertwolk.” 
—Within that ondisturb’d retreat 
They sought a solitary seat, 

When Easy the discourse began, 

And thus the conversation ran : 

NED EAST. 

“ I have not hinted it before, 

But truly I your loss deplore ; 

For though I’m not by nature taught, 
To court grave airs or solemn thought, 
But rather mirth am prone to deal in. 
Yet still, I trust, 1 have the feeling, 
In tales of real woe to join, 

And make the iUs of others mine : 
Hay, that I’m anxious to relieve 
All such as want, andthosewho grieve : 
Though, to my Mend, I freely own 
Instead of answ’ting moan for moan, 
I rather strive to laugh away 
The thoughts that on his boMm prey. 
«— To loss of Mends we must submit, 
'Tis a wise power that orders it. 

And when our joys He takes away, 
His sov’reign ilniil we must obey : 

But who like you these trut^ can, 
tell, 

Who all onr duties preach so wdh 
—If weepng would relieve you, wl^ 
Let tears dm ilut Mnn mther eye, 
But to pferunt a Mead £rom dying, 
Bure laughing is as good as oryisg. 


—You’ve lost your wife,— what’s it 
be done ? 

Why, you may try to live alone: 

If that won’t do, — what doth remain 
To bring past comforts back again, 
But without any fuss or pother, 

To look about and get another ; 

And, e’er a reas’ning honr is past, 

To that same plan I’ll nail you fast.” 

^yNtax. 

“ But if Sir Stately tolls me true, 
’Tis the worst thing that I can do, 
And now, Friend Easy, what say yon P 
Full well you know the Lordly !Enight 
Is fond to think that he is right, 
Though from his matrimonial song, 
He has been sometimes in the wrong.” 
NED EAST. 

“ Wrong do you say P I hate the 
brute: 

He does not with my nature suit. 

A brute ho must be who commands 
Such softness with snob iron hands. 
Though, as 1 may suppose you know, 
His first wife touch’d him up or so, 

A woman of tronsoendent merit. 
Who would not bend her lofty q[»irit 
To a vain coxcomb’s fyrant whim, 
Which is BO prevalent in him: 

For all or nought he mode a tiatter, 

I So jostioe gave the fool the latter : 
His boasting oounsel throw aside, 
And take Ned Easy for your guide. 
He cannot be compar’d to me, 

I With hia two wives, when I’ve had 
three; 

Nor duQl I the base itoiy naotlier, 
Hen-peck’d by one,heflouti the other; 
1 do not mean to tayhe heeta her; 
But like a baby always inete her, 
Whik 1, though I have auaied heen 
Bo maiqr yean, at leeat afarteen; 
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Yob, I, with honest he%rt and handi 
Con nowtheDumiowFUtoh demmid.” 

SYNTAX. 

** Three wiyes you’ve had, and, as 
} ou state, 

Have chosen well in cv’ry mate ; 
Then tell me, friend, how you have 
done, 

That Syntax may choose such a ono : 
Whether it be from common-sense. 
Or fruits of sound experience, 

Or chance, or happy accident. 

Your lot is one of such content ; 

That 1 may, lest the dames should 
ilout me, [me.” 

Enow how, at least, to look about 

N£D EAST. 

“ Well then, believe me, I will tell 
My honest, nuptial ohronide: 

How all my diff’rent courtships 
thriv’d. 

How 1 mode love, and when I wiv’d ; 
’Tis a request 1 can’t refuse you : — 
At all events, it will amuse you.” 

C{|i Nuptial Cj[)roni(lf« 

“When 1 first dieath’d the diming 
blade, 

And thought no more of my eookade. 
Having escap’d Bellona’a rattle. 

And aU the zidu of bloody battle. 
With limbs all sound, nor yet a soar 
Whiehsometimea spoils afiuseinwar ; 
Tho’ dangers I ne’er fail’d to dare, 
My ^yo-brows haiLnot lost a hair, 
And as the broad-sword work and 
laneing^ 

Htdnot ont duvtmygraee indaneing, 

I ’gaii(tn think what 1 should prove 
If drill’d am into lore ; 
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What guard I had against the dart 
With which he might attempt my 
heart; 

What store I had of vows and sighs, 
And all those soft idolatries. 

Which wake kind looks in ladies’ eyes.* 
But, while I these attentions paid, 
Maro’eet appear’d, a blooming maid, 
Who seem’d, 1 thought, well pleas’d 
to hear 

All that 1 whisper’d in her ear. 

Egad, 1 ran at Miss full tilt. 

But, in a week, she prov’d a jilt: 

I courted with a ohaiae and 'pair, 
Which seem’d at first to please the 
fair. 

But soon the changeling gave me o’er, 
For courtship in a coaoh and four. 
Then Charlotte came, a pcifrot 
grace 

In outward form, but, on her ftm 
I Too oft was seen a scowling look 
Whioh my oalm temper did not brook : 
Kay, I had heard her scold her mother, 
And seen her cuff her little brother. 
She knew how to show off a charm. 

In a most fine turn’d hand and arm, 

I Which a known sculptor of renown 
By modelling had made his own. 

And ue’d to show it as a pieoe, 

That rivall’d the best works of Oreeoe : 
But then her fingen she could twist 
Into a firm and fearful fist, 

And much I fear’d, when married, die 
Might lay that fine fimn’d fist on me. 

“ Maria next my boeom fir’d, 

And fix’d the love whiah she ins^d. 
Her anbnm lodm were seen to bieek 
In native rini^ets on her ncok ; 

Her amilee did to her fiwe insert 
The goodnese of a tender heart : 

In all her etope a gmoe waa aeen, 
Witowioaiiigwntda aadgaaflemiWb 
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Oh, whiU flihe liv’d she lovely prov’d, 
And never ceas’d to he belov’d I 
— ^No, she ne’er left me in the lurch, 
No, all she promis’d in the church, 

She did with fondest truth fulfil : 

She studied and obey’d my will ; 
While her ne’er-failing kindness, 1 
Betom’d with grateful sympathy. 
•^Those rosy hours, as thus they past, 
Were far too blooming, long to last : 
Too soon she died, — and jealous 
Heaven 

Took back the Angel it had given. 

“ Two years pass’d on, when my 
fond grief | 

Began from time to find relief: 

Indeed 1 never thought again 
To wear the Hymeneal chain. 

Till lovely Isabel appear’d, 

Whose pleasant wit my bosom cheer'd, 
And there inspir’d a subtle fiame, 
While her block eyes confirm’d the 
But as our intimacy grew [same. 
And 1 the Lady better knew, 

The gewgaws and the show of dress 
Seem’d all her wishes to possess ; 

Nor could I happiness foresee 
In her expensive gaiety : 

Bo as I would not be outwitted, 

1 quietly the Lady quitted. 

She threw about her lively fiams. 

And scatter’d round her epigrams, 
Because Ned Easy would not waste 
His rents to suit her tonish taste. 

But left the Miss, os I’m ofiraid. 

To be an antiquated maid. 

And to lead apes, 0 what a diamel 
Where 1, indeed, should blush toneme. 

« I next became the favour’d swain 
Of sober and of gentle Jabe, 

Whom, with ten thousand pounds, I 
led [bed, 

W^ pleas’d to diare my maisiage 


She could not boast the pride of 
beauty, 

But then she felt the housewife’s duty : 
She was, indeed, a darling honey, 
Who lov’d me well end sav’d my 
looney ; 

In ev’ry useful, household care, 

She bore a more than equal share 
To scold the servants she was free. 
But then she never scolded me. 
Though she tub careful, she was good. 
And lov’d by all the neighbourhood : 
Though foe to every vain eipence, 
She nourish’d a benovolonce 
Which aided the industrious poor, 
And fed the hungry at her door. 

At length she bore me diildren twain: 
But, which I still rolate with pain. 
When procreative nature stirr’d 
Its innate pow’rs to give a third, 

She, with the child, her new-born pride 
At morning’s dawn, ere evening died. 

Now discontent for onoe possess’d 
The interregnum of my breast. 

And sorrows, scarcely Imown, inoreoae 
To trouble my domestic peace : 

Hence calm reflection bids me try 
In Hymen’s cord another tie, 

To soothe a widow’d father’s care 
And ease the toil which he must bear, 
The widow Hablet now 1 sought, 
Who was an oliject, os I thought, 
Most fit, if not the only one, 

To fill her place so lately gone ; 

Who would a tender mother prove 
To babes whom 1 so fondly love^ 

And, with a warm affection, he 
A kind and IsithM wifis to me. 

Nay, as she had a little pride, 

Whose wants her fortune ill«suK»lied, 
1 thought, when 1 my hand should 
proffer, 

She’d jump trsniperM it tiie cAer 
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Bnty instead of grateM graoes, 
Smiling 1 (k^ and waxm embiaoesi 
She, on venal interest bent, 

A rasoallj attomej sent 
To claim an hungry settlement, 

With such conditions at the close. 
That up in arms my passions rose ; 
When, to return his saucy airs, 

I sent him, spite of all his prayers. 
Four steps at once adown the stairs. 
Thus the vile lawyer’s head I broke. 
And cast away the widow’s yoke. 

**At length the best of girls I 
chose, [knows, 

Whom my good friend the Doctor 
And knows, I’m certain, to admire 
As all a husband can desire. 

Two more fine bairns my Kate has 
given. 

The finest offspring under Heaven : 
While she a parent is as good 
To all the other growing brood, 

As their own mother would have been, 
Had she remain’d upon the scene. 

Nor does she anything to tease me, 
But always, always what will please 
Whate’er 1 wish or do prefer, [me. 
Becomes an instant law to her. 

By Jove 1 swear, it is no joke. 

To please me she has leam’d to smoke. 
And after dinner you will see 
A.Bmoking trio we shall be 
Beneath a spreading beeohen-tree ; 
Where we ourmod’ratecups willquaff, 
There hear your pleasant tales and 
laugh, ^ 

And e’er the philosophio bowl, 

Let loose the language of the souL” 

at!NTAX. 

’fiqblxe Ned, your hist’ry makii 
me feel, 

As X muM own, an added seal. 


OJETA was. i<| 

Once more to try my fotore fhte 
In vent’ring on the married state. 
Two widows 1 have on my list. 

And cannot you contrive to twist 
Into the roll, some femrie friend, 

My hopes to feed, my chance to mend.” 

Thus, as he spoke, the welcome bell 
The dining hour was heard to tell : 
Mirth and good eating there prevail’d; 
No stomach round the table fail’d ; 
And when with grateful pious zeal. 
The Qraoe had sanctified the meal, 
The smoking trio soon was seen 
Beneath the tree upon the green. 

Ned Easy and the Doctor .sat 
With pipe in hand in usual state ; 
Thoughtless one look’d, the otherwise, 
I With sleepy or with twinkling eyes, 

I While Ma’am the aromatics blende^ 
To gain the scent which she intended, 
As she would not her taste disturb 
With plain Yirginia’s common herb : 
She thought it would be vulgar joking, 
To stinkify herself by smoking. 

—An iv’ry pipe with silver tip 
She took within her rosy lip, 

And, as she whiff’d, htt 
moving 

Set the exhaling vapour roving ; 
While o’er her brow it seem’d to 
wander 

In a slow, onrling, calm meander. 
And ’mid the brimoliea of the treo^ 
Display’d a misty canopy. 

For a short time they sileiit aat^ 
Befleeting on they knew not what; 
When ’Squire Ned a glass prqposf^ 
And thus hia friendly tho^hts, die* 
clos’d. 

**HtsBev’roBeedoesonrooDasi]eiav% 
And our best oonnsel he dull have. 
We know that he has lost his will i 
And, te zenaw the h^KPff 111* 
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Whioli iiiB connubial state enjoj’d, 
His present wishes are employ’d ; 

And how his loss may be supplied^ 

By iinding him another bride, 

TiThose equal virtues may restore, 

The comforts he enjoys no more. 
—Among tiie unman led fair we know, 
And they may be a score or so, 

Miss Mary Crotchet strikes my view ; 

' And now, my CaUi’iine, what say youP 
In all the fine, delightful art 
Whose sounds can raise or melt the 
heart. 

We know full well the Doctor’s skill, 
And that may win her to his will.” 

MRS. EAST. 

« We all admire his manly sense. 
His learning and his eloquence ; 

His pleasant manners and his wit. 
With such a way of using it ; 

And 1 should wish to recommend 
Bo rare a husband to my friend : 

But all these virtues w^ not do, 

*Tis with his music he must woo ; 

1 know his fiddle will do more 
Than all his Greek and Latin lore : 
No, no, he must make love in score ; 
Nay, whoe’er wins her, it must be 
By Us deep dull in harmony, 

And by the ^wer he has to prove 
That music is the food of love. 

There’s not on instrument they 
say, 

On which Miss Crotchet cannot play. 
From the low bag-pipe’s dismal hum, 
To the all-martiU kettle-drum ; 

Nay, in every brandi of sound, 

’Tis said her knowledge is profound 
For any ♦hlng that die may want. 
She aj^ in a cathedral ohaunt ; 

She suits her voioe to ev'ry k^, 
ind can diadiarge her iioae in 


Though when die lays her musio by 
To mix with gay society. 

She’s clever, elegant and ea^, 

With manners that are form’d to 
please ye. [prove 

Now if this scheme you should ap- 
To forward your designs in love. 
Believe me, Sir, I’ll not neglect 
To tell her who she may expect: 

And in the warmest terms commend 
The virtues of our valued friend : 
Though, on re^setion, 1 must own 
They cannot be to her unknown ; 

I’m certain, Doctor, there’s no danger 
That she will treat you as a stranger.” 

SYNTAX. 

« Well, if I do not gain my ends. 

It will not be for want of friends. 

And I must be oompletdy stupid 
If I do not find a Cupid 
To aid me in the various views 
Which now my pleasing hopes amuse : 
For he’s an urchin that escapes 
From Cyprian form to other diapes ; 
Who, Proteus like, his ends to gain, 
Can diff ’rent oharaoters Bustain. 

For youth he has the poison’d arrow 
That makes a bustle in the marrow. 
And to the blood conveys the heat 
That makes the am’rous pulaes beat ; . 
Which, with soft languor dothes the 
eyes. 

The tongue with vows, thebreastwith 
dghs: 

But for Miss Crotchet I must find 
A Cherub of another kind, 

Who, when he to his call engages 
The grave philosophers and aages, 

His garlands are not made of xosss, 
Nor doee he seatter fh^grant podei^* 
Their beantieB with the aeeecn’spald^ 
Their fragrance is not made to lis^ 
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But on his sober brow is seen 
The lasting wreaths of evergreen, 
Kay, when he wantons in the gay 
days 

Of matrons and of learned ladies, 
Another oharaoter he bears. 

And other emblems then he wears, 
For stockings blue resigns his bow 
And slumbers on a folio. 

But in that near approaching hour 
When 1 behold Miss Crotchet's bower, 
I must call Cupid, as he chooses 
To wanton with the Lady Muses, 

To dip his cup and take his fill 
Of the dear Helioonion rill ; 

And, to possess himself of hearts, 
Play on the dulcimer with darts, 

Or inflict all his secret wounds 
By the soul soothing power of sounds ; 
But Pve my doubts 1 e’en must own 
Whether the lady may be won 
By any int’rest 1 may prove 
Withthissame treaoh’rous god of love. 
But should sage Syntax act the fool 
And feel the shafts of ridicule. 

He will, at least, have done no more 
Than wiser men have done before ; 
And when no ill is thought or meant. 
He’ll join the laugh— and be content. 
-^To-morrow 1 diall see again 
The bow’ry scenes of Sommerden. 

To pass a grave, refleoting week. 
Before I my adventures sed^ ; 
Bo-tune my voioe with fiira-dxddle. 
And pruotiae on my wdoome fiddle : 

1 then ^th spirit shall engage 
In matrlinoniid pilgiimage.” 

As Syntax finish’d hia disoourse, 

A firiend was seen to quit his horse, 
And aoon Bob SiHOLsmade his bows 1 
Pbst to the lady of the house. 

Who, as fhe did those bows xeoeive, 
CiBiiia In fin and todc hor leaver 


Then Easy’s hand he warmly aqueei’dt 
And Syntax by both dbowa a^’d ; 
Kor did the smiling neighbour fail 
To claim the jug that fbm’d with ala 
— In lands and woods this ’Squire 
had dear 

At least twelve hundred pounds a 
year. 

And, in a sober state or mdlow. 

Was a good-humour’d jovial fellow : 
Kor had he an unaodul name 
But in the artide of game ; 

And if he prov’d a vengeful foe, 

It was the poaohers found him so ; 
For by foul means to oatdi a hare. 
To ply a net or lay a snare 
Was, by this rigid sportsman’s reason, 
Deem’d a dire act of country treason, 
Which he with more than vengeanee 
due. 

Call’d the law’s rigour to pursue, 

And punish’d in legal rage, 

With oat-o’-nine-tai]s and the oage« 
—In all those noisy loyal greetings 
Which are well known at publio 
meetings, 

He oft was heard to take the lead. 
Was steady too, in thought and deed, 
Kor did refieotion ever Mk 
A fancy for stentorian talk': 

In polities was always hearty, 

Kor for a moment chang’d his parly; 
All private, petty views disdain’d, 
And boldly Freedom’s eons# main- 
tain’d. 

Bob, to the middle age of lif), 

Had made his way without a wilbs 
Kor ever fsil’d, with haokn^d gibe^ 
To rail against the manied tribe ; 
And ii^ warm language to prafsr 
The happier atate of Baehelar. 

Thua when he fimnd the nuptial atati 
Hadbesntheanlg'eotol dibate^ 
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With blunt remaik and 9 ft told story, 
Bob Single soon was in his glory ; 
And, with important look, begun 
To let his captious accents run. 

BOB SINGLE. 

I thank my stars that I am free : 
I was not made for slavery 1 
Pardon me, Doctor, but the Church, 
Has never got me in its lurch : 

I should prefer the hempen string 
To licence and a wedding ring : 
Q,uiet 1 love, and that word Wife 
I s but another name for strife ; 

— Our inend, Ned Easy, I allow 
Is better for the marriage vow ; 

For Fortune somehow as a whim 
Has work’d a miracle for him. 

Fm ibrc’d to own that prizes three, 
And rich ones too, I do agree, 

He’s gain’d in Hymen’s lottery. 

But this I think, or friend or foe. 

He is the bravest man I know ; 

For when 1 heard what ho was 
doing, 

I thought him running to his ruin; 

*1 cried, have mercy on him, Heaven, 
And may his folly be forgiv’n ! 

For travel all the kingdom over, 
From the Isle of Skye to Dover, 

The curious journey will be vain, 

In hope to see the like again. 

»I know you’ll argue that a nation 
Bsdsts alone by popidation : 

That rU aidcnowledge to be true, 
Though I could odd a word or two 
To what is said by state physicians 
And niddle-noddle politicians: 

1 reason but from what I see, 

That more or leas, the stem decree 
Of nuptial bonds, is misery. 
Ezeeptiona, 1 was taught at scdiool, 
Are frund to xise from ev’jy rule; 


But such ezoeptions, I could prove, 
Are rare in Grammar rules of Love. 
I’m sure that I could name a score, 
Aye, more than that, yes, twenty more, 

I Who in their wives have so miscarried, 
They scarce have smil’d since they 
were married. — 

There’s Billy Humble, will not own 
That he detests his bonneing Joan : 
How oft that Jerry Sneak appears, 

W ith smilingfaceand well puff’d ears, 
When with sof^words, and fondling 
kiss. 

He talks of matrimonial bliss ; 

While all, who know the coward, know 
He scarce dare look, or speak, or go, 
But as in form, or mode, or measure, 
She pleases to make known her plea- 
I saw the booby t’other day [sure. 
As he was pacing on his way 
To fetch a doctor for his wife, 

Whose illness might affect her life, 
Nay he insisted he should cry 
For a full week, if she should dio ; 
And on this errand full of love, 

He went as idow as foot could move. 
His long, lank face, by home-bred 
wars, [soars, 

Look’d red with soratohes and with 
Which he with stamm’iing tongne 
complain’d 

From his bad razors were sustain’d: 

I laugh’d to hear hia barefao’d tales:—* 
The razors were his spousy’s nails.’* 
The Doctor now impatient grown. 
Of all he heard ’bout Jack and Joan, 
With grave looks and saroastio twang, 
Thus put a stop to Bob’s harangue. 

SYNTAX. 

’’Fve heard these stoiiei o’er and 

o’er, 

T/ou know itk Bobi end auay mimif 
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1 you’d tell ub Bomething new. 
And -what is better, Bomething true: 
Not this poor oont, bo stale, so dull, 
That may come forth from any skull. 
Bzouse me, but it makes me sick, 
Because 1 think it is a trick ; 

That men the marriage state deride 
Borne folly of thoir own to hide, 
When in a wife tliey have miscarried. 
And some low, vulgar baggage married; 
Some blaok-ey’d Moll, or rosy Nan, 
Some priestess of the dripping-pan, 
To whom malicious Cupid gave, 

Su(di wondrous pow’rs to enslave. 
That e’en a ’Squire of good estate 
Could not resist his am’rous fate, 

But still afraid that fate to own. 

And bent to keep the rites unknown, 
He bears disguis’d the sturdy bride. 
To secret vale, or some moor-side, 
Where he may to his deary go, 

And none the am’rous parley know : 
Then to delude suspicion’s eye 
From looking after mystery, 

His blust’ring censure does not fail 
Against the marriage state to rail ; 
Laughs at all husbands, wives abuses, 
And no occasion e’er refuses 
To treat with scorn the wedded vow. 
As you. Bob, have been doing now ; 
Talks 1^ the scandal that he can, 
Thai steals away to Moll or Nan, 
In sane sly comer to improve 
The unkaowiL joys of wedded love. 
— Sueh is the seal I’ve known to stir 
An naaospeoted Bachelor, 

Till aome unlock’d for, strange event, 
Or some neglect or aeoident, 

Or the keen, watchful prying eye, 

Of envioas curiosity: 

Or the good dame’s impatient pride 
tew the omel veil aside. 

Which did her real etation hide^ 


Display’d at length the hidden plea. 
And broughthim forth a married man. 
A nine days’ wonder, it is true, 

He then appear’d to public view. 
Join’d in the laugh, left off his prate 
Against the matrimonial state, 

And now of Benedicts is found 
The happiest all the country round. 
— ^Thus have I known a cunning hen 
Leave her domestic, noisy pen, 

And seek the covert of a bush 
Where all was quiet, nil was hush, 
There lay her eggs, unheard, unseen. 
Beneath th* o’er-shadowing foliage 
green, 

TiU in due time the bird appears 
Cackling aloud her hopee and fsari, 
Around her chirping, flutt’ring, pick* 
A brood of unsuspeot^ ohioken ; [iag, 
Thus to the cot, as ’twere by stealth 
Bringing a troop of feather’d wealth. 
— And who can tell, but, tome yean 
hence. 

When time has broken down tlie ftaoa 
Of your reluctant awkward duune, 
Forth from her covert the fiur daase^ 
Who dares not yet avow her name, 

If such an one by ehonce diould 
Excuse my curiosity. 

May your long wedled mate i^peari 
With little Bingles in her rear. 

Then bells will ring and mnaie plif f 
And all your villagm be gay, 

To eslehnte your wedding dajf 
Full ten yean sinoe the de^ was done, 
When Phrson fittyboots madeyoaone. 
How 1 shonld joy the day to see 
When cur’d ot yoar vein heresy, 

Ton shonld be hymen’s Dovotae. 
I1mow,rvereed,hiitwliea and whoi^ 
Needs not at preseiit he ny cam^ 
And, 1 am ready to allow, 

Tfklm atloid tlm iwplial 
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That marriage as by eome profess’d, 
Is but a money job at best, 

That cold oomphanoe may be sold, 
That way’xing hearts may be oon- 
troU’d, — 

But lore’s beyond the price of gold. 
And now, my jovial, jeering friend, 
Do to these wholesome truths attend! 
How great the good were they impicst 
On early manhood’s glowing breast ; 
And, spite of you gay noisy tramplcrs. 
Hisses should work them on their 
samplers.^ 

Those who true lore hare erer tn(’d, 
(The common cares of life supply’ d) 
1^0 wonts endure, no wishes mi^e. 
But er’iy real joy partake : 

All comfort on themselves depends, 
Th^ want nor power, nor wealth, nor 
friends: 

Lore then hath every bliss in store, 
’lis frienddiip, and ’tie something 
more: 

Each other ev’ry wish they give ; — 
Not to know love,— is not to live !” 

Syntax,now sniiling, fill’d his gloss. 
Then bid the bright decanter pass, 
And on the ruby juice intent 
Gave this congenial sentiment ; 

May Hymen with fresh wreaths be 
crown’d, 

And fhsty baohdors be drown’d I” — 
Bob’s visage gloom’d with discontent, 
His colour came— His colour went : 
Whether it was a &nx»ed joke, 

Or truth pn^hetio Syntax spoke. 

Old fdthM time wo^ not forbear, 
In its dne season to declare ; 

But by Ned Easy it was thought 
The net was spread, when Bob was 
oaughti 

And that a picture had been shown 
WhidiQOPSMeiicstddhimwashisown. 


<< Doctor,” he said, I must agree, 
You much too learned are for me.” 
Then fill’d the cup with ample mea* 
sure, [sure ; 

Andgave a frown that mark’d displea- 
Pull’d the bell-rope with all his force, 
And bade the servant bring his horse : 
But though invited much to stay, 
lie gnimblcd Nu, and went his way. 
— Syntax exclaim’d, ** 0 let him pout, 
1 think that w^Jidve found him out : 

0 what a bursting of the bubble 
To see Bob Single carry double. 
Though now in other views so sealous, 

1 warmly hope to hear him tell us. 
That life no higher joys can prove, 
Than those which flow from wedded 

love.” 

In friendly ohat the evening past. 
Sleep’s balmy season come at last ; 
When Easy said, **Here take my 
hand, [mand : 

My heart, you know, you may com- 
Such as it is, it ne’er beguiles 
With flattery’s deoeitful smiles. 

If you return to Keswick’s side, 

With a kind, gracious, pleasing bridc^ 
I shall, with truth unfeign’d rejoice 
And loud congratulating voice ; 

But should your varying snits mis* 
carry. 

Should it not bo your lot to marf y, 
And you sometimes might wish toroom 
From your too solitary home, [East, 
Here you will find your friend Nbo 
E eady to do his best to please you.” 
—Syntax return’d the graqping fist. 
And, with due grace the lady kus’d. 
Then sought ^ pillow’s weloQino 
powers, [hours. 

And dept through niglit^s xeCMung 
On the nextmenung, whenfiieaaa 
His daily oonrse began to nui| 
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The Doctor took an earl^ flight, 
In hope to eee hie home at night, 


While he laid ont where he had been. 
What he had heard, whom he had 


Up to the hill he now asoends, 

Then to the Tale his way he bendi, 
Enjoys his meal at mid-day hour 
Beneath a oot’s inTiting bower, 
O'er-shaded by the mantling vine. 
And sweet wi& flow’rs of eglantine. 
Big with matrimonial dreams, 

And flatt’ring fancy’s thousand 
Bohemes, 

He had beguil’d his sultry way. 
When, at the misty close of day, 

He pass’d the door he call'd his^own, 
But sigh’d to find himself alone. 

Old liarg’ret hop’d that ho was 
oome 

In health and better spirits home ; 
With kind attention did dispose. 

Her glasses on her picked nose. 

To see what signs his features bare. 
Of culm contentment or of care, 

But the good dame saw nothing there » 
No cheerful aspect there was shown. 
To call forth pleasure on her oym. 
—She told him all the Tillage news. 
As in his bhoir he chose to muse ; 


seen, 

And wheresoe’er his face appear'd, 
The welcomes which his bosom cheer’d. 
But now the manor-houBe was left. 
And for some months would be bereft 
Of those warm friends who nerer fail’d 
When his free spirits were assail’d, 
Binoe Fate, with Happiness at strife, 
Had robb’d him of his darling’s life. 
To pour, by oT’ry friendly art. 

The balm of comfort in his heart. 
Thus while Madge sought his night’s 
regale, 

With soothing pipe and sparkling ale, 
<< 0 it will nerer do,” he said, 

** The social power must be otey’d ; 
Such joy to hear a female tone, 

I’ll marry,— I’ll not lire alone : 

I’d sooner wed the first I see, 

Though old and ugly she should be, 
Than lire in tooitniiiity. 

Nay, e’er another week is o’er, 

1 begin til* important tour, 

Nor e’er return, if I hare Ufa, 

Till I hare found another wife I” 


CANTO XXXV. 


'Y^HAT is a Coxcomb P ’tia a fal- 

A kind of dashing Punchinello, 

That does hia best attraotions owe 
To glitter and to outward show ! 

Nor ie it to the form confin’d, 

For there are Coxcombs of the mind, 
And, perhape, fairest ridioule 
Baste with a better right and rule, 
Where the young man, just oome fkw 
eoUei^ CWg«, 

IROliUlght IteHqpelterfa^ 


Does the grare ntteafiai claim, 
Thai’a due alone to leatiiing’s name; 
Than where he in lifs’s eezly rigour, 
With glowing ehesk end strikitig 
figure, 

And aU thoee spirits that giro wing 
To tim UooBiing hours of spring. 

Ask of rein faridon’s rarious erfe 
Those gay elteaetioos to import ; 
Thoss trappings of exterior riKur, 
Whkh oatdh the <70 end ^rm the 
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— The real woitli, the aterling good, 
Eequiie, to be understood, 
Beason, reflection, piercing sense. 
And, above all, experience : 

While vrhat the surface may display. 
To gen’ral gaze, in open day, 
daim little but to see and hear, 

A ready eye, — an open ear. 

Syntax well knew that what give 
birth 

To knowledge and to inbred worth, 
He oould unfold with sure reliance, 
And set all doubtings at defiance, 
Hor did he fear a search to stir, 

In quest of real character ; 

But still he thought that something 
more 

Than moral charms and learned lore, 
Something that’s sprightly, gay, gal- 
lant. 

Must deck hia journey militant : 

For he exclaim’d, ^^In this same Tour 
1 do foresee, nay 1 am sure, 

What obstades I diall endure ! 

I almost tremble to recount them. 
But then how glorious to surmount 
them. 

1 must a diff ’rent course pursue 
From all that I’ve been us’d to do ; 
My habits 1 must lay aside, 

A^ cooker up my mind with pride ; 
Feed my calm fancy with a treat 
Of what the world may term conceit ; 
For I aball never gain my ends. 
With all the flattery of friends, 
Uidess 1 mend my awkward paces 
And gain the fhvonr of the Graces. 
In cMisi Mn visits 1 oould do, 

But I’m to«virit end to woo : 

1 may my flattering unction ply 
To pleaae a lady’s vanity; 

But then do I possess the art 
So play the humbug irith the heartP 


The Dame who midst the frag- 
rance lives. 

That her conservatory gives, 

Will ne’er allow tobacco’s lame 
To vapour in her drawing-room ; 

1 fear Ma’am Tulip, whose fine eyes 
Are us’d to nature’s richest dye*) ; 
Which, from the mom to night, she 
sees [trecb. 

On fiow’rs and plauts, on fflimbs and 
May with a sudgsn shriek start back 
When she beholds my dingy black : 
My speech must then be liih with 
flowers, 

As her own aromatic bowers. 

And I must bow and I must bend, 
Ere to her favour I pretend ; 

And I must tell her she’s as fair 
As any of her lilies are. 

If I should dare to snatoh a kiss. 
While I taste th’ ambrosial bliss. 

The loves towhiohtheplants are prone. 
And Dr. Darwin’s verse has shown, 

I must implore to be her own : 

I must implore to let me hope* 

That I may be her Hriiotrope, 

And in return that fibA may be 
A smiling Hriiotrgpe to me. 

But I must never say nor ring 
That the fine season is the spring ; 
Though, after all, 1 fear riie’U 
That I have left May-day behind ; 
That I am what she does not wan^ 

A stout, tho’ but autumnal plant ; 
And much I fear I shall not prove 
That Autumn is the time for love: 
Mowever I will do my best 
And to my stars must leave the lesti 
Still, on my way, new doubts li 
flud, 

Are ever iq^ringiag in my iril|dL! 
Whether with oonkiiient of , with tiz^ 
I feel bow 1 riiall be peiplix^d, 
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Whene’er the learned dame I see^ 

The mirror of philology. 

She has just pass’d the spring of life; 
So far she’ll suit me for a wife ; 

But to my hopes, 0 what a blow! 

If I diould dare to tell her so ; 

For ’tis her wiidi, as it appears, 

To sink at least some sauoy years. 
And therefore beautiful and young. 
Must be familiar to my tongue I 
For surely I’ve too much discerning, 
If 1 should think mere praise for 
learning 

Would bribe her glowing heart’s con- 
sent 

However deck’d with oomplimont: 

If I could brush up to her door 
With Hv’ried train and coaoh-and- 
four, 

I then of lore might truly speak, 

And tell my Cyprian tales in Greek. — I 
But much 1 fear, my simple guise. 
Will not attract the widow’s eyes ; 
The way to fayour I must find 
By the exertions of the mind. 

And by the sentimental art 
Make out a passage to her heart 
And if I can the way discover 
To be just smil’d on as a lover. 

I’ll treat this Lady Omioron, 

With (hid and Anacreon, 

And by those am’rous po^’ fire, 

1 may her dassio wannth inspire: 
m-iortane then alone will hinder, 
My scatt’iing sparks upon her tinder ; 
And wake thoae fsdi^ which may 
mm 

Her bomn to oOBtemplate love. 

As to mas Gbotcbbt, I musttry, 
To work her into harmony. 

TIm {net and hiilnrinn tella 
That mnsio by ,ita pomrftil spal]% 
a soiim of mirndis ; 
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And I may hope without mnek stir, 
To work a mirade on her, 

If such it be, by music’s art, 

To tiokle an old maiden'i heart 
—At all events I’ll he as fine 
As doth become a sound divine. 

New olad, newhatted and new wigg’d, 
With all becoming order rigg’d. 

In that due figure to appear 
Which suits the views of this career, 
Whose final hist’ry will display 
The colour of my future day.” 

Thus didhe reason, thus he thought, 
Then into use his fiddle bron^t, 
And all his tender mdting airs 
To win Miss Crotdiet he prepares ; 
Then turns at times his ouricns eye 
To sdentifio Botany, 

Which might prepare him fi»r his call 
And welcome kind at Tnlip HalL 
And thus by various means improve, 
The ways he plann’d of making Im. 

In the mean time, he stroll’d about, 
At farm or out popp’d in and out, 
And, with kind oondesoending glee, 
C!batted with those he ehano’d to see. 
One mom as in the riiundiyard 
walking 

And to himself was calmly talking ; 
While Mat, the Bexton, sung a stave, 
Half in and half out of a grave ; 

He was saluted hy a dame, 
AndCatii’riiis Harm wisher name; 
On whom, long post her eerly youth, 
Old time had work’d with saakling 
tooth: 

Her wrinUedeheekaao lank aad dry, 
Form’d channels fsr her waifiy ay^ 
And on her ebin a ourling hair 

Was thinly aprinklad haie and tiMs^ 
WiGi age dia was oomplele^ 
HorlmeeawithtoteriiigwealaMaahettti 
I And on a/onngauui’aaiai dbelaast: 
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WhDfi^ni dM to the Dootor spoke, 
In tones between a squeak and oroak ; 

1 hope my snit may not miscany : 

J am to adcyon, Sir, to marry.” 

His Ber’renoe then, with soornful eye, 
Began this onrions colloquy. 

SYNTAX. 

“To marry!— whom, yon doting 
foolP 

What’s got into youibrainless skull?” 

Th* old woman, striving to display 
A bashfol look, begg’d leave to say, 

“ I meant not, Sir, to give offence 
Unto yonr honour’s reverence : 

1 mean no harm as I can see, 

When I ask you to marry me.”— 
Now Syntax, had he seen a ghost. 
Could not have look’d more terror- 
orost [ing said, 

“ What means the witch,” he stamp- 
“Or has your old age turn’d your 
head ?” [latter season, 

3f. JT. “ I’ve reach’d, ’tis true, my 
But still, I hope, I’ve kept my reason ; 
1 cannot be an idle prater 
If I but seek to follow nature : 

I only wish you’d marry me 
Toihe young man whom here you see; 
And 1 dedate, as I’m alive, 

I was last we^ but sixty-ftve, 

I know I ne’er was much a beauty, 
But honest Jack will do his duty ; 
And why diould 1 wiihhdd consent. 
If Tm pleased, and he’s content. 
I know that many rilly Idk 
Will tom gnve things into a joke, 
But whonPe the joke an this conneo- 
tionP 

Bo gains topporti X gahi protection ; 
indict Itah iMI^whcn theyahall 


The girls may scoff, but they’d be glad 
To have for sweethearts such a lad, 

If I told aU that 1 oould tell.”— 

SYNTAX. 

“ If you were quiet, ’twere as well, 
Sexton, I now must trust to you. 
What with these people I’m to do.” 

SEXTON. 

“An’ please you, Sir, I know the 
story 

Of this samepairwho standbeforeyou; 
And though I foci I am hut dull,— 
One is a knave and one’s a fool: 

Her oottage, that’s by yonder wall, 
He wishes to be his, — that’s all. 
Besides, ’tis known that mother Homer 
Has gold and notes in some sly oomer, 
Bnt when that he has nosed them ont, 
The Raff will make them fly about: 
Though young, he is a sorry sot, 

Her little all will go to pot ; 

If he’s permitted to deceive her 
He soon will to the parish leave her, 
I know the boy from five years old, 
Sauoy and impudent and bold: 

When than that stone he was not 
higher, 

He was a most notorious Bar ; 

And 1 must own 1 should be loath 
To take his word upon hie oath; 

This leg of mine ’gainstthatdead bone, 
I’ll lay that he’s not twenty-one. 
Always so wicked, and so wild, 

’Tis said he’s Farmer Fatguf s riiild, 
For he maintain’d him while he liv’d, 
And his tricks oft the (fid maa grieved. 
He has been oaught in laying anazes 
For oatdung ’Squire Wo^y’e hmi» 
And now with eztftil, em’xoiie ftuMi,* 
He’a laid a enare fist that old puas; 
And if not stc^dinwhflet Wadeing^ 
He’d lead the ftd to her mli s 


lhat Im hae mite * Mi ef me. 
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For if he could, ne’er mind the sin, 
He’d eat her flesh and sell her ddn.” 

Again the old dame rais’d her Toioe : 
** Pray,” said the Dootor, ** cease your 
noise, 

Or else, I fear, yon’U wake the dead. 
Beneath the ground whereon you 
tread.” [tr^e. 

The Sexton onoe more stopp’d his 
And spoke while resting on his spade. 
” Your Bev’ienoe, please you, need 
not fear. 

She’ll recollect who’s sleeping here ; 
’Twas one who gave her many a 
thwacking, 

To punish her foul tongue for dacking. 
Persuade her that her tongue could 
wake 

Old Simon, and sho ne’er would ipeak. 
I knew old Simon Homer well, 

1 dug his grave, I rung his knell, 
Nay, well I know this is the spot 
W^ere his remains were left to rot ; 
Axid 1 do think, or I’m a fool. 

That this is honest Simon’s skull ; 
And while I’m shoy’ling ’mong t^se 
stones, 

I bring to light his mould’ring bones. 
Look, dome, and see how he is grin- 

ning, 

To ke^ his wanton rib from aixining.” 
**HaTe done,” the Hootor said, “have 
done, 

VatOiew this is too solemn flm: 

If die win wed, why I must wed her. 
I oaiinot malty them to-day, 

Bo quieidy send them both away.” 

Jtook nude appearance to resist, 
ICiMh’d both li^ hands and allow’d 
his list, [meeti]^, 

W)ian the. held grate-man, at fhs 
Oats llw tudh ebwa ao sonad a beat- 
>USi 


That he forsook his hop’d-fhr bride. 
While with his spade the eonqu'xor 
pHed 

Stroke after stroke, the seat of shame. 
Which blushing Muses never name, 
And drove him bellowing as be fled, 
From out the region of the dead. 

The affrighted dame, pal^ and down- 
hearted, 

To find that she was thus deserted, 
Mutt’ring revenge and swearing too, 
Which she was sometimes apt to do, 
While hobbling o’er sepulohnd atones. 
Was pdtod by her husband’s bones, 
And Matthew chose to let her know 
Whose bones they were at every 
throw. 

And thus she pass’d amid the jeer 
Of all who were assembled there. 

Till of her cot she turn’d the latcii. 
And sought the shelter of her 
Syntax, half smiling, said, ** This 
tale 

Will long be echoed through the tale: 
And many here will lie a^ rot| 
Before the story is forgot” 

Time passes on, whate’er oar 
schemes, 

Out waking or our sleeping dreuni^ 
Whether life’s pleasure or its pain 
Join in her course or form the train * 
And it nm on until the hour 
Call’d ^tax to th’ appointed Tov 
Nor had he ever yet been seen 
As to outward fbm sad misn, 

In all that givea exterior ihow. 

So near what might be styled aben ' 
As when he bade bis borne sdien 
With one greet oh{eot in his tieVp 
And that for better or frr worsit 
Heaven’s beet gift or dirset ents^ 
Which adds h onUe or frown to Bfo^ 
In the fix’d hnoge of a Wn 
lA 
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All things irare ia fit styls prepsx’d, 
With his known TaUt his guard ; 
WeQ earned Filnoh the Doctor bore, 
Whicdi Pat bestrode in former Toni ; 
Wlule ha a fiumer’s gelding rode, 

Of etrengih to bear the mighty load : 
For Prancing Phillis now was gone 
To esnter through a honey-moon; 
And Syntax hop’d to see the day [way. 
When Pnnoh would trot the sdf-same 
-«The journey’s secret had been kept, 
And while each ouiious tattler slept, 
At early dawn, in tranquil state, 
Doctor pass’d the village gate, 
Look’d (dieeifnl, nay seem’d quite de- 
lighted. 

In hopes his pains would be requiteil. 

In our life’s chase what various game 
Becomes the mortal huntsman’s aim ; 
And then, with what discordant views, 
He that variety pursues. 

They who with independence bless’d, 
Aud^ no pressing wants oppress’d, 
Wh8^%i|ge at large and unoonfiu’d 
Free as the impulse of the wind. 

Are often driven to and fro 
By the various gusts that blow, 
Unless calm reason checks their force 
And keeps them in their steady course. 
The passions are of life the gdes; 
Then keep the helm and watch the 
sails, 

And with a clear and steady eye 
Leek to the haven where you hie. 
*^9ay ought 1 not,” taught our 

Di«W 

fa look to that which may be ml]|B P 
It ietavi» igdted, a pretty port, 
Wkget Oflp^ may, perhapa, resort, 
Ajadleatsdlng, with the Graces three, 
Am said to live in hanaeny ; 
Andirko knows it may be my &te 
33a mutle thara my 


Its Mistress Fve ne’er obaao’d to eee, 
Hot have her eyes e’er look’d on me. 
Or my originality. 

It is not that my form pretends, 

To dash at matrimonial ends ; 

’Tis by my tongue 1 must succeed, 
’Tis that must do th’ important de^ ‘ 
I must depend on olassio vigour ' 

To give allurement to my figure ; 

And watching her coquetish art, 
Make my way bohly to her heart. 
’Tis not by canting or by whining, 

Or a long course of undermining, 
That this fine fort can be obtain’d ; 

By sudden storm it must be gain’d 
Throw out false colours to her eye, 

By weavings fine of flattery ; 

That she those weaker parts may show 
Which will not stand a audden blow. 
If thus my piowess should suooecd 
Twill he a more than glorious deed ; 
And if I fail, ’twill be no more 
Thau many a one has done before: 
E’en heroes of the first renown, 
Havehad their hopes all tumbled down, 
But then they did not strive in vain, 
Bravely to build them up again, 
While persevering ardours bless 
Their final darings with sueoess. 
Thus oheer’d by hope, my prospeot’a 
fair. 

But while for struggles I prepaN, 

I snap my fingers at dMpoix, 

Of these so temptixig fair ones ttnee^ 
One will be full enough for me; 

And my work must he idly done 
If I do not leonre that on^ 

And if dispos’d to be as kind 
Aa tlM old dame I left bakiad; 

If 1 could find a Widow Henier 
Wealthy and willing in a ooirner, 
WeU-looldiig and dImiPd to eooing; 
0 it will save a wodg if WMkigt 
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And then I shonld rerieit home 
'Without another wish to roam*” 
Thus, half in earnest, half in joke 
Ho in soft, mutt’ring whispers spoke. 
»Of saunt’ring folk he wo^ enquire 
The name of oy’ry village spire, 

‘Who was the Parson, who the *Squire 
Whether the one his virtues proVd 
By Buoh good deeds as made h^ lov’d, 
And if the other did excel, 

In the first art of preaching weU. 
19’or did he ever fail to speak 
With those he chanc’d to overtake ; 
And even had they nought to say. 

He was as well oontent.a8 they. 

So that they did well pleas’d appear. 
And gave his words a list’ning ear. 
’Twas thus he fail’d not to beguile, 
With pleasant chat the ling’ring mfie. 

Phoebus his course had almost run, 
And soon would put his night-oap on, 
Thus to prepare him for his nap 
On the soft down of Thetis’ lap, 
‘When the embower’d spot was seen 
On which Ma’am Omicron was Queen. 
—A chance companion on the road. 
Who liv’d not far from her abode. 
And hap’d to know the Doctor well, 
Propos’d her mode of life to tell. 

The Doctor, too, was glad to hear. 
And op’d an interested ear. 

** In tills fEur lady ore combin’d 
The beauties of the fiirm and mind; 
Is riflh wi^ial, and has withstood 
Five yearaVof tempting widowhood, 
When Ikiany a initor, but in vain, 
Haa sttovelMr foyour to obtain. 

The seldior bold, tiie d aa hing ’squire, 
flm hop’d to wake the am’rousfire; 
Beaux of Tasioui sorts and size 
Have timugiht to bear away the priio; 
But she, as it if said, haa sworn, 
film War te Hymen woodd xrtara. 


Unless the safihm-mantlod power 
Would join her in his roseate bower. 
To one with ancient learning fraught. 
With all that modem soienoe taught. 
And in whose talents might be trac’d 
The seeds of genius and of taste. 

For one endued with snoh a mind. 
She’d leave exterior grace behind : 

A scholar and a virtuous sage, 
Whate’er his shape, whatever his ag% 
Would her disceming heart engage. 
A witty, a deform’d Soarron, 

She would prefer like Maintenon,* 
To oil that superficial race ' 

Who know no charm beyond the face, 
And are enchanted by the plume 
That waves in fashion's drawings 
room.” 

Syntax this question then preferr’d: 
” Think you ll^t she will keep her 
word?” 

When he was answer’d frank and free^ 
As such enquiries ought to be. 

<’My understanding’s too confin’d, 
To fathom a fine lady’s mind. 

I cannot know and do not care 
What whimsiesmaybe pasaingtiMrs^ 
For my best half doth nafer own 
A thought that is to me unknown. 

A fond and amiable she, 

As frank as honest heart can be H" 
But hear the best authocily. 

—The Widow’i Beotor oft displaya 
His thoughts of what she dM and 
says. 

And he is known, I bdiore, to dilne 
As a sagaeious laam’d diviM 


a lie w l f b rat ^ ita— 
aftsroarfstlMBservtwifii of Loom XXT., 
■■peasid hi tiw Uoom of bw beaatf, 
infim sad defena'A bat oaiiaoaAly wiMy 
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Ho has free entrance at the hall, 
Whenever he is pleas’d to call, 
Though Tve been told it is but rare 
'He’s known to pay his visits there, 
For when die’s in a certain whim 
She strives toplay sometriokwith him. 
-*He says, he’s sure she will not stray 
From virtue’s fair and open way, 

Nor that she e’er will give offence 
To the mind’s purest innorcnoe, 

But she’s as lightsome os a fairy 
To pranks and whimsical vagary: 

As a coquette she gaily dances. 

Then gratifies blue stocking fancies ; 
To-day, to deck her charms inclin’d. 
To-morrow to enrich her mind : 

Nay, ’mong the Jacks, the Dicks, the 
Harries, 

’Twill not surprise him if she marries, 
If die choose one of science full. 

Or one impenetrably dull. 

Some grave man for his stmling sense, ; 
Or parson for his eloquence : 

Nor woxQd he wonder, if through 
life. 

She ne’er renew’d the name of wife. 
And now. Sir, you may form a notion 
Of Madam Omioron’s promotion.” 

It must be own’d that all this news 
To Syntax was of sovereign use. 

To sl^pe the plane he had in view, 
Inform him what he had to do. 

And how and in what way to woo. 

— Thus arm’d, he sent Pat on before, 
T* announce hiu coming at the door. 
Where Madam 0— with smiling face, 
And tim most omidesoending grace, 
Gave her best srdocine to Ihe oot, 
Which was her philcMophio lot, 

For such die nam’d thechanning ^t, 
The walls were fbitocn’d o’er with 
flowers, 

Sen iringedbep and there ilm 


Floated along in airy ease, 

The surface of the lengthen’d fiicze ; 
And all around he seem’d to see 
Some well dress’d Pagan Deity. 

She plac’d him in a satin chair, 
’Tween MkRCUBY and JUPITISB, 

And plac’d a stool with fruitage drest. 
On which his either foot to rest. 
—Thus seated ’mid the Olympic folk. 
Syntax began to scent a joke ; 

And fitting their TOrms to his own. 
Doubted if he should smile or frown. 
If this, he thought, be classic fun, 
1*11 gravely wait what’s to bo done ; 
If of the Boene I am the jest, 

I’ll work my way and act my best. 

The Doctor felt that his queer phiz 
Was such as might invite a quiz ; 
For right or wrong, he seem’d to see 
Onizzing was her propensity. 

At all points therefore he prepar’d 
To keep himself upon his guard. 

In jesting to give joke for joke. 

If it were wit, give stroke for stroke; 
If learning he were call’d to ply, 

To mix it up with flattery, 

And ooU from poets and from sages. 
The gallantries of former ages. 

An antique tripod now appear’d 
Upon three grinning satyrs rear’d, 
And at each comer there was wrought 
The visage of a bearded goat ; 

The basins which contain’d the tea, 
Show’d ornamental sympathy, 

For they dione bright witA golden 
darto, 

The oakes too bote Ibefbimef bearti, 
While the dark vase that bald Gm 
Did of Etmsoaa fsbrio ooeaa. [oteom 
— And now a glove tlw widowdrep^ 
When up in baste the dooter popp’d, 
To give book with an eager gceee^ 

Zhi ftUen tdfle to its pleei^ 
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When the bIooI tripp'd and threw him Unlen you can procure me one 
o’er To mourn the misohief I have donei 

Tn sprawling length upon the floor ; Where I may seat me and repenti 
The tripod dso sought the ground In form of awkward penitent” 

The goats and satyrs lay around, — The Dame exclaim’d, with uplift 
And China’s broken forms display’d As if in rapt’rous eostacy, [eye, 
The ruin which his fall had made. ” 0 bravo, Doctor, 0 what wit I 
— ^Ma’am to the bell plied euoh a How nicely too you manage it ! 

stroke, All the best China I’ve in store 

That the rich silken cordage broke. I’d willing see upon the floor ; 

And pale-fao’d maids came rushing in 0 it would be a trifling price 
To know what caus'd the mighty din. To make the paltry saorifice, 

The Doctor rose, confus’d, amaz’d, If but my fancy would toko wing, 

And on the shatter’d ruins gaz’d, And make me say so good a thing ! 

When he exclaim’d, ** The best design But wit like your’s is never taught, 
Doth often meet a fate like mine I” Hor can with power of gold be bought ; 

But soon the sage was kindly greeted ’Tis genius of tho happiest nature 
And soft consoling words repeated. That of this gift is the creator; 

** 0 be not at this bustle griev’d But she forgot, as you may eee, 

If you no mischief have receiv’d, To give the awak’ning charm to me* 

If safe in hand, if safe in arm, Hence ’twould be venial if from yon 

Lot not your looks express alarm : 1 could purloin a flash or two, 

0 never, never mind the rest, To keep for use and lively play, 

And bo not, Doctor, so distrest I Upon some chosen gaudy day.” 
Genius does awkward things they That quiet i^irit call’d selMovs^ 

say, — So apt the human breast to move, 

I’m doing them, aye, ev’ry day : Began a little pUoe to find 

And, when that you riiall know me Within the Doctor’a wav’ring mind; 

better. And, if it did not tom them out, 

You’ll find in me, Sir, h la lettre^ Was prone to oalm each rising donbt ; 

What Pope so honours with applause. While the wann aeiise of oonaoious 

That temper which, whato’er thecause, pride 

Ne’er makes complaint, nor ftowns, Incdin’d him to the flatt’ring side 
nor squalls. Of what the smiling Widow spoke^ 

E’en though the fkv’rite ohina fliBs. Whether in earnest or in joke. 

But to dii^ your startled care He now a sofa’s comer grac’d, 

In the next room we’ll seek a chair, OnthesanloaidetheDamowasplad’d, 
BbooIiub’ ,aelf shall meet yon Though to some distance she retir’d, 
there.” Peavo^ As dmste, dsooroas Ibrm reqnirid. 

A idisir,” said Syntax, “by your la gilded fteme there hung bsftwesa, 

1 wfU with your oommendA veoeive, Frm Titian’a hand, a fhv’iits seeas^ 
But, pleeee you, rU exouse the etool Where yonng Adonis did appear;— 
Whiflheaqrdaethi»to|daytlmflm], Afaoeriehiadetewa’dftapeiatodapi^^ 
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Wlifle ’neath tho aiUcea folds belund 
The doting Yenns loy reclin’d. 

The Lady oast her eyei aboye 
Ai if ihe view’d the Queen of Love, 
Then to her nde a look she threw, 
Where she had Syntax in her view: 
But it was rather to explore 
The heads of Syntax and the boar, 
Wlien whim, endeavour’d if it oould, 
To And out a similitude. 

While her gay fancy strove to rig 
The beast’s head in a parson’s wig. 
•<-Saiiie little ohit-ohat ’bout the arts. 
But not a word as yet of Hearts 
Of ling’ring time fill’d up the measure, 
Till supper waited Madam’s pleasure, 
Which was in tasteful order set 
In on adjoining cabinet. 

Whose olassio paintings like the rest, 
The genius of the ploM oonfest. 

— ^Two Baoohanalian infants lay 
Upon a tiger’s skin at play, 

Beneath an overdiadowing vine 
Around the elm whose branches twine, 
And purple dusters hang between 
To give a riohness to the scene ; 
Wl^ views of wood and water-fall 
Are scatter’d o’er the crimson well : 
But Syntax look’d to satisfy 
His palate rather than his eye. 

And that eye was dispos’d to stare 
When it behdd the bill of fisre. 

One didi a single pigeon grac’d, 
On t’other aide thrM larks were 
]^’d; 

A tart, about two inches square 
Gut out and Ihdiion’d like a star, 
Potatoes too, idoet niody roasted. 

The produce wldchhergaidenboasted, 
And, in the midst^ the eye to ^eaae, 
A milk-white liUiputian dieese, 
Were a)l arrang’d in order due, 
dad look'd so pretty to the view. 


The Dootor, who so long had fasted, 
Nor since ’twas noon a morsel tasted, 
Besides he had kiok’d down his tea, 
Beheld this festive symmetry 
Deck’d out in ell the simple cost 
That Wedgewood’s Pottery oould 
boast, 

In hungry fury, almost able 
With the scant meal to eat the table i 
Nay, while the pui^ bits die carv’d 
Poor Syntax Ikr’d he should be 
starv’d. [cheer’d 

The wine was call’d, the summons 
His spirits till the wine appear’d. 
Two minniken decanters ^one, 

Like twenty prisms form’d in one : 
Nay, with such lustre did they shine, 
The eye oould soaroe disoem the wine. 
And quite perplex’d his eager sight, 

; To know if it were red or white. 

The Hostess fill’d her ready glass, 
And did the health to Syntax pass ; 

It held what might just wet her lip. 
But was not large enough to sip. 
Then, with *<Bon Soir” her’ guest 
she greeted, 

And he the deepy toast repeated : 
But the cheering hopes were o’er. 

The gay decanters h^ no more. 
<*rm tir’d with our sheep-phearing 
feast,” 

She said, ‘^and long for balmy rest. 
Hence, Sir, yon will exonse my dreasi 
As I’ve just been a diepherdess ; 

And therefore suited my azray. 

To the employment of ^e day, 
To-morrow I’ll put on my bed;, 
la honour of my honour’d guest” 
She order’d then her chamber light, 
Widi’d calm repoae end bade godd 
night 

TheDootorlbllow’dUii^ 

At Imving bceg w taw a 
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The feiit whidi moy’d hit humUad 


finngrjr and aofe with difoontent. 

He growl’d and mutter’d as he went, 
*<Of starring jokes, I’ll mako her sidt, 
And faith I’ll play her triok for triok, 
Before to-morrow’s course is mn, 

I will return her fun for fun : 

And may my hopes all go to pot, 

If my resentment is forgot.” 

Poor, anxious Pat, hegg’d leare to 
know, [so ; 

What seem’d to plague his Ecv’renoe 
Nor did his kind enquiries fail 
Of hearing the droll, starving tale. 
’Tis strange,” he in this way re- 
plied, 

** For I, Sir, thought 1 diould have 
died. 

Of roast and boil’d, of bak’d and fried : 
Not snoh a kitohen, one in twenty. 

So oramm’d with overflowing plenty. 
But just permit me to observe, 

Your Bev’renoe surely need not starve ; 
You may defy, though you’ve forgot, 
The utmost spite of spit and pot : 

For safe within your great-ooat pocket 
As big os any two-pound rocket, 

A fine Bologna is well- stow'd 
By way of prog upon the road ; 

And many a biscuit too pack’d up. 

On whidi your Bev’renoenowmay sup. 
Nor do I think that 1 shall fail 
To get a jug of foaming ala.” 

He said, and soon the ide ador’d, 
The sight the Dootor’s spirit cheer’d, 
And tb complete his well-laid plot, 

A nice dean pipe he also got ; 

Nay muse, some high drj’d weed he 
hronght, [nought 

Without whidh pipes are good for 
The Baasago gave its poignant dioa, 
The hisouit too was very nioa ; 

Be gave a whifE^ the ale he qneiTd, 
imd at the Widows hanguet kogh’d : 


pride, 

Now shook with mirth his aohing side. 
Thus with these means of oonsolation, 
And onre of thought that brings 
vexation, 

Syntax dismiss’d his faithful valet 
To snore the night out on bis pallet, 
While in arm-obair, with half shut 
eye, 

He spoke a brief soliloquy. 

“ Thou welcome tube, to whom be- 
longs 

To make the mind forgot its wrongs, 
Thou bid’st my keen resentment oease 
And yield to harmony and peace I 
The Widow’s mischief now is o’er, 
And I shall frown and fret no more ; 
But arm myself with watohfril oare, 
To frdl into no other snare ; 

Nay, if her genins should sneoeed. 

I’ll Ud good humour meet the deed ; 
And let her frolic and her joke, 

If she must have then,— e^ in 
f mohe /” 

At length he ftlt *twas timetoreet. 
And Morpheus claim’d him as his 
guest. 

When in due time, reflmih’daad gay, 
He hail’d the promise of the day, 
i And in the book-room law disi^’d, 
The luxury of breakfturt laid. 

His eyes now joyous wander’d er 
The oontraet ii the night before; 

The tea in frrograat fruaea asocndiii 
The lister eoi^ too attends. 

While many a siabkiiig cake appeom 
In hnttar oona’d o^er head and ears ; 
BeH’d egge, slifd beef and dainty 

iBTttt him to mw. mlid pUUag^ 

Wha. hMNJ ddWMH tMto, 

Ada. OTWtatmto th. mm’t rqtol. 
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But Syntax here was all alone, 

Fot Madam did not rise till noon ; 

So that there were no forms to tease 
him, 

And he might take whate’er might 
please him : 

Nor did he the fEur choice refuse. 

He pleas'd his taste, he read the news, 
Xhen search'd the w^-rang'd shelves, 
to find 

A classio breakfast fbr his mind. 

He now took Ovid and Lucretius 
To con o’er what those Poets teach us. 
That if he should be left alone 
‘W'ith this same Madam Omicron 
He might th’ importantquestionmove, 
Of the Philosophy of Lo\c ; [stood : 
And find, at least, how all things 
If with success she might be woo’d. 
Or, as he thought, if he should be 
A play-game to her vanity : [him, 
Though, if her fancy should not choose 
Her fine vagaries might amuse him. 
At all events, he was prepar’d 
To take what fortune diould award. 
The Dame, howe’er, he did not see. 
Till the house-dock had sounded 
three. 

Bhe now appear’d in all her pride 
Of figure and of ton beside : 

Her form was fine, for plastic nature 
Had work’d with pleasure on her 
stature. 

Of those bright, heav’nly rivals three, 
Who call’d on Paris to decree 
The envied ap^ form’d of gdd. 

The Dame seem’doastin J uno’smould, 
^ To whom ’tis by the Poets given 
To wear the breeobese’enm Heaven^ 
And Madam, as.her lieighbours sing, 
Would do on earth thesdf-same thing. 
Grond, fhU of animated grace, 
Ttodmsta’dsnileplny’donherii^ 


And though Old Time, that scurvy 
follow. [mellow ; 

Had brought her to be more than 
Yet taste and art contriv’d to shade, 
The inroads which his hands had made. 
The Doctor view’d her to and fro, 
And ey’d her form from top to toe ; 
Transfix’d ho stood by wild surprise, 
Told by bis tongue and by his eyes, 
And stammer’d, for be scoroe could 
speak, 

A lino in Latin, Aen in Greek ; 

Nay told her that she rivall’d Eve 
Who did from Milton’s strains receive 
That praise, that dwells on ev’ry 
tongue 

And has by many a Muse been sung. 
The thought with fiatt’ring brilliance 
shone, [oron : 

And more than pleas’d Ma’am Omi- 
For though each sdf-prevailing 
thought 

Was with a lurking laughter fraught, 
Yet her heart aim’d not at oonoealing 
A pleasure at the Doctor’s feeling ; 
Who from his lips as well as ej^e, 
Gave fuel to her vanity. 

Her thanks with so much grace were 
given, 

That Syntax got half-way to HeaTen ; 
Nay, bia heart beat with auidi ddigbt, 
He fhnoied he had got there quite. 
She now propos’d a garden walk, 
Where in sweet sentimental talk, 
They might the aun-Bhine hours oom 
Bume, 

Till summon’d to the eatmg-ioom. 

0 plaintive Hammondj how hi 
sh^es,” 

SaidSyntax, **intlioseeharming lines, 
** How sweet to wind akmg ^ ood 
xetreati [^; 

lohMkandgaie on Mm as 1 
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To mingle sweet disoonise witli 
kisses sweet, 

And teach my lovely sdiolar all I 
know.’* 

Bhebow’d, and witha side-long glance, 
Threw the poor Doctor in a trance, 

In which he felt strong in<dination. 
To hint at Love’s o’erooming passion ; 
But still he folt afraid to stir, 

Till he receiv’d a hint from her. 

They gain’d the slope, they sought 
the glade. 

Or, seated ’neath the beeohen shade. 
They search’d those principles of taste, 
Which to Elysium turn the waste ; 
Here make the crystal waters flow 
Or dash from heights on rooks below. 
And there erect the portico ; 

Or oolumn raise, or sink the grot. 

But ne’er let nature bo forgot, [rove. 
Through fragrant shrubberies they 
Bat not a word was said of Love. 

Till they approach a basin’s side. 

In whose transparent waters glide 
The fish who their bright forms dis- 
play’d. 

In gold end silver scales array’d. 

« I do not Of Haroissus did, 

Of whom in okssio tale we read,” 
Syntax exclaim’d, with flmd delight, 
1 view not in the mirror bright, 

My meagre aelf; a form divine 
Does in the liquid crystal shine. 

Ah 1 lAdy, and 1 fed it true, 

The di#d^ steak its charm from you I 
Hare wbuld It May when you were 

And thus be seen when you are flown. 
Here would I ask a cot, and gaxe 
T!inu|^ the Idess^d remnant of my 
days.” 

Bet on the viiicn too intent, 

O^ar the fieen brink he benf| 


And sudden dash'd into the watci , 
While Ma’am ran off to hide te 
kughter, 

And send her household to await 
The Doctor in his dripping state: 

But the mirror was so shallow 
There was no room to sink or wallow ; 
And without aid he soon was seen 
Shaking his wet legs on the green ; 
But Pat, his ready help applied, 

And soon each moisten’d part was 
dried. 

The dinner was a plenteous feast. 
Where ov’ry varying dish was best, 
And Bacchus in the realms above 
Ne’er furnish’d better wine for Jove. 
Thus having had his fill of both, 

And all was mov’d off with tho cloth ; 
Thought Syntax, ** I’m not such a fbol 
To let a dip my courage cool : 

Besides, with Heaven’s own vintage 
warm’d, 

I feel that I am doubly arm’d. 

And will not any longer wait, 

Totry my chance and know my flite.’’ 
But while he his best looks prepar’d 
To see what fortune mi^t award, 

Ho was address’d in gentk tone, 

And ask’d by Mrs. Omieron, 

If by hk logic he could prove. 

Where was the real seat of li^e; 
And begg’d that philosqphio spirit 
Whidi Fame allow’d him to inherit^ 
To fix and settle her opinion 
As to its rights end its dominion. 

— Thk was the topk which he sought^ 
Andsuohthe doofr^whid&he taught 
— Lnoretina, now befixre me, mye 
(A poet whom ell lovers praise) 

That Love is seated in the liver, 
XbattberetheBovexhaiistibkqidm; 
Wlpk Ovid sings it is die heart 
la idiieh he eime to dip hk devt : 
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For me I know not how to traoe it, 
XJnloss ’tie where you chooso to place 
it.” 

“ Pooh ! pooh !” die said, “ Pm grown 
80 stupid, 

As to forget the laws of Cupid ; 

Nay, haying lov’d a husband ouoe, 

I am become so great a dunce, 

That now I think ’twould be in vain, 
Howe’er I strove,— to love again.” 

** Nonsense I” th’ enliven’d sage re- 
plied, 

** Take my experience for your guide ; 
No greater weakness than to mourn 
And weep beside a husband’s um ; 
Believe me ’tis an idle whim, 

When you’ve your duty done to him, 
Not such an useless grief to smother 
And do that duty to another. 

Still while the form of beauty lives, 
And the cheeks’ roseate glow survives ; 
While sympathetic feelings warm. 
And hope and fear may wake alarm. 
It is the sober call of reason, 

To cull the fruitage of the season, 

To love again, again to 000 
And wed, — as you and I might do.” 

He paus’d, — a willing ear he lent 
To hear his hope’s accomplishment. 
But Ma’am said nought — though 
that’s consent. 

He thought, if but the adage old 
Does a decided truth unfold ; 

At least he chose thus to infer 
And be self-love’s interpreter : 
Ihaagh, seem this charm the Lady 
broke, 

And thus with serious aspect spoke* 
The dream in which your fandea 
shine, 

Will never ^ a dream of mine. 

No, ne'w again my heart will prove 
The pleasuree or pains ef love ; 


Whether ’tis in the heart or liver, 

I defy Cupid and his quiver. 

But I may not disdain the hour 
Which bears me into Hymen’s bower. 
But then it will be reason’s care 
To lead me as a votary there ; 

And all that I shall look to find 
Will be the Husband of my mind. 

Or be he fat, or be ho thin. 

Whether his long and pointed chin 
Appears as if i^mCant to rest 
Upon the onshion ef his chest. 

Or if his prolongated nose 
Should guard his > grinning month 
from blows, 

Whether the one or t’other eye 
Or both indeed should look awry, 

I care not,— ’tis his sense refin’d. 
And chaste decorums of the mind. 
Which will my inclination move 
To join in pure, seraphic love.” 

I The Doctor wonder’d at the whim, 

I But it might be a hint to him. 

So, on his steady purpose bent, 

He still pursued his oigument. 

— ^He reason’d long, hs reason’d deep, 
He reason’d till she fell asleep : 
lie saw indeed her eyes were dos’d, 
Though he ne’er f^oied that 
dos’d, [course, 

But thought she took this blindfold 
To give attention greater foree. 

The tea and rattling China’s sound, 
Now woke her from her deep profound ; 
But 'twas again to hear him prove, 
What anoient Bards had sung of Love^ 
And what Philosophers bad wrote, 
He did not fail wi^warmtii to quota: 
The subject was not of her ohoosing. 
But still she found the Sage amusiag: 
Soienoe and wit be diil combine, 

Till the turret-dock stmek nine, 
When there appear’dtfaeev’nlag wini^ 
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Instant she rose and aeia’d the Ught^ 


TVith season’d sandwiches to boot, 
That would the nioest palate suit 
—To the muse it is not known 
Whether it wore ttom frolio done, 

The Dootor’s high-flown thoughts to 
quioken, 

And cause the eveximg plot to thicken, 
But the round tray did not resort 
To the dull flow of humble port, 
Inspiring champagne, sparkling, 
bright, 

Was the rich order of the night, 
When Syntax, having wet his whistle. 
Seiz’d on the high-wrought, fam’d 
epistle 

Which Sappho to her Phaon wrote : 

A poem far too long to quote, 

But, mov’d by the empassion’d verse 
That did the lover’s pains rehearse. 

Or whether the enUv’ning juice 
Had made his spirits too profuse, 

The Widow felt the gay Divine 
Dispos’d to act the libertine ; 

And therefore thought it time to rule 
His wilfhlness to play the fool. 

Doctor, you just now talk’d of 
livers, 

Of bleeding hearts andCupid’squivers: 
But you would make me to suppose 
Love mokes his entry at the toes. 

Or wherefore do you thus incline 
To let your broad foot press on mine. 
For shame. Sir, you who court the 
Osaoes. 

Tour ftot axe in improper places; 
Why, my good fttond, it is most 
shocking, 

You’ll mb the Une, Sir, off my 
stockiiig, 

Susan, I’m sure, wIH look askew. 

If on the olooks, she chance to view 
The -symptoms of your awkward 


« ’Tis time,” she said, to say good;- 
night” 

” Good-night,” inrapturehe repeated, 
AndthoBhisharrying Hostess greeted ; 

But e’er yon go, 0 let me sip 
Th’ ambrosial sweetness of your lip 
One warm salute he stole no more. 
Though he attempted holf a score : 
But she her open hands applied 
To his lank cheeks, on either side. 
Then gave his ears a wringing pull, 
Twitch’d his long nose, and rapp’d 
his skull, 

Turn’d his fine wig all o’er and o^er. 
And brought the hinder part before ; 
Blow out the light, and off she went, 
As if on bitter vengeance bent 
” Susan,” she said, ’’myrev’rend 
spark 

Is left completely in the dark ; 

So get a hght, that he may clamber 
With all attention to his chamber ; 
Then give him to his servant’s ears. 
That he may do no misbhief there,” 
Susan obey’d, but scream’d to see 
Suoh an alarming effigy. 

Then the recover’d Syntax said, 

«< Tell me, I pray, my pretty nudd, 
With wh^ your mi str e ss is possest 
That thns she traata hsr xerv’xind 
guest." 

” Lord, Sir, believe me ’tis no mote 
Than she has often done beAne ; 

One of my Lady's lively 8ix% 

For die’s gone laughing up ihB stain 
To her own room to say her pn^n.” 
”WeU,”he then thoughl, ”1 wfll 
vefriin 

From ssBss of wrong* m e’er com- 
plain: 

Sim wiU not, I ninr thiift:, 
Xysofll’iiiigiftem hmdong}il|h^^ 
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And BB she laaghB, I will not ory ; 
fike’ll keep the eeoret, — so will I.” 

He now approach'd his welcome bed, 
But ’ere he laid his aching head, 

Pat was inform’d at early hour, 

He should proceed upon his Tour. 
But yet he did not like to go, 
'Without returning blow for blow, 
Hot 08 a fretful, angry stroke. 

But half in earnest, half in joke : 
And thought he could not do it better, 
Than by an unexpected letter. 

His was a riiort, disturb’d repose. 
When from a silken bed he rose, 

Just with the sun ho then began, 
And thus the sly epistle ran. 


Madam, 

With all regard that’s due 
1 offer these few hints to you ; 

The best return that I con make. 

And which you will in kindness toke, ! 
For all your laughing, quizzing, | 
eating, | 

Not to forget the precious beating. 
Which, such was your correcting zeal, 
As 1 now write, 1 stiU can fool. 

Last night, 1 know, 1 ploy’d the 
fool. 

And serr’d to wake your ridicule : 
Your wit, your wine, your gay pre- 
tences, 

Must have depriv’d me of mj senses. 
Or surely, 1 should ne’er have done, 
‘What 1 now blush to think upon. 
Could I suppose, when 1 came here, 
That one l&e me had aught to fear f 
Say, could 1 think of aughtsoriiooking 
As modk’ry dad in asure stookiDgr 
The Muses and the Gmoee too 
I thought to ^ in ^farter Uu^ 


That which old proverbs do maintain, 
Is never known to bear a stain. 

And, with my sable rev’rend hue 
The chasten’d fancy might review 
An union rare of black and BLUE. 

I hop’d to list beneath the banners 
Of high wrought mind and graceful 
manners 

All which enliven’d I should see 
With philosophic pleasantry. 

While hearts ^genial might consent 
To join in tenarest sentiment. 

— Such were my hopes, nor need I tell 
What fortune those some hopes bclull. 
Fine taste and elegance 1 own 
I look’d for in Ma’am Omicron, 

And they I know might suited be 
To deck, as I had hop’d to see, 

The most refin’d simplicity. 

Bui lo, there enter’d in its stead, 
'What you’ll remember, while youroad, 
Well manag’d trick and ready laugh- 
ter, 

Nor will I tell what follow’d alter, 
For 1 can only take for granted. 
That, by some art, 1 was enchanted. 
— And now, as 1 am taking leave. 
Deign, my kind counsel to receive ; 
You laugh at others, and what then P 
They may return the laugh again. 
How ready’s your sarcastio word. 
With riie’s a fright, and he’s absurd I 
But while At others’ faults you frown, 
Think you, alas, that you have none P 
’Tis time, if I have eyes to see. 

To quit your frisky mockery. 

In five years you’ll be foriy-three! 
That secret I’ve contriv’d to tneeii 
Besides the dial on your face, 

Believe me, Madam, tella as true . 
As any housriudd clock can do. 
Youth may be pardon’d when it plies 
Its soft or sprightly ooqpetrias^ 
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And eyen be allow’d to bear 
The flattery which i,ourt6 its ear. 
Indeed, I’m not bo idly bold, 

As e’en to hint that you are old, 

Yet I can ne’er allow my tongue 
To err, in saying you are young. 
Your beauty, though onoeoverflowing, 
Ib like an auction lot— a going : 

In vain, Ma’am, you may scold and 
frown, [down. 

Time’s hammer Boon will knock you 
And 1 do not furbode a stir. 

Of who will be the purohaser. 

Why, think you, that I oould not see, 
Midst all my words’ embroidery, 

You wear a Wig, — as well as me P 
Nay, 1 oould name a striking feature 
That’sdeok’d by artand not bynaturc, 
Though such your taste, 1 do confess, 
When, in the splendid show of dress, 
So wcU trick’d up your form appears, 
You lose full half a dozen years. 

But yet 1 own the radiant eye 
Which still may wake th’ admiring 
sigh ; [alarm. 

Whose stem look still may cause 
And whose soft, smiling beams may 
oharm, 

Nay, I with warm assent allow. 
While I with ready homage bow, 
That you possess the mental grace, 
That in your character I trace 
A miad with ample powers endued, 
To p^ue the learned and the good. 
Let then your aNeetations cease, 

GWo j^, do good, and lire in peace. 
--Quit then, O quit your Giroe’a Art, 
By whi^ youplayatreaeh’ronapaitl 
0 leaye the witoh’ry of her school, 
Bor tom a wise aaa to a fooll 


Strive from all whims your to 
flee. 

And think not, yon e’er laugh’d at me. 
—Thus 1 present my farewell warn- 
ing, [MOBNINO. 

And to yonr night-oap bid aooD- 
With all regpird yonr virtues claim, 
I humbly sign my humbled namo, 
SYNIAX. 


Thus os he did the letter fold, 

“I may,” bethought, ''have been too 
bold, 

But have I not been as severe 
On my own folly as on her P 
If I can oheok these wayward tricks, 
And her flne understanding fix, 

(Fond Nature's gift improv’d by art,) 
And give right impulse to her heart ; 
—If 1 can damp her lively gloory, 

In ohaunting forth my silly story, 

To make the grave Blue Storidnge 
laugh, [qualT, 

While they their eveuing h^'rage 
And that their meeting may be jolly. 
By heighten'd piotuzea of my My, 
This letter, thus well understood, 
May prove the souroe of real good.” 

Now, withasortofdoubtftil whistle, 
He wafer’d dose his warm epistle, 
And without pause, he thought it best, 
To leave the letter thus address’d: 

»Tbis packet Bnaaa’e bid to tak% 
When Madam eh oosea to awake.” 
This done he did no longer wait, 
Pniioh ready etood;— he monntad 
straight, 

And tnttod tebUy gtlt. 
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N OW Syntax, as it miglit be 
thought, 

To Borious contemplation wrought, 

By all he had ao lately seen, 

Nay what he had ao lately l^n, 

That there was matter to anpply 
Twelve milea of good aoliloquy. 

But he wish’d not his mind to fix 
On the strange widow and her tricks : 
For though as he employ’d the key 
T* unlock the gates of memory, 

Some motley whimsies might appear, 
Which had found a sly comer there, 
And would awake a sense of mirth ; 
Yet he must feel that they gayebirlh 
To certain interludes beside. 

Which serv’d to wound hds solemn 
pride: 

For though so pure might be his aim, 
Befieotion gave him much to blame; 
And ’stead of furnishing content. 
Still oonscienoe whisper’d him, Re- 
pent. 

Thus in the struggle to forget 
The being caught within the net. 
Where nought that he had hop’d was 
gain’d. 

Nor e’en the dightest good obtain’d, 
Of all his usual life bereft, 

He neither look’d to right or left, 
Nor down to earth, nor towards the 
spheres, 

But onward ’tween his horse’s ears. 
Where to a point his eyes he brought, 
Which, thc^h wide open, yet saw 
nought; 

A situation often known 
To thoughti when it is loft alone. 


At length the pensive Doctor doz’d, 
And both his eyes were quickly dos’d ; 
For a soft, all-subduing sleep 
Did on his senses gently creep, 

And Pat, a faithful servant he, 

Did on this sle^^ky point agree. 

This page attempts not to explore, 
As ^sop did in days of yore, 

How beasts, and birds, and reptiles 
thought, 

And by what potency were taught 
To think and speak, and act like men, 
Which they don’t now,— if they did 
then. [vapour. 

Monkeys, it seems, might grin and 
There out a joke, here out a caper ; 
The Lion might be call’d to rule, 

An Elephant might keep a school; 
The Snake, with gratitude at strife, 
Might strike at his preserver’s* life ; 
While from base, mean and selfi^ 
ends, 

TheHare might loseher many friends ; 
And thus the animals dupenie 
The sterling mles of oommon-sense. 
But well-fed Pundi was form’d bj 
nature, 

A mere instinotive, useful creature; 
Who on the road or in the stable, 
Would not have answer’d for a frbto; 
Sure-footed, subject to no whim, 

^d sound alike iu wind and Baibi 
Who both the whip and apnr obey’d^ 
In the proportion they were laid; 
But if be happen’d not Ao fiad 
An angiy hi^ from thong or atesli 
He degrees would iddM USl 
T adopt the gallop of u oudl. 



txr sMasoA oPa wi3hL 


•tnst nov, ih«n, it may 1 m miiipos’d 
D'liat, nrhile his drowsy rider doz’d, 
Ho thought he had a right to go 
As blow as any horse oohld do : 

But still he’d change his forward way, 
To eat a passing oart of hay, 

Or to the right or loft would pass, 

To snatch a tempting tuft of grass. 
The sun grew hot and Punch was dry, 
A rippling brook was running by : 
Towards the clear stream his way he 
bent, 

Snuff’d the cool air, and in he went ; 
When, after haying drank his fill. 

His feet wero cool’d, and he stood still ; 
When, feeling neither whip nor spur. 
He thought there was no hint to stir. 
Pat did the self-same footsteps trace, 
And his horse sought the self-same 
place. 

Thus, side by side the cattle stood. 
Knee deep yrithin the crystal fiood ; 
While fast asleep the riders sat, 

The Doctor here, and there was Pat ; 
And how long on the riyer’s lap [nap, 
They might haye thus enjoy’d their 
It is not worth the while to guess, 

It would, of course, be more or less; 
But a tinker on his ass, * 

Happ’ning that mom, t^tiray to pass, 
Co^d not but think it rather droll 
To see them sleeping cheek by jowl : 
Kor oould he oheok his rude gruff 
laughter, 

To hetjr them SDosing e’er the water: 
Then with a piece of solid metal, 

Be strooik with fiirce a hollow kettle, 
And instant tibe resounding stroke, 
The master and! his yalet woke: 

With the sudden noise they started, i 
And fhm their WBifry atation ported. 
Tlw 9oete thought a shot was Arad, 
And from 4rhat quartor be ang^ 


The tinker said, ** Ton needaot Ibar, 
No enemy, good Bir, is here: 

I teiyel all the country round. 

To fill up holes, where holes abound, 

I am a tray’ling tink’ring stranger, 
Who thought, Sir, that you were in 
danger ; 

For had you met au oyerthrow 
In the mill-dam that ia below, 
’Twould haye been labour oU in Tain, 
To got your honour out again : 

And as I oould not reach to shake you, 
I made the noise I did to wake you.” 
thank you, friend,” the Doctor 
said, [paid; 

Kindness like yours should be re* 
It is a debt I freely own. 

So, Patiick, giye him half-a-erown.” 
Poor Tink’ring Tom waa quite de* 
lighted. 

Who looked not to be thna requited, 
For all he did, and all he i^ke, 

Was in the way of sau^ joke: 

But so it yras, and off he want, 
Singing his way with loud content ;*«> 
While his brass kettles tM the tale^ 
As they resounded 1hrou|A ^ 

** How hmg,” says Pat, wa might 
haye stay’d 

In the quick waters^ mnniBg shade, 
And why my brown horse and yauf 
mare 

Chose to take a positimi theia, 

Now Pm awaken’d, makes me stare: 
For howBoe’er we slept or dos’d 
An* please you, Sir, our eyes were 
clos’d.” [fool; 

**Pat,” said the Doelor, *’yea’fa n 
The mom was hot, the riyer cool, 
Tha beasts ware early out and diy, 
And dzowqr too, like you and I, 

Per I throughout the iii|A^ hefra^ 
Had not slept out aseae nd hour; 
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— But let us on our jotuney haste. 
The hveakfost-tinie advances fast, 
And Tve within a certain power 
That tells it me beside the hour. 

Nor must you, Pat, forget to rig 
In its first honours, my last wig. 
Renew its ourls, and thus restoxe 
Its form to what it was before ; 

Its air Canonio was beset 
By that vain, whimsical Coquette, 

To whom I owe resentment yet ; 
Though, as a Christian, it were bettei 
To forgive her and forget her.’* 

Thus as he reason’d to and fro. 

Not yet determin’d what to do, 

He reach’d a pretty town, whose name 
Does not possess l^torio fame. 

But boasts an inn which Syntax blest 
For morning meal and weloomo rest. 
The wig, with aB due diill repair’d, 
The chin dismantled of its beard, 

His whole extenor made as smart 
As could be done by Patrick’s art. 

He set oflf, with design to call. 

Ere the sun set, at Tulip-Hall, 

And on the way his mind supply 
With gen’ral terms of Botany ; 

Gall on his mem’ry to review 
Whate’er he once of Flora knew ; 
Then add sweet, sentimental bloom, 
A type of offerings yet to come. 

And with such fragrant hope prepare 
A wdoone from the fiowery Fair. 

Thus as ha thought a voioe bdiind 
Wbiohseem’d to loadthe pandUgwind, 
Ezdaim’d— **What, Dootov,isit youf 
Hy eyw^ I thaiih tbm, tiU m» tm 
And pray aooept my solemn greeting, 
At such an mmstfa rt ad maat^.” 
filyntan leplhil, ^ Dm aama leoeive, 
Whioh 1 to IMff d'utap giviL’’ 

•p-It tam’d out that their Jonm^ lay. 
For iot*mlttilas,1li0 seifrsame way. 


When the Physician thus began 
To tell his visit and its plan. |teow 
” Capias, the Lawyer, whom you 
Left business some few years ago : 

In short ho now has given up thinking 
Of nought but eating and of drinking. 
Nay onoe a fortnight ’tis at least, 
That after some redundant feast, 

For me he in a hurry sends 
As one among his eldest friends, 

To ease his ovexibaded paunch 
Of what remains of ham and haunoh, 
And to exert my utmobt power 
His weaken’d stomach to restore ; 
But soon, alas, too soon I think, 

His food will be confin’d to drink. 
When he must yield to his disease, 
And I shall lose his gen’rous fees ; 
For I am not ashamed to tell 
The Lawyer pays the Doctor wdl. 
Forgot is his Attorney’s trim, 

His wary trioks are chang’d to whim. 
In stnooo’d eating-room he dines, 
But takes his glass with all his wines, 
And where to vary his regale,' 

The cask pours foiilL the foaming ale ; 
For to his cellar he descends 
And, ’neath its vaults he treats his 
There the ever-moving glass [friends ; 
Quiokens the hours as taey pass, 
While the tele, the joke, the song. 
The Baoohanalian feast prolong. 
There of his Yintage he’s profiise, 
And e’en if Bacchus were to choose 
Wherever he might ohaaoe to dine. 
With Capias he would take bis wtaSb 
Q, how I widi you would aftteud. 

This visit to my jovial frted ; 

To him, dear8ir,you’iu0ot a stnmgarf 
Nor will your virtaO lis la fissfor! 
He’H khi^y put you at yOor saia^ 
W^ him you’ll do just OrM yott 
please: 




THE CELIAR QUARTETTO 



m SMAnas of a wife. ^ 

Kny, ’twill amiue yon thus to mo I Bat thii wai not a tima iox tfitnitMir 


And hear, the itrange Tariety.” 

You know I’m not so yeiy nioe,” 
Baid Syntax, to pronounce it vice 
When frienda in mod’rate glaiMf join, 
And cheer their heart with gen'rona 
Booitil love appeara the best [wine ; 
When seated at the friendly feast, 
Nor can it wound a D.D.’s pride, 
When Fye an M.D. by my aide. 

I’ll therefore join this pleasant frolio. 
But, if I <dianoe to get the dholio 
You must, my learned friend, agree, 
To onre the pain without a frie. 

This, by the Doctors twain, agreed, 
Well-pleas’d they on their way pro- 
ceed. 

Capias, with smiles his guests receives, 
And a loud, hearty welcome gives; 
Nor did he cease repeated greeting 
Till dinner came,— and then to eating. 
Not a word pass’d but when he boasM 
The ven’son to a tom was roasted; 
And of the dishes, as they came, 

He told their excellence and name. 
The dinner o’ er with thanks to Heaven 
For all the vaiiout bounties given. 
The Bacchanalian suite atte^ 

And to the cellar they descend. 

In the vaulted cave benighted. 

Till 1^ suq^ded lanterns lighted. 
The enur’d blaze dispers’d t^gUm 
Of tlie subterranean roonL 
— Syt^ on all armmd him gaz’d, 
The mm he saw, the mm amaz’d; 
Bottlaa on bottlea Mcm’d to rim 
In ev*iy ^nnn, of ev’ry rise, 

And ea^, of )a^ leim shape, 
Birii with the juice of ev’ry giepe, 
Wm thm in obder due maintain’d 
By thirst luxnrimia to be drain’d. 
—Syntax now frit himself inriin’d 
T indulge the impnlae of his mind ; 


’Mid such a fearful threat of drinking. 
He now took the appointsd seat; 
Sm^ioious of the liquid treat, 
Resolv’d to keep his reason clear 
And watoh what might be doing there. 
—Capias exclaim’d, ** This is the toast, 
Whichin thisplaoe must rule the roast, 
And mygood friends. I’m sure, will see 
Its olaim to fair priority : 

I give the Law,— ‘ to that are owing 
The means to set them currents flow- 
ing:” 

He lou^y then prononno’d the word, 

I And straight the mby bumper pour’d. 
The Doctors both the reason saw 
Of his just preferenoe to Law. 
—Capias again flU’d up his glasi^ 

«« The second toast which 1 shidl pass 
Julep with pleasure will reorive, 

’Tis one that he himself would g^vc; 
Here’s PsTUC,— call’d the eye cl 
science, 

Life’s flrmest friend and beat rriiancis 
Without it, bddly I dedim 
I should not now be sitting bm, 
Thanks to the loaned Do^ tfam 
You both, I think, frrbode the ncx^ 

Or as a toast, or as a text; 

Though last, the bigbcit in degree, 

So now, I give DnmiRT.” 

Theflowingwina bmflmnda panaa; 
Capias talk’d hmdly an the laws ; 
When Jnl^, without vain pretence^ 
But with araady cloquiiio^ 

Duplay’d hie ariantifla knowledge, 

Aa a leaned* member of the Col^; 
Wbik fityutax riiol^pht fr beet would 
HiapriaillycilMtobomiita. [agit 
Kor did llw Lawyer now appear 
To wieh iiic Doetor’e though tokaar^ 
For rim be happen’d to be t kkikii g 
’Twaa time to taka again to diiriUngb 
19 
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“ To vhat we’v© drank, w© all agree, 
And now,” be aaid, “ I’llgiveall three, 
Law, Phybig, and Divinity 1 [ceaae, 
■—All toasting benoe, my fiiends, will 
And each may do as be shall please.” 

Syntax, who sat serenely by, 

Kept on bis glass a wary eye, 

Physician and bis Host 
Qtt# yivals as to drinking most ; 
yfimm the good-bnmour of the day 
SoemM to be mdlting fast away. 

** said Julep, *^ieoom- 

men^ 

Good Capias, as your zeal fdend. 
Prom tblB wild drinking to refrain, 
Kor let me oouneil yon in vain. 

Prom that vast pannob what ills betide 
As big os any cask beside youl [yon, 
Por, if yon thus go drinking on, 

I e’en must ta p that human tun.” 

— >*<Tap meP 1 then dball ne’er 
recover : 

Ko,” Capias said, ^<’twill soon be over : 
Life’s stream will quickly run to 

waste, 

Por what’s tapp’d here can never last ; 
Prom long expe4onoe 1 must own. 
Belly or oadc, ’twill soon bo gone. 
But, hark, you ignoramus elf^ [self I 
Peel your own paunch and tap your- 
And now I’ll ask the grave Divine, 
‘Which is the biggest, yours or mine !” 
— Yon, like the brethren of the law,” 
Cried Julep, << always find a flaw, 
And, as yon strive to patch it o’er, 
GonMve to make as many more. 

This history 1 have the power 
To lengthen out at least an hdur, 

Bnt ’twould be painfol to rehearse, 
So I will sing it in a verso, 

‘When the terrible Uwi 
Lays ita hoirible pawr 


On a poor man he’s sure to be undone ; 
Kay, ’twill oanse bis undoing 
And e’en prove bis min, 

Though as rich aa the Lord Mayor of 
London.” 

Your tricks,” said Capias, never 
cease 

To humbug health into disease : 

And thus yon find the wealthy ninnies, 
Who take voir pills and give you 
guineaf,' 

You know, old Ghilen, this is tme. 
And 1 can sing as w^ aa you. 

— Yon Dootors ne’er fail 
Whatever we ail, 

To talk us all o’er as yon please ; 
For whether you cure us, 

Or in ohurohyard immure us, 

’Tis the same,— you all pooket 
our fees!” 

Thus they drank and thus dieted, 
Thus they argued and oonfhted ; 
Thus they sang or strove id sing, 

It was much the self-same thing, 
With some little staimnering; 

When th^ d^t nor woke again, 

Till the stahle-dlook stnudc tan. 

Syntax to esoape was thinking 
From this beastly state of dzinldng, 
When he would almost have prelen’d 
A hog trough with the grunting hM; 
Nay, as he rather had a fbaling 
That deqpwaso’erhiBsensMitealiinf, 
He thought it better to mmovs 
To some sweet place el rest above; 
When, as Im tun’d bis heavy head 
He saw beliiid a npim qpcead, 
Attended by |ihoua$b|d dame ' 
Whom we diell new Bebeoea name. 
Thither he dragg’d Ids Wiodin oiniri 
And took a fix’d podtim thaler 
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To Becky’s hand he gave a squeeze, 
And thus addressed her, — “If you 
please, [cheese.” 

I’ll taste your teupting toasted 
“No, Bir,” die said, “here’s better 
picking, [chicken, 

Broil’d ham and a nice mushroom’d 
Bo season’d 1 should not be willing 
To swallow it for twenty shilling: 
Though as a relish, I can boast 
The making an anchovy toast : 

And something’s here with name un- 
civil, j 

For our cook ohristens it a devil.” 

A devil, in any shqpe, sweet maid, 
A Parson fears not,” Syntax said ; 

“ I’ll make him minc’d meat, ’tis my 
trade. 

But while your sav’ry bits I’m eating, 
Tell me what means this vaulM 
meeting P 

Whence oomes the whim and what’s 
the cause 

That moves this agent of the laws. 

To play a part that seems high treason 
Against t^ sovereign law of reason P” 
“ Through summer months it is his 
rule,” 

Beheoca said, “because ’tis cool— 

For the first hour of their dosoent 
’Tis aU kind words and complimenti 
But sure as my stool is a ba^, 

They first dispute, and then they 
quipml, [snore 

Thinski^ and waAce and anert and 
TiU ihiyt dear aauli^ can ditak no 

— Jtisi^efilo^toqn’^ 

WBh this supesfliioim simper mm; 
For, when heifora them 1 have placed 
it^ [tame it; 

BmVa Iflssa iho topsni they wfm 
And iddk deep, I leava the eats 
Tiignazd tfai dainties firam the la^ 


rpt 

But that self-same fat doctor fheie, 
Playi a dy game as I could swear: 
For though he end end 
sleeps, 

Yet he a oareful measure keeps ; 

For he oontrives to save his hos;^ 
And walks off steadily to bed ; 

While Mr. Capias, to his cost, 

Drinks till his ev’ry sense is lost, 
When all the household, while th^ 
bless him, [him. 

Bear him upstairs and there undress 
He wakes at mom with aching heed^ 
And rumbling stomioh over-M, 
When Jnlep seats him his bed. 
The pill, the purge, the powdersfidlow. 
Which he, alas, is doom’d to swaltoir: 
Then for a grumbling week fbiBOotoi 
fie does not use a gxtodjng tooth ; 

For nought is on the table eaM| 

But sago, broths end medieina. 
Indeed, whene’er his room I tMd« 

To ope the ourteins of his bod, 

I almost fear to find him dead. 

—The Doctor having done hie deed. 
Is by the grunting peltoiit toed, 

Takes leave enddi^ off, like a roshet^ 
With five Iroih gaineoatohii pocket’* 
SoidByutax, “’Tieawxetohedtigkl^ 
So let your toir hand tohe a light, 
And shew mo vdiere 1 laet to-nig^ ; 
For, wifheut any tonaol warning, 

I will ho off to*aBoiTew morning; 
And leave, sweat maid, my pione 
prayer, 

A tribute to janr gmoloni earot 
As eoen aa ooeka begin to araar, 

1 hope to be prepar’d to go.” 

But though iheae Uzda tbair maffpo 

Betorndi wakening hdl had moi^ 
It had not eferaak the aavanito hMr 
IHien ha was jegging on hie Ton% 
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Some milei they pass’d, but not a 
w<wd • 

The Doctor or his man preferr’d. 

At iength his Bey’renoe wish’d that 
< Fat 

Should let loose his amusing ohat 
Of what he did and what he saw, 
While they were with the man of law. 
— Whate’er,” he said, ‘‘ 1 look’d to 
■ee, 

Was just, Sir, what it ought to be. 

Bo kindly firs, Beoky chatter’d, 

And Oh, how Pat firom Cork, was 
flatter’d! 

Of the ^d things I had the best ; 
And, fJth, Sir, Tm not now in jest : 
For Mss. Beoky was so kind, 

Slit she, perhaps, might have a mind | 
In my warm heart to make a stir 
If I had been a widower ; 

For when I told her I was married, 

0 quite another &oe rite carried. 

And, please you. Sir, could it be 

shown 

That my sweet person were my own, 

1 could work up a bargain w^. 

As, if you please, 1 h^e to tell. 

I think ’tis true, or I mistake. 

That Beoky butters wril her cake ; 

So does whatever die may please, 

And she not only keeps ^ keys. 

Bat fisith nor does die think it worse 
She handles the dd lawyer’s purse. 
Besides whene’er he turns to day. 
And that die looks for ev’xy day, 
’Twas whisper’d in my ear that she 
EspedI qflood round Ugat^* 

Thus, whenhhigqadingoeesonk o’er. 
She ns^er trill fo to eervioe more. 

But be n oorid 3 % wesBhy wifs, 

And Ueiiiseme Mestvnen fur life ; 
Key, had 1 keen Awm mixriage Bee, 
I hm hein the happy he.’* 


He paus’d.— The Doctor ever kind. 
Who felt whst pass’d in Patrick’s 
mind. 

With smiling glance, gave this reply, 
” I do not wish just yet to die. 

Bub when, please Heaven, my oourse 
is run, 

And life’s appointed work is done, 
Patrick may find that Syntax knew 
His worth and could reward it too.” 
The honestdsllow touched his hat : 

I ’’ My heart now thanks you. Sir, for 
Pat.” 

He softly spoke, and breathed a sigh, 
Then drew his hand athwart his eye : 
And if ’twere ask’d what he felt there ; 
It might be said, a grateful tear. 

They joumied on, nor fut nor riow, 
But mudi as other people do ; 

And, at ante-dinner hour. 

Syntax was seated in a bower, 

For bower it was, though we must ooU 
The blooming mansion. Tulip Hall. 
Fresh, balmy-sweets were found to 
breathe 

Fromblushingvase orpendantwreath. 
While springing flowers of ev’iy dye 
Enchanted admiring 
Nor was this all, the landscape’s pride 
With the gay garden’s beauty vied : 
Wide-Bpreadmg groves with lawni 
between, 

In summer foliage grac’d the soene, 
And the glittering etreamlris j^^^y’d 
In eddiea through the sQany gla^ 
While flooka were eoatter’d ^ 

dele 

Where taUptneawhigper’din the grie^ 
And midway, inW riherallilii^ 
The dividM the diatant t!^ 

Ae IPjy nHx trgee 

Dm iAMmi M e* fl*** 
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m 


Wliich sho confirm’d with (dieering 


When, withqniokepoeoh tnd eprighi-^ 


voice: 

To see yon, Sir, I do r^oioe, 

Pleas’d too that you did not delay 
Your coming here beyond to-day : 

We want just sueh a man as you 
To please and to instiuot us too : 
hor 1 expect thxee charming neigh- 
bours 

Who aid mo in my floral labours : 

But 1 this counsel must impart; — 
Cast a blood buckler o’er your heart ; 
For ’tie my duty, though a stranger, 
To warn you of a certain danger* 
Thus you will, now, your mind prepare 
Out lively, social joys to share ; 
While 1 to-morrow shall decree 
To Flowers and to Philosophy. 

But as my toilette now attends 
To deck me out to meet my friends, 

I leave you, Sir, till I am dreat, 

To do whate’er may suit you best” 
Then from her breast-knot gay $he 
took 

A nosegay, and, with gracious look, 
This gift,” die said, ** 1 pray re- 
ceive, 

It is the sweetest I oan give.’* 
“Bay,” he npOed, “the gift I view, 
Is sweeter, ainos it came firam you.” 
And thus the young ae qaein t an o o 
grew. 

—The Bootor wp the viBgge walk’d. 
And with thngaimg peaaaata talk’^ 
W3ien ae^ ahweli rose m hia view, 
He thought tiwM was n parson too; 
So to the ’^ioaragls he hiedh 
Whem at the win^w ha espied 
A dasisel fbll of Johe and leni^tar. 
Who prat’d to hetbepanCB’sdenfli* 
tor. 

He with sespeefctol look and mkii, 
Ask’d H her ftriher emdd be aaan, 


ly eye, 

The &ir one hasten’d to reply, 

“I’m sorry you to-day ore eome, 

As my dear father ie from heme, 

Fur he is gone to take hia statiiNi 
At the Arohdeacon’i visitation.” 

“ Will you then say, my pretty dear! 
That Doctor Syntax has been hare, 
And if it is my lot to stay 
At Tulip Hall another day, 

If I to-morrow should remain, 

1 hope, sweet maid, to call ag^ : 

In the mean time, I pray reoeiva^ 

’Tie all, I fear, I hare to giro, 

These flowers, ia whose km art 
shown 

A native beauty like yonr dwa; 

And may it many a coming yeori 
In ell its present glow appear I” 

He did his fragrent gift preient, 

She revell’d in the ohanning se^ 
And smil’d a gratefol conpliinent. 
—A matron who was on tba watch, 
From upper window in the thatobi 
Thought it but propor to de a oaaid> 
And give the waniiiigs of a frind. 

“ I'm sister, Sir, to car Divine, 

Bay, that Miss, is a aiooeaf n^ 

I And much I wish to hind to yon, 
Whatmygoodbrtoha^aaatfwa nlddst 
That you mast year hoan 

To guard againataonaldddeB snare. 
By which yon may haeema tha tod 

Of Lady Tnl^a ridkmle: 

Far aha ddif^ti at tha expenai 
Of men of gravity and asnia, 

To make aoma aaaey trick piavaily 
And fiimiah ant a asany tol% 

In which har wiU-frd geaato itoto 
bine, 

Aad seandaLmangcfS hnm to jrito » 
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As by example will appear 
From the reoital you shall hear. 

** Last week, she had the art to moYe 
A neighb’zing ’Squire to offer love, 
Aud while upon 1^ knees he swore 
He loY*d as none e’er lov’d before, 

She aeream d aloud, while ’tis as cer- 
tain, 

!nffee HisieB hid behind the curtain, 
Hid with their added damours rouse 
The TariouB guardians of the house, 
*Who in the carpet did enfold him, 
And along the flooring roll’d him ; 
Then squatted on him, but no further, 
Asthey might run the risk of murther. 
Embrown’d with dust, ell hot and 
panting, 

Cursing the hour of his gallanting. 
How he reoorer’d, no one knows. 

But round the neighbourhood &ere 
goes, 

Or true or false, a curious story, 
Whidi I decline to lay before you : 
But wheresoe’er the ’Squire can move. 
He hears the tsle of making love ; 
And all repeat the carpet brawl 
That shook the floors of Tulip Hall. 
Now, diould this strange oapiidous 

Attempt on you same idle game. 

Let not, 1 beg, your patience leave 
you, 

Be ealsk, come have, end we’ll reodve 
you.” 

She Hoetor, tbus, was wdl prepar’d 

AadTi^en'h^ readi’d the hall, he 

fsand ,, 

W assssaidedinisaN nog’d aron^ 
tukdielher pra^ 
ts be witty. 

^dhwonaewiihtasteptepa^d, 
And its x«M baauti^ 


In the dessert fredi garlands bloom, 
Whose odours All the ambient room; 
And muoh he thought the coming 
hours, [flowers, 

Would blossom with Ihe world of 
Their classes, orders, native dyes, 
Thdr species and varieties. 

Their leaves, trunk, stem, supports, 
and root, [fruit;— 

Their flow’ring, ipith their seeds or 
He thought th^^QuldLinnoeus quote, 
AndallMissWakeneld speak by rote.* 
But not a word was said of flowers, 
No sweets were there, they dealt in 
sours ; 

For not a thought dismiss’d a sound 
But some known xiame receiv’d a 
wound. [see 

Among the grave tiu^ nought could 
But symbolB of hypo«%, 

While those whom megty fancy rules 
Were noisy and outragms fools ; 
The grave, the gay, the old and young, 
Felt the W malice of their tongue : 
And as for beauty, not a grace 
Was own’d to smile about the place* 
Tea came, nor did its cheering water 
Cheek themalignant, smashingBlaugh- 
tor; 

For BtQl they told of every fbnd 
That did distob the neighbourhood: 
The gossip’s tale, and en**^’# gall 
Besounded in the blooming h^— 
The sage benignant utter’d nought. 
But thus indulg’d the eeeret thought, 
<*Where all the fragtiiaft flow*reti 
Wow, [grow.” 

Bue, wunaweod, aetHea, ought to 
At liragth tlm tsaA of perfume 
Waa quitted the 

• jU aliiiat hittsAijMewto 
dr BoUnyriKr Mbs niMMa WaiUh 

azijusi 
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Ladies oommand, he must obey, 

So Syntax took a Cue to ^y, 

Tho’ he did not the laugh approve 
As he propos’d to play for love^ 

Or when tiie usual sum was nam’d. 
For whioh these ladies alwajrs gam’d. 
But, yet it seem’d as if he won, 
Though when the pastime they had 
done, 

He was inform’d, and to his cost, 

The several parties he had lost, 

As they were coolly counted o'er 
By the tall Miss who kept the score. 
'Whate’er he fancied of their feats, 
He could not say he thought them 
cheats ; 

So he put on a smiling face, 

And paid his losings with a graoe. 
—The ev’nmg rather calmly post, 
When they all said, good-night, at 
last; 

And the next mom, the breakfast o’er, 
The whole a pleasing prospect wore ; 
When Ma’am propos’d to show the 
glory 

Of her renown’d Conservatory, 

Where ov’ry plant and flower was 
found 

That takes a root in British ground. 
While many a native it could boast 
Of distant clime and foreign coast : 
Hot did her fine harangue neglect 
The true Botanio dialect. 

But just |M Syntax fdt indin’d 
To apeak ^ impulse of his mind, 
And, within ready flttee, diipense 

fQie VKg’d hidi to difeol an ^ 
ToadMBoseef TMazy: 

It lo upon «li^ upper row, 

6o tiiount^ Uftd Ittfiig It Im hskw^ 
AndriliulMiitnoIitad 

a «tUwsdfs4f pat in hnd,^ 


Careflil, and step by step, ho mov’d, 
But just as he successful prov’d, 

A shdf gaum way, another follow’d, 
Ma’am Tulip scream’d, the gard’ner 
halloo’d, 

While Syntax jmn’d the gen’ralMdU 

ing. 

And soon upon the ground wns 
sprawling; 

When, scatter’d round upon the grssn, 
Pots, flowers, and hat and wig wM 


The lady trembling, from the spoilt 
Let the cool, sprinkling water out^ 
Whioh did in various streamlets play 
On Syntax as he struggling lay. 

** 0 cease,” he cried, xiOa to 


pour, 

My head is neither pot nor flower, 
And for the flowers mybrainapiodue% 
They’re not for Lady Tulip's use; 

If with these dnppingfsvoursorown’d, 
Havemeroy,ortl^U all be drown’d.” 
He roll’d away, a^ then nprosa 
His mpisten’d drap’ry to oompota ; 
But when aha saw on looking rom^ 
The fragmante Matter’d o’er 
ground, 

0 never did the realaa of Bmiy 
Display a more daoided friry. 

riw exclaim’d, hoiyid 

Bruin, [deiagt 

The mstofahwi miiahief you’vo beon 
Xheee plantu, 1 tdl you, cost aw aeoa 
Than ayear’etUiws ecndd e’er MstoiUi^ 
m-hufr, in iti woiet golae^ if itas^ 
In that bealnivdPd fue and adaa I 


Mvarnyhotiii and fiitt Wtf 

- 
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And my oonundrum tulip’s gone, 
Aflower so rare, that’s sooro^y known 
In any hot^house hut my own. 

It mokes my Uood wilA vengeanoe 
hoUy 

Tliht yen ibis Eden dionld despoil t” 
he said, ** it may appear, 
Ecff 1 behold a serpent here ; 
Thougbnotwithone attraotiye feature 
Totempt the heartof hnmanereature.” 
*‘9ird’ners,”aheoiied, where are 
yon slip 

Expel this instant from the hall 
Thin sanoy Parson, diase him hence, 
And kick him for his insolence.” 

At him the wat’ring pot she threw, 
His arms repell’d it as it flew, 

When it return’d a hollow sound. 

As itbouno’dfiromthe verdant ground; 
But when a fork she sought to wield. 
The Doctor did not wait to yield, 

But to the Fury left the field ; 

And with quiok steps the prudent sage 
Sought refuge at the Yicaroge ; 
Wh^, with his pipe and balmy ale, 
He Jok’d and told his onrious tale. 

** But how,” said he, ” does die 
oontrive 

To keep this influence olive P 
And what are they who thus auhmit 
To her strange pranks and ribhald 
witP” 

‘*4bod Doctor Syntax, have yon been 
So many yean in life’s strange toeoe,” 
Thai Vicar said* ” end ask to prove 
Howdtt the varietui passions mow? 
Yourexpevifiioe sure ean tell 
WhioAiiow somnah and think so well, 
Tk/ilb, when the powass of wealth 
laboiuid, 

Thai!* hnmbla pnadtca art : 
Wlisim bate add rapid* cent 
HIlMty U aaid a acid la ahiii^ 


The hnmbling trioks, and be the game 
Of snob a witch as Tulip’s dame, 
Brib’d by the feed sl^ can afford 
To offer at her plenteous board. 

1 hate her, as she loves to deal in 
Pranks, that betray suoh want of feel- 
ing. [ven impart, 

Though wealth may this world’s hea- 
That breast’s a hell which wants a 
heart! ^ 

She strove onellay to give me pain, 
Bnt she’ll ne^er play that game again. 
I let the haughty Madam see. 

That a poor Vicar could be i^e. 

And stamp upon her tyranny. 

Nor do 1 think die’s free from fear 
Of him who is now sitting here. 

She once seis’d on my blushing 
daughter 

To be a theme for open laughter, 

But Sophy dear, who does inherit 
A portion of her father’s spirit, 
Betnm’d a calm but modest dressing. 
For whioh I gave the girl my blessing. 
But as the Lady, from her store, 

Is sometimes lavish to the poor, 
Henoe, as her due, respeet attends, 
Wliene’er we mee^— but there it 
ends.” 

Syntax his Bev’rend Host approv’d, 
For ’twaa the spirit whioh he lov’d. 
—Thus having pass’d a otheerM day, 
Tow’rds eVning he pursued his way. 

As he jogg’d to his night’s abode 
The thoughtfiil traVUer lost his road ; 
And as he stopp’d awhile to know 
The ready way Ae ought to go, 

The distant shouts of Joy ware hoard, 
But not a liriog eoul apipeir^ 

At length Pat oiied, ”1 spa tham oolBa^ 
AadiMai,itisaharaiillatti.» * 
Syntu, «’Whiko dbiMtaaia 

dmwofi^abivU^i 
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How diff’rent ibis delightful soena 
From those where we Bolatehaye been, 
Where wealth dealt out its doles of 
folly, 

Enough to malce one melanoholy.” 
The throng’d prooeaaion now drew 
near. 

In front the mingled groups appear 
Of joTial peasants who employ 
Their Toioes loud, in hymns of joy. 
Then came the lab’ring waggon’s 
load, 

Dragg’d on along the winding road, 
Bioh with the sheaves the harvest 
yields, 

Tho closing bounty of the fields. 

The Farmer, joy from top to toe, 
With loud huzza led on the show, 
While rustic music join’d the strain 
Of Harvest Home, and cheer’d the 
plain. 

— Th’ enliven’d Doctor thus addrest 
The jolly Master of the feast. 

« My honest friend, 1 joy to see 
The rich reward of industry. 

And may this plenty still appear | 
To greet you many a future year, 

And to your honest widi be given, 
The bounties of indulgent Heaven.” 
He then at once declar’d his name. 
Told who he was,andwhenoB he came, 
And adL’d the Fanner just to idiow 
The way which he propos’d to go. 
Leaver Sir,” he sa^, ** that thought 

It is ondlprkward way to find ; 
tTo-niffht, Ipray, nototherroam, 
But atay, and joifi oor Harvest Home; 
And in mom without dday, 

I will ajpodnot you on your W17. 

It wHl to us an hanoor be» 

A^ aij Ihoha I trust ywi M 
Z ifiik hnmlib hon^^ 


j All welcome and respeot thatfa due, 
Shall, rev’rend Sir, be paid to you : 
Besides, Sir, and that’s worth possess* 
“ft 

Our feast will haveyonrpiottsbleasing. 
0 think not that the olam’rous noise 
With which the peasant tells his joys, 
Makes him forget to whom he owes 
The plenty which the year bestows.” 
Said Syntax, ” No I — It is the heart 
That does the grateful aenae is^art : 
Though rude the language, if the 
prayer. 

Can trace it to its fountain there, 
Howe’er or whene’er it is given, [van I 
’Twillsurely reach the Courts of Hea- 
— Beneath thf temide of the ikios 
You offer your glad aaorifioe ; 

And that I join it you will aes 
From the example set by 
The dsnoe, the musio a^ the aeng, 
United as they came along, 

And gave a qpirit to the scaoi, 

Amid the gambola on the paaa.^ 
Syntax would now his akul display 
Among the minetrels of the day. 

And ask’d a fiddle to be sought ; 

The instrument was quiokly hrou^ I 
It answer’d to hii aotlvw hand, 

When he march’d on andledthebaad, 
The joyous show in rural steta, 

Now appEoaeh’d the nmnahm grti^ 
Where its d e iightad IfiatNaa stood 
With oomsly 1^ and mnUngmoodl 
While her three daugldera fidrdlqp^ 

I Their <diarmh withi&w*r8 and xM^ 

«*y. [««*» 

Andnmg,— Jojrm m. tm 

11m tml bnqut MV 
Suii lotM dSdi WM 

1 Ww dmiAnt ilM^r Umi 



DbdTOB SlTNTAX^S fTOVB 


The pastry, too, with walls of orust, 
TTaited the ploughman’s eager thrast ; 
The pudding, with its ^ums well 
stor’d, [board : 

And many a (dieeseeake orown’d the 
Nor was the custard so renown’d 
As rural dainty, absent found ; 

‘While Baocdras did to Oeres pay 
The friendly homage of the day ; 

Nor did his flowing tribute fail, 

In et^ouB jugs t>f foaming ale. — 

The Sage uprose ; with solemn look. 
And silent preface, thus he spoke. 

To Thee, the GWer of all good, 
We offer up our gratitude. 

For all the blessings that we share 
From thy benign, paternal oare ; 

And while our thanks we thus employ 
For blessings whioh we now enjoy, 
The orying wants of those supply. 
Who bend beneath adyersity : 

Belieye them from thy plenteous store, 
That they like us may want no more. 
As rayens ftom thy hand are fed, 

0 giye us all our daily bread ; 

And, in what state aoe’er we moye. 
That all our doings may improye. 
Assist us, gracious Power, and we 
Shall loom tiiy Laws,— and liye to 
ThbbI” 

—A ohoms of Amens succeed, [deed. 
Which gaye the sign from word to 
The Doctor now resum’d his seat, 
Andmiling yiew’d the piles of meat; 
When hasty hunger seem’d to wait 
Bound ey’ty didbi» on ey’xy plate : 
B’en sinW mouths were aoon seen 
Wagging, 

Andnota rin{^Jaw«bone Uggiiig. 
Eie a dhoit hm was gone and past, 
lids mtyhty meal hid seen its Uud, 
Whfle many an empty dish duplay ’d 
llm ahiiige hy huagiy hhoia ma^ 


The hrimming cups now took their 
ronnd, 

‘When jest and merryjales abound : 
And social fun and many a joke 
Blendwitbthe pipe’s ascending smoke. 
The toasts are giyen, the joyial song 
Does the gay, festiye hour prolong. 
Then to the garden turf they sped ; — 
The moon d^one brightly o’er their 
head, 

And many a niid and many a swain 
Tripp’d nimbly on tbe abayen plain 
Nor was this merry-making done 
TiU Luna yielded to the Sun. 

But just as Phoebus ’gan to peep, 
From his night’s lodging in the deep, 
The Farmer thus his friends address’d. 
** I giye, ere we depart to rest, 

The health of our kind, rey’rend guest, 
With hearty tbaTika that he riiould 
oome 

To grace our humble Haryest Home* 
The toast whioh 1 with pleasure giye, 
You will with gen’ral joy reoeiye ; 
Then join the heartfelt wish with me ; 
So here’s his health— with TEXES 
TIMES THREE I” 

The Doctor felt an honest pride, 
Then way’d his hand and thus re- 
plied.— 

Think not because I preach on Bun- 
1 may not aid yonr joys on Mondays I 
Think not, 1 dread HeayVe dis- 
pleasure. 

Because I guide your festiye'meanae, 
Or that I tiius your feast proloiig 
With Boeial m^th or liyely song; 
these doQi indulgent HeamdiipcmM 
To labour and toinnooeiiiMii 
-^Oontinue wnrthy to raosIWB. 
3beb<wniisiHe4yenkplm 
Tha Uoiaana of tiia ftugimit 
The Sumiam whan the yiffiapni 
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Witli yellow horrest, and demand 
The siokle in the reaper’s hand: 

The Autumn when the fhiitoge glows^ 
Bending to earth the laden boughs ; 
And when the bam in Winter pours, 
To pay your toil its hoarded stores : 
For these your hearts and yoioes raise 
In humble prayer and grateful 
praise : — 

And, in your various stations, move 
With virtue, harmony and love. 

Your duty crown with cheerful labour, 
And upright dealings with your 
neighbour, 

What oonsoience tells must not be done, 
That is the deed which you must shun ; 

I What conscience teUslhat you should 
\ That is the way you must pursue ; [do, 

* And acting thus you will possess 
The surest means of happiness. 

With patience bear the ills that wait 
On mortal mat, whate'er his state. 

In lowly cot, or rich or great: 

And when fair fortune beams its ray, 
Grateful enjoy the prosp’rous day ; 
Whether ’tis sunshine or the storm. 
To your Icnown duties still conform. 
Practise these lessons of a friend ; 
Thus comfort will your lives attend. 
And peace will bless your latter end.” 
—Thus did the his counsels 
dose, 

Theti sought his piDow’s ealm repose. 

T^e muse may have forgot the hour 
When Morj^ans yielded up his power, 
And Syntax from his slumbers broike, 
As if ’twens said when he awoke : 
And sordy 't!s enough to aay, 

Be found hie spirits light and gay; 
Wheii> in thdr fdl aid lively Sow 
Be join’d the wortiiy folk below; 
Bor was the Bon displeoiiif d to see 
The morning’s hoipthUiiy; 


And to improve the plenteous fne, 
The welcome smile abounded there* 
To all the Dootor’sMenda ’tis known, 
And he himsdf will frankly own, 
That whether good or ill o’ertakes 
him, 

An active stomach ne’er forsakes him ; 
And he did such a breakfast make 
On new-bak’d loaf and oven-ooke, 
That they all look’d with wond’iing 
At his gaunt mouth’s artillery, [eye, 
—The honest Farmer, such was known 
His name and all his lifs^ to crown, 
For ’twas in gen’ral use beoome 
To call Tom Truman, Honest Tom, 
How hop’d his rev’rend goest would 
stay ^ 

And glad ms k^nise another day. 

For still it wodd be holiday ; 

But Syntax said he must be gone, 
And begg’d the fovonr to be shown 
To Crotchet Lodge, the nearest woy, 
As there his promis’d errand lay. 
*^0,” sdid ^ Fanner, ’’from my 
grounds 

Youmay see clear the woodthatboands 
The plaoe where Madam doth reside^ 
’Tis not a hasty hour’s ride ; 

Within that time, Pm satoyoarnafe. 
With all her fist, will tike you there.” 
—A smile now play’d on Tnman’s 
Imo, [trace 

On which the Sage thought he eould 
A oertain inward, leeretfiseliiig, [ing; 
That his good BM aim’d at oottMil- 
Which, could he nige Urn to daolari^ 
Might give him kinti that wovM 
prepare 

Hfa mind with eautkm due to giiit 
Whatever reoaption ha dumld auoh 
”!l?eUme,” he said, ”Frkm4»l<Ml 
yen know 

Of this same place whm Fhi to fti 
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As it may be of nse to me, 

To bear what 1 perobonoe may see : 
Tott would oblige me to explain 
Wbat wbimeiei haunt MIbb Crotcbet’s 
As Ladies who thus live alone [brain, 
Are sometimes to odd habits prone, 
And more so, wbenold maidcne ^rown : 
As ’gainst her droU’riefi, should she 
diow tliem, 

I can protect me did 1 know them ; 
Kor can yon fear 1 should betray 
What to my ear you may oonyey.” I 
But while Ihe Farmer seem’d to doubt ! 
If he should let the matter out ; 

The Mistress of the mansion said, 

“ Why, Thomas, need you be afraid ? 
She’s music mad, the country knows it. 
And ev’ry day her fisnoy shows it, 
Where is, a lady aver seen 

And Mfe llslf her time is spent 
In scraping ^<Aat instrument; 

And we have heard, when thus en- 
She looks a bedlamite enrag’d, [gag’d, 
Sometimes she smiles, and then will 
frown, 

Casts her eyes up and then looks down, 
Is known to swear as well as sigh, 
And ooaeam alond in eostacy ; 

Nay, she is even said to swoon, 

Wlra German Peg plays out of tune : 
For while (die works her fiara-diddle. 
The bid girl strums a monstrous 
fiddle, 

Of such a siie, our Clerk can prove, 
That adfs a sfrong man’s strength to 
move; 

He as a workman did attend it, 
Andonotwas sail’d inhaste to mendit: 
He says its belly would oontata 
More than will dll a eask with grain. 
**-Nor is ibis all, no, not by half. 
And oft her irifijudm make me lau^ 


When any of the straggling poor, 
Belief to ask, approach her door, 

She does not questiondheir distress, 
Or bow their wants she may redress. 
But for an instant song will call. 

And if they sing, whate’er their squall. 
They’re usher’d to the seryants’-hall, 
And ’mid the men and maids and boys. 
She laughs and listens to their noise ; 
And those who chaunt a pleasant 
ballad, fi- 

Will to their roast meat get a salad : 
But if they cannot sing or play. 

They penniless are sent away. 

I Such are her whims, and many more 
i The country rumours have in store. 
But when her music quits its tether, 
Which sometimes haps for days to- 
gether. 

She then like other folks is seen. 

In quiet ohat with easy mien. 

— ^While thus postpon’d her musio’f 
labours. 

She hospitably treats her neighl^um; 
And then, perhaps, as you may 'see, 
Madam is no more mad than me.” 

The Doctor thus the Matron heard, 
And felt her story had prepar’d 
His fancy to play off its art, 

Not with a view to guard hia hearty 
For he no reason had to fear 
That Crotohot’s female Chanticleer 
Would e’er excite one idle wiah 
To dip in matrimonial diah. [foil’d, 
He thought, “with widowi I hava 
And now a maid must be aaaail’d : 

I little from the scheme ei^eot, 

But still I’]d not the ebanee negleot ; 
Fw this world’s phuai ao itnuigoly 
vary, 

That oft our frireit hopes udsoaivy, 
While aometittMlhoaedsiigitt aaooiMd 
When dark dai^pifr beeloiidsIlM dbA 
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Howoft when Btoms distarbihemom, 
The sun’s bright rays the noon adorn ; 
Kay, when the day has boisfrousbeen, 
The evening’s gay with smile serene. 
Thus without muoh of hope or fear 
To Crotchet Lodge my oourse I steer, 
While I a oautious mind prepare 
For all that may befall me there ; 
Beady to meet with steady eye. 
Whether the fair one may sup^y 
Her Dibcosd or her Habmony : 

E’en though die’s govern’d by the 
moon, 

Bhe’U beat in time and soold in tune. 
"—And now, good Mends, my *^>ia.TiTra 
receive : 

I wish that I had more to giye ! 

But still my grateful thoughts are bent 
On more than bare acknowledgment. 
Permit me then, to say again 
That my warm home is Summerden : 
Kay, what 1 mean, full well you know, 
When, Honest Tom, I toll you so ; 
And while I take you by the hand 
My heart’s regard youmay command.” 
—Syntax now gave the Dame a kiss, 
As well as to each rustic 
Who did the busy needle ply, 

The boast of Truman’s family. 

Thus did he his farewell conclude 
With the fond Ueanng of the good: 
And soon hia ready way pursued. 

Of the gay Lodge he came in view, 
And paif d ^wn the long avenue ; 
Whm oagia hung on ev’ry tree, 
Froan whi^ was heard the mdody 
Of Urd^ who in their nature, ro?e 
The ehadsten of ereiy grove ; 

But tbue oonfin’d, the whole day long, 
They diam with theh untutor'daoi^ 
WhBe founteitts with their fakikig 
fdle 

FiB’d iqp fim dint intirfala. 
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The doors no noisy knocker plied 
To bid the portals open wide : 

But when thefingeratouoh’d the string 
Soft silver bells in oadenoe ring, 
Which a smart, tuneful Indian oaU 
To give admittanoe to the hall, 

While his big pouting lips dispense 
The pipe’s Pandean eloquenoe. 

Thus Syntax did an entranoe gain, 
And soon his ear was oharm’d to pam ; 
For in eadi window there reclin’d 
A Harp that felt the sweep refin’d 
Of the soft Zephyra’ wav^ wind. 
No hands oould touch tbe strings so 
fine : 

What sweet, what solemn airs divino 
Now up the Diapason roll. 

Then sink hgain into the soul, 

And wake swMt millings in the heart, 
As Seraphs did an hymn iispart 
Beyond the reaoh of mortal art ; 

And did enohsntamnt soft 
By its afirial minstrelsy. 

The Doctor pass’d thron|^ many a 
door; 

The little Negro walk’d before. 

And, in his way, he play’d atuae, 
Till they had reach’d a gay sslooa, 
Whose oeilings and its w^dis|^y’d 
A varions ki^ of serenade, 

Where all the Muses nine ifpear 
In Helieonian charaeter; 

Nay, Mnaio all axoniidinapiias;— 

The very chairs are deck’d with lycea, 
While Salyia with thsir piping rsed, 
Si^port ilm sofa’s lolling bed ; 

And decks with igraading igfmbole 
sereeu 

Their dialog that they seaiMasa sssAi 
Nut pledd so mush to milk tlaM^ 

As to play tBBM end ri^g a 

The organ too, whose esiwgi cibHpt 
The nimble hand (lMte««ips the 1^ 
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Or that whose settled tunes he "finds 
Whoe’er the taming barrd grinds : 
And still the Zephyrs breath’d the 
sweU 

Of sounds from power inyisible. 
^Thns the Doctor’s ears and eyes 
Were qmte suspended with surprise ; 
In an that he saw around him, 
Serv’d to delight and to oonfoundhim. 
He liiooght, if e’er, beneath that roof 
The bar^nious vi^es stood aloof, 
Hay he was sure if Discord e’er 
Should make a moment’s entrance 
there, 

The witch would vanish in despair. 

Thus as his wav’ring mind compar’d 
What he now saw, with what he’d 
heard, 

His iialth began to be at strife 
With the tiL t(dd by Truman’s wife ; 
Hay other MMIdid conspire 
To set the dnitaan down a liar. 
When, as he mus pursued his thought. 
With graoe, and as a Lady ought. 
Hiss Crotohet enter’d, bride and gay, 
Apologis’d for her delay, 

With pleasing imile possess’d a chair, 
And welcom’d Doctor Syntax there : 
Then did a slight discourse pursue 
As other well-bred ladies do. 

The weather, and the road he came, 
What news was on the wings of fame, 
And if his neighb’ringlakeshad reason 
To hope an overflowing season. 

Thna aha a i^rightlj turn display’d, 
ButJiotaw^of Hunofsid: 


The DqWtov^Hifmiore, thou^tlMit he 
Must eafeer npea Barnm 
|ftd what be eew fad beard siq^lied 
to pdeeee tte Lddy’i 
bee it dM, &r elf flbe raa 
^ anue thus 


** You, Doctor, as I understand, 
Are fit to aid an opera bond : 

And, therefore, you may soaroe in c li ne 
To add to such a crash as mine : 

Bat if your powers will oondesoend 
To treat me as a common friend, 

You shall. Sir, in the evening try 
My little School of Harmony. 

It is not oft ’mong Ladies seen, 

But I play on the violin. 

To touch the h#p and the piano. 

Is whateach farmer sdaughter eon do ; 
And therefore ’tie I wish to move 
With those who by their soieiloe prove 
An honour to the Art I love ; 

Hence my fond mind is solely bent 
To choose the arduous instrument. 

I have a foreign person here, 

Who at our dinner will appear, 

A widow of the musio tribe, 

Whom I with handsome sal’ry bribe 
To live with me in friendly guise. 

As mistress of my harmonies ; 

She plays the bass, blows the bassoon. 
And keeps the instruments in tune ; 
Teaches the parish boys to sing 
Psalms, anthems, and God save the 
King.” 

Thus as she ^ke, a bn^’s blast 
Summon’d them, to Ike ho^s r^ast, 
When she propos’d the fimoua glee 
Of the Hon Hobzb Doicinx, 

In which the ladies’ parts were sung 
Without or time or tune or tongue, 
And Syntax £rit, with all hii ewe, 
He ahould not pais hii eveningthen; 

th^ would never keep ifi time 
Thzongh the «pproi4ddng 
for Murio, with tidi migbfg tMr, 
Was the last tblng mmfA fc 
know. ^ ^ 

Bui itiU the good things bo fUugrfEQI 
Where Mniio’e ti^xs imipmnSNL 
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That Blng-Bong fgoiey could supply 
To deck the skill of oookery, 

Or the same whimsy oould impart 
To the oonfeotionery art : 

Thus songs in saViy wiafpeta dume 
On outlets h la liaiatMon^ 

While bhmo-mange dotted o’er with 
notes, 

Made musio slip adown their throats : 
Then sweets in ey'ry form dis^y 
The instnimental orchestra : 

Thus fiddles, fiutes and harps unite 
To harmonise the appetite. 

At length came the appointed hour 
When, in the garden’s gaudy bower, 
Where flowers and disd)ing-plant8 
o’erlaid, 

Combin’d to form a scented shade. 
These yot’ries of sweet sounds appear 
To wake Apollo’s list’ning ear. 

— ^MissC began with fusiouBforoe, 

The Doctor follow’d her of course. 
While the old Dame with slower pace, 
Come rumbling after on the bass ; 
But ere they got to the oondusion, 
Th’ harmonious piece was all oon- 
fhslon. 

If great Corelli foom the dead 
Co^ but have rais’d hia listening 
b f«^ 

And juit than heard his ttangd^ 
atraittf 

He wovid haire iriak’d to die again. 
Miss wee toe foot by many a bm, 

The eWone wna bdiind as for, 

While %nta i tfore Iheir foults to 

By nrilfoifoWag oifo andilma the othe^ 
•ftidasametdo 

W!]|4M% end in i^y Addio.’’ 

at least he would be 
elHi 

ijid tqr to cheek the eeuing e^ 


For be saw in Miss CrotcfoetPs fhce 
That rage was working his disgraoe. 

Musio be the food of Loye 
Lit ns another trio proye,” : * 

gtyntex exclaim’d : when she re]^ed, 
tell yon I am petrified ; 

To me, you Humstrum, it appears. 
That you haye neUher eyes nor ears ; 
Yon oould as well bestride the moon, 
As ke^ your time or stop in tune ; 
And ’twas, in an extreme degree, 
Impertinenoe to play with me.” 
—Instead of Tim he thought he’d 
beat, 

With sU good manners, a retreat; 
But, in retiring from the thxeati 
Wilh which he thought he was teset, 
He oyertum’d1>e b’ergrown fiddle, 
Andsethfofo<feidumplntii»wWitle; 
The oradi produc’d a shriek eljMige^ 
Which nought he uttered 'Wid aa^ 

Buoge, ^ * 

When, to ayoid the sent an! ew, 

He quiddy pass’d the nunmion dm, 
And, driyen by Discord, aonghttofly 
From this strange soene of harmony, 
While, with Tolerating hoUeo, 

He oall’d on his man Pat to folknr. 
But Pat had half an hour to stay, 
Before he told of his delay, 

Whidi he let loooe in hia dnU wiy. 

The Lady, Hr, ’tie tery aid. 

Is, I am sure, at timee, helfomadi 
She rush’d into ihe semats’ hall 
And utter’d with an angry g|BeI4 
’Your meater la a haute 1 
And I hate cent the fod awi^t' 
’iromaa,’lalild, <wv«ddcallldaian, 
But heikauld 

hmev 

Thouiki Ui hl^d gooe^ 

And poitttfog wildly tofibodewa 
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^ Stand here/ die said, * and sing a 

■ongf 

Or yoashaU ate^the whole nightlong/ 

I bow’d, and did at onoe let fly 
A pietiy piece of mdody, 

Suoh as did nerer yet misoarry 
To p 3 eaae the lads of Tipperary : 

The dumber madams whisper’d, 
Hnsh, 

And knew not if to laugh or blush ; 
While ihe oobk-dame, call’d laughing 
Nan, 

Beat time upon the dripping pan. 

The butler turn’d his head away, 

60 how he look’d I oonnot say ; 

While stifle the little Negro stood, 
Skew’d his white teeth and grinn’d 
aloud. 

—At the fburth Terse off Madam flew, 
And hers. Sir, I’m return’d to you.” 

The Ik^dpr xiow could not beguile 
His fbelixigs With his usual smile, 

But loan’d his head against a tree. 
And, qiite of derio di^ty. 

Let his gay musdes off at score. 

As Pat ne’er saw him do before : 

But when his spirits had regain’d | 
The gen’ral tenor they maintain’d. 

He bade Fat ask how far from hence 
Was Lady Maonight’s reeidenoe: 

1 know ’tis somewhere here about. 
And we must try to And it out 
SheHi Qouaintomy Mends the Hearties, 
And aomelamei join’d their pleasant 
partus. 

Thxaa fiaai mast now hiTe flown 

Whea* if 1 mr pass’d this way^ 

IpBOiriifdi||MM 

WMi te 

A pmmirisMflbaama was straight, 
AA iSm rtHm flwaa the turnpike. 


And M the moon began to pe^ 

Above the wood on yonder steep, 

It would be icon a%ligbt as day. 

And they eould never lose their way, 
« But as ’tis late,” the Doctor said, 

** Our journey must not be delay’d ; 
Though for this fhir astronomer. 
Night is the time to visit her, 

While die may chase through fields 
The aberration of a star.” [of air. 
Punch fdt tBs tickling of a spur. 

And Pat’s fat sides were in a stir ; 
Nor was it long ere, from the road. 
They hail’d the lady’s fair abode. 
That, plac’d upon a woody height. 
Display’d full many a glimm’ring 
light, [shone 

Which from the various windows 
And check’d the lustre of the moon. 
The Doctor now made known hia 
name, [Dame. 

When soon appear’d the smiling 
I soaroe, dear Bir, my joy can mca* 
sure. 

At this so unexpected pleodire ; 

And ’tis with singular delight 
I see my learned friend to-night.” 
Thus she exclaim’d, when Syntax 
fear’d 

That some odestisl sign appear’d, 
And ’stead of supper and a bed 
Wbereon to lay bis aohing head, 

He ahoold be ^urried to survey 
The greator Bbab or MUJCT Wat; 
But thus she did his fbara allay. 

“ Whene’er the moon riiewi aU her 
power [hour. 

And flifnes thmgb earii imaiaiital 
My distant nrii^boiiM elwm wnae 
Aa her dear beenunA Item 
home. 

And I have now a pkaaani pmlf 
Whidi <mly wants my Cteute Hmfffff 
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Though 08 yoa’xe come I’m Igmto Then from her lop, whioh leem’dholf 
content, fall, 

Without a word of compliment.” She almost fill’d her Betioale, 


The Doctor toon, In pleasant mood, 
Amid the gay ossembiy stood: 
Curtsies and boi»8 and disking hands 
With all lAat etiquette demands 
Pass’d on with due becoming grace, 
Engaging words and smiling face. 
The Doctor talk’d and sipp’d his tea 
With pleasing, mild hilarity; 

Eor did he fail a meal to make 
On butter’d bread and aav’ry cake. 
This done, the patronising dame 
Propos’d some lively gen’ral game ; 
And Syntax drew his ready chair 
i In the night’s play to take a share. 
Pope Joan was nam’d, and soon pre- 
par’d, 

When each receiv’d the destin’d card, 
The comely fair by whom he sat, 

A Lady cheeiful in her chat, 

Propos’d by way of social whim 
To share the gain and loss with him. 
Who could refuse a pleos’d assent F 
And all around them beam’d content. 
The game, in gen’ral way, went on, 
And Syntax thought they rather won : 
But still the lady often cried. 

Doctor, our wants must be supplied. 
Fortune, at present, is unkind. 

And we, dw Sir, must raiw the 
win^” 

Be ihonji^ indeed, he rais’d enough, 
WkUe ahe ne’er gave a smgle pufiP, 
But of liuajiiask meiptain’d confetoi. 
And in bar lip ocneeel'd die whole. 

At lenifr wkm this gay game waa 
o’es^ 

Ae Hid, ^A2a^ Wie 

MtCi 

And to pihpMe^to make division 
Qg whatkhmwoiddbedBnsiosi.’’ 


And left the Sage, with silent lip^ 
To comment on oo-partnerahips 
WhHe she stalk’d off with wavii^g 
plume 

T 0 wander throngh some distant room. 
—The supper came and pass’d away. 
With many a song and fiolio gay ; 
And when the household clock struck 
one, 

The country neighbours all were gone* 
— Bnt e’er the chamber lights were 
brought, 

The soientiflo Dame besought 
The Dootor’s padeuoe to bestow 
His ear for half an born or so, 

While she inform’d him by the way 
Of the great object of the day. 

** For you must know,” she said, ”at 
noon, 

O’er the sun’s disc, the errant mom 
Will pass, as that orb baa ndt done 
For many a year long fled and gone; 
And, in this state of her career, 

How I rejoice to see yon here. 

As you will aid my meesuiiig eye 
By your more leam’d Qeciii0tr;|^ ; 

That done, we then may past the day 
In tracing out some starry way; 

And if it proves a radiant night 
Ton’ll set my cemputathm right; 
When, to oondnde, I wiU inake kBowa 
A System new end quite my own.” 
—The Dootor’tbhm now toodh’d his 
breast: 

aim bow’d, -iBd AW IhA ^ ^ 

The moCTOwkgcod iliUMW ^ 
When Syntax, Iqr A’implMlib 
M, act te As upper shny 
iniish bur fix’d Obrnmm 
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Where quadna^ tdeeoopei tad 
spheres, 

With many an iastnimeiit appears 
ThaA aids the sonitiaisiDg ^e, 

In its vast oommeroe mth the Aj: 
But did in the haleony place 
The glass, where die as well eould 
trace 

The lunar passage o’er the Sun 
As eould from greater height he done. 
»At length arriy’d thepregnantnoon, 
When o’er the Sun the darken’d Moon | 
Mov’d on the grand Eclipse, and 
diow’d 

What man to daring science ow’d. 
But though the mind may strive to 
trace 

The orbs that float in boundless space, 
Though it may pass through realms 
of oir, 

Converse with planets rolling there 
And, by its name call ev’iy star ; 

The body ne’er will be contend 
Without its native nouridiment ; 

And hunger will suggest the sign 
Of when to breakfast, sup or dine, 

Or when the lunoheon should reveal 
Its i|iterlooutory meal : 

That meal by frequent signals sought, 
Bat now in eager hurry brought ; 

But whether ’twas the dipjf^ floor, 
Or running dog, or banging door, 

It may not be required to tell ; 
Certain it is the valet fdl, 

0WOIO a loud oath, whm plate and 
plattsr 

And Np90>is and sauce-boats made a 
cutter; ' 

Wh&e yoliffng ottia, or kickM or 
wonad^ 

Worn in thi gidhial din oonfbii^^ 
A noise which both the gaseis drew 
Itai dsdr otedsi 


They saw, by Patrick’s luddess trips, 
The lunoheon in oomplete edipse. 

As his huge form jras rolling over 
Eadi dainty dish and smoking cover, 
While down bis skirts there seem’d 
I to stray 

Fresh streamlets of the milky way. 
— ’‘The scene around, above, below,” 
The Doctor said, ’ ’ our problems show, 
Whether it is attractive power 
Or the rq)e]j|gnt rules the hour : 
Fatriok We seeieould not resist, 

Or with his foot or with his fist : 

His feet gave way, the balance lost, 
His paunch to right and left is tost ; 
The fingers driven from the thumb, 
Makes the tureen a vacuum, 

And there we see the varlet lie, 

A proof of oentral gravity.” 

Madam replied, ” 0 never mind, 

A fredi supply we soon disU find, 
And, as when Falstaff cried peccavi, 
We’ll diange the gravity for gravy.* 
Nature hates vacuums, as you know, 
We therefore will desoend'below, 
And flu, with dainties nice and lights 
Tbe vacuum in your appetite.” 

— All this was done, as it might be, 
On axioms of Philosophy; 

When the grave lady thus requested: 
” As other matters are digested, 

And we have now an hour to spare, 
Let us each take our reas’ning chair, 
Then talk of what we’ve seen and 
know 

Of things above and tUbnga hdcw, 
And do you first your Systo 
When you have dmui my lAini^d 
Divine, 

Then 1 wiU mtnie iqen ateV 
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** When fironi the esrth we Hit out 
eye 

To the vast oonoave of the dcj, 

We view it like a ourtain BpnaA 
That shows the weloome morning red; 
The noon with golden qdendonr 
bright; [night: 

And the duk veil that dot^s the 
Thus both the light and diades are 
given, 

With all varying scenes of Heaven. 
But when welose the son’s bright ray, 
The gloomy night soooeeds to day : 
Again his flaming lustre bums, 

And then the oheerfhl day returns : 
Btill we behold, as they appear, 

The varying pictures of the year. 
Thomommay yidd its splen^d reign 
To cloudy mists and pouring rain ; 
And oft the noon is overcast, 

’Mid the blaok storm and lightning’s 
blast ; 

Wliile pitchy douds obscure the night. 
And quendi the bright stars’ glimm- 
’ring light. 

Then, to our eyes, the giant son 
His circuit seems to run 

In one grand course, and his career 
Assigns the day, and forms the year ; 
But when his setting orb retires. 

Or earth no more perodves his &es, 
The moon pPEesents her silver ray, 

And kindly dieds a fainter day: 

Yet still 1^ keq^ her monthly race 
With vanouB beams and dumgeful 
fkoe, 

•^Eaoh planet in its proper inhere 
Does Tound its destin’d orbit steer ; 
While with peouUas lustre orown*^ 
They eoerse a fix’d etsnial round. 
And» in th’ ianneaaaiable space, 

They knolrasshaafs of tiiae cv pilaos;>i 


But in their rise and their dedhM, 
All with a foreign radianoe diine » 
TharbriUiantbrnausarenfft their onto, 
But borrow’d of the parent sun, 
From whom all nature doth inherit 
l^t active and creative spirit 
Which gives to life each aim and end, 
Where’er hb gonial rays extend. 
Again we ace the thouaand atara, 

Not rang’d in oirdea or in squares, 
But prove with all their various 
light, 

The hand which made them Infinite.-^ 
If Buoh the harmony that reignB, 

If thns the Almighty power ordains, 
May not those orbs whioh onr fiunt 
eye 

Sees fix’d in one eternal sky, 

To whom, 08 it im^y seem, b givitt 
To diine in a remoter heawn^ 

Each as a snn its qilendour ^ve, 

And other worlds &e rays le^ve; 
Around the sonee of othw ddei, 
Their moons may shine, may sat mdl 
rbe 

To other globes who raise thab pola^ 
Whose lands spread wide, whom 
oceans roU, 

Whose mountains lift ihebloQy head. 
And diape the vdlsy’s deepen’d bed, 
With oUmatee that may smile m 
frown, 

To changes subject like our own; 
Nay, in the plsM of ab and d^, 
Sune and moons and earths may He 
InvbiUe to hnroen * 

E’en with the powers whbh have been 
given 

To penetrate the paths of BeaviHL 
--•The Ccmiet^ whM imbtbss fimee 
Adu omtories to CKxmpbiln fbesn^ 
IduOlnotfidlawasItfiies^ 

Nor traoe its eesevtdsHtss; 

2 (MI 
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Nor speak of sunbeonii wlii(^ are 

fittught 

With swiftness Ikat out-trayels 
thought, 

But lost in wonder dose my yiew, 
And listen silently to you.” 

—He eoas’d, and now with oonsoions 
pzide, 

The soientifio Dame re^ed* 

** You have with truth your system 
told. 

But may I, Doctor, he so bold 
To say, that you haye said no more 
Than many a one has done before ; 
Though not with such perspicuous 
sense, 

Or the same pleasing doquenoo. 
—Yes, on my loaded shelyes you see 
Each yolume on Astronomy, 

That has increas’d the author’s fame 
With added honour to his name : 

1 haye each instrument at hand 
That this yast science may demand, 
Which do their wond’rous aid supply, 
To make acquaintance with the sky ; 
But 1 new systems shall explore ; 

1 wish to know a little more. — 
Perhaps you’ll say, *tis whim or fun, 
And that a woman’s tongue must run ; 
Or that conceit or silly pride 
Do my weak fiiy’lous fancies guide ; 
Or that by something like deflidoe 
To the gen’rol rules of soienoe, 

Tk> be forth 1 thus may st^ye. 
As the jnost learned Dame eliye ; 

If such your thoughts, I hope you’ll 
find [mind, 

Some xeaMin soon to change yonr 
Or that disdainful of the fame 
Whidh those bine stocking lair ones 

'Wlm confine their proify fd^^ 

To poems, noyeli, and ramces^ 


Who take no flight, but are content 
To steep their minds in sentiment: 

I wish to soar a little higher 
Than their fine {[pigled thoughts 
aspire: 

If this be your sagacious guess, 

You prophesy with some success. 

I only ask you to attend 

With the calm candour of a friend. 

At least, if you an error see, 

You will not pas^ a harsh deorcs, 

But treat it ufitn humanity.” 

The Doctor, not by intuition, 

But by a feeling call’d Bniq>ioion, 
Was on her subject led to fear 
That the new doctrine he should hear, 
Might require a cautious sense. 

To giye his thoughts without offence. 
Oft with Blue-stockings upon earth, 
Ileasou he found a source of mirth ; 
And e’en when Fancy play’d her tricks 
He could a pleas’d attention fix: 

But when Blue-stookings please to 
soar, 

Where none had eyer been before. 

He rather trembled at the height 
Which mark’d this lady’s promis’d 
flight. 

When such anoneher notionashrouds, 
In regions far aboye the douda, 
While she does her pure mtiier quafi^ 
He might not check a audden laugh, 
Which certainly would not agree 
With the most calm philosophy ; 

And thus whate’er die might disooyer, 
He wish’d the dang’rous trial over. 
Hence did he fhune each fhtiirs 
thought 

To be wimpn^ answers firau;^^ 
And thus he hop’d he wms,pNpai^ 
When ad^’d to offer hU award.— ' 
Suoh waa hia aim, and dumhahakrd, 
Tha woadcra whiAdwsewpfe|leN*dt 
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LADY MACNIGHT. 

•* You have ezplaiu’d in language 
clear, 

Each planet’s course as they appear, 
^8 they appointed are to run, 

In their known orbits round the sun. 
You travell’d in your airy oar 
To visit ev’ry ruling star, 

And did not for a moment err, 

In marking their true character, 

Kor in assigning each its place 
In the immensity of space ; 

But here you stop, and nothing know 
Beyond the glasses’ habee-show. 
Men, whose renown’d and learned 
name, 

Bndiates in the fields of fame, 

With all their genius to explore, 

Have indeed told us something more. 
When Kature’s laws laid hid in night 
Newton unveil’d new rays of light, 
And gave the wond’ring world to see, 
By his sublime Geometry, [shown 
Those hidden powers which he has 
To act in Nature’s unison ; 

But of those orbs which deck the dcy, 
Tho* view’d by his pervading eye, 

He gave no local history. 

Nor did he e’er pretend to tell 
What beings might wHbintheindwell, 
Their forms, their natures^ and tiieir 
apoeoh, 

To w^t perfootion they may reaoh, 
And Im their qrstematio powers 

this same wedd of ours : 
What are ptants, and flowers, 
and trees,* 

Hthey Imve nmning streams andseas, 
And whether fleeting time i^peaie 
ij&a owrs divided into years, 

And tf tiitir years by hutarpowma I 
Am form’d «f aunt^ and days, and 


WhethoL* their life concludes by death, 
Or if men die for want of breath ; 
And if to their fond hope is given. 
Another world, a future Heaven, 
What do I gain, when 1 but sea 
These planets’ eccentricity. 

Unless my reason could pervade 
For what wise purpose they were made, 
—You’ll laugh, perhaps, and say I 
dream. 

If I should now unfold my scheme, 
And think, perhaps, that 1 may vie 
With Bedlam in its lunacy. 

But I, dear Sir, am not eo bent 
Upon my mind’e experiment, 

As to look grave, if my ezoursioa, 
Should minister to your diversion ; 
Nor does the thought make asennesqr, 
That some have fancied 1 was oraqr. 
— ^While my poor dear Sir John, was 
living, 

Whose soul, I trust, is nowin Heaven, 
Some booby, in a long hiatns, 

Urg’d him to bum my apparatus; 
When he said, ’Not— Whils sbs 

iWMntiiine 

Each due decorum, while die galas 
Their warn regard to whom sha^s 
known. 

And who hw smilingfrienddiipowa; 
While I her fond atethm ahm 
And foel her foithfol, tender siem; 
While she to honsdield nda attenifo, 
And makes home plesasnt to my 
friends, 

What osM I, as at early lacni, 
large the ol^ with honwd and bei% 
Or dieer at night eadi jovial ioai«| 
With the frill gloss end flowing ba^'^ 
If she envoys her eager sya 
To traee the wendecs of the dry. 

Tee, wives there aie, edd»etnlfor» 
^Whgamcietiflaeoyae yiir s a e^ 
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Nor is thert one of thoM vlio ahinei 
Tho Yotoriei of fashion’s dixine, 
Whom 1 would e’er exchange for 
mine.’^ 

Thus did my dear lamented Knight 
Set the intruding fellow right : 

And much 1 hope, good Sir, that you 
Kay think my husband’s praises true : 
And they, I trust, who know me well, 
Will the same friendly story tdL” 

BTNTAX. 

<^They who have graTely trod the 
round 

Of gen’ral science must have found 
That trifles, nay, that whims haye led, 
When floating in a thinking head, 

To quicken genius as it tries 
The course of new discoveries : 

E’en accident has made a stir 
In brains of the philosopher. 

A codlin falling from a tree, 

Kight flx the point of gravity ; 

Or housemaid’s twirling of a mop 
Might into Newton’s eranium pop 
The principle, by which was found, 
Wheilier the poles are flat or round. 
And why, my Lady, may not you 
Bfrikefromyour study something new. 
And, whaf s still better, usefrd too.” 

UJn 1IAGKI6BT. 

«With thatbenignantlib’ral ^iiit, 
Which I w^ know that you inherit, 
Fm sure yim jnstioe will not swerve 
From any pndse I may deserve ; 

Nor wiUyimwitli harrii rigour Mame, 
If lattsnptiooliighanaim. 

And strive those segiQiis to explore. 
As none have ever dons befliie. 

But call me bask to reason’s lore; 
And, if strange wtesMiigs appeari 
IMora ine m pci^ 


“Now, in due order, to proceed* 
Philosopbers havf all agreed. 

That to each planet, in its sphere, 
Our earth rolls on in prospect olear. 
And, in great Nature’s solar sdheme^ 
The^re seen by us, as we by them. 
Nay from analogy ’tis thought, 
Thoughnot byflx’dexperienoetaught, 
That these are worlds, and though 
unknown 

May bear a likAiess to our own, 
Peopled with beings who fulfil, 
like us, the Almighty Maker’s will, 
To answer, in their destin’d station, 
The wise design of their oreation. 
And now you’ll hear my ounning 
guess, 

At what those several orbs possess, 
With every animated feature 
Of what I call their reas’ning nature, 
As the prime power that may oontrol 
The aotive impulse of the whole. 

Whether 1 reason from its name, 
Or angry redness of its fralne. 

It matters not how they refer 
To stamp its native ohsiaoter; 

1 still shall dare suppose that Mabs 
la the oontinual seat of wars ; 

Not of arm’d militaxy banda, 

Whom the fierce, hh^y aw^ oom^ 

But, from the beggar to the kkig, 
Contest must he for eVry thing; 

Nay for a liwtnne or a lattle^ 

That there must beaoonataat battb; 
That houriy, individual strifli 
Is the grand prinriple ef lifr. 

No hdm or bxeariq^ats de Huy weari 
Nor do IStof sword erJaVlitt ben; 
But ell th^ pclioy emabbs 
In a oonoomihHMe of fleiB ; 

In the riyurp, niiahb flj^pwf 
Or ^ braid palm's mdmerit 
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-^They oannot get a iteak to efct 
Unless they battle for the meat ; 

Nor oan their statesmen get a plaoe 
Till they have fought it face to face. 
Hut then I’d have it understood 
They never cause discharge of blood : 
Whatever blows the parties give 
Whatever bruise they may receive, 

A lasting pain they cannot feel, 

And all without a plaster heaL 
Kh bound by nature to oppose, 
Ftiondship’s an interohange of blows. 
Fond lovers in their am’rous greeting 
Know not of kissing or entreating. 
’Tib done by eoratohing and by boat- 
ing; 

And love cannot be better shown 
Than by a rude squeeze and a frown. 
—Children and youth 1 shall suppose 
Have not the privilege of blows, 

Nor gain permission to engage. 

Till they oan prove they are of age. 
— Of virtue, contest is the souroe, 
And moral rectitude is force. 

While he who does the most contest 
Is of the sons of Mars tbe best. 
—Thus he, I’m ready to suppose, 
Who ne’er receives nor offers blows, 
Is an offuder ’gainst the laws. 

And suljeot to the hangman’s paws, 
Or sentenc’d to some dinnal place, 
’Mong oriminali who keep the peace; 
A^ as we do our convicts see 
Dewiv’d of oheeiM liberty, 

Tb^re ehoin’d in some dork cell 
bdow, 

’Beftof ths joy to atrlke n tihnr.^ 

— fioflur, aogood^"«iheirpowerefi p ee di 
At pres^ is beyond my mdi: 
Mo^ and manners fum the whole 
ThaVs suljeot to my mind’s eoatMiil, 
And tether, Booior, l e o n te^ 

It is »0t in n^ (ower ft gMSis 


What my aeareh may heiwiAer do, 
As I my vent’rons oonrse punut, 

I cannot say, but wbat say youf’ 

BTICTAX. 

** Nay, Madam, yon have gone as 
Biding a oook-horse on a star, [te, 
Nay farther than has yet been known 
By any Oenins but your own. 
—Indeed, I must admire your teioy, 
In this star-gazing ueoromauoy ; 

For you have uat'ralis’d your sphere, 
As I could ne’er expect to hear.-— 
Though witli tho plan I can’t agree, 

I thank yon for its droUeiy : 

And though I cannot well allow 
The principle which yon avow. 

Your story, Shaka^are gives the 
hint, [in’t” 

Though strange, has much of matter 

LOOT XAClflOBT. 

” A few words more and I have done 
With these attendants on the suu 
—In the bright orb that’s kiunm to 
TENUBasitsestahlidi’dname, [olalii 

I I shall pursue my arduous way 
In the cmjeotarea of the day, 

That Beauty if the height 

Of virtue in that genial dimc^ 

Whose light and heatwiddniti seoa^ 
Bears near Teaemblanea to our own; 
And the grand crime they then 

ywiVo— ^ 

It wW we hmeterm TTglineea. 

Ite good and in whieh there pieveil 
le measin’d Vf e settled loile 
Among Ita pe^, as eaeh te taflw 
li teaurid or detem’d by natal $ 
And oU the Tiliie of their dnlp^ 
letem’dbymcncrlamof b i tay l 
And thna it is that I porvede 
Its morel ligild^ te m^ teioi 
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<*The flowing bcdr, the well-tnrn*d 
brow, 

The fine form’d arohee jnst below, 

And skin that vies with driven snow . 
The bright, the soft and rieepj eye, 
The two-fold rows of ivory ; 

The pouting, ruby eoloui’d lips, 
Where sweetness its own ncotar sips : 
The oherics with rosy blush o’erspread, 
And dimples sinking in the red ; 

The neok that doth the bosom join 
Byasoaroe seen but graceful Ime, 
While the firm semi-orbs bolow 
Heave with a gentle to end fro ; 

And arms whose less’ning round ex- 
tends 

To the fine taper fingers’ ends : — 

— Suoh is the form, and such the grace, | 
That’s virtue in the female race ; 
While man’s proportions are the some, 
But suited to a stronger fiame. 

Eaoh virtue is, and more or less 
Then virtuous are, who must possess ; 
While the vicious nature lies 
Proportion’d by its oontraries. 
Thmfore it is that 1 suppose [nosei 
The squinting ^e, the wide-spread 
The yawning mouth that may appear 
Btretohing athwart from ear to ear ; 
The riiung badk, a sad misohanoe, 
And stomadh’s rude protuberanoe, 

Are orimes which, by their laws intent, 
Beoeiv’d proportion’d punishment ; 
While ugliness in eVry sense, 

Must be a capital ofienoe ; 

And they will be condemn’d to die, 
Whose crime’s complete deformity. 

Bo muol 4 dear Doctor, for my Venus, 
AndiHiataiyethaspaBs’dbetweeuuB.” 
—She paiiiii^d,-«»rbat when the ’gan to 
Of Ifemoiy, the dinner-bell [tell 

Brought hiv fine fiutriea to a dose, 
And M tim Btif’md Doctor rose, 


He said, I here beg leave to mention, 
How muob I’m pleas’d with yonr in* 
vention, 

But still 1 think it might be right 
To calm its course and check its flighty 
Nor let it wander out of season, 

But yield it to the rule of reason ; 
And instead of its commanding, 

Let it obey your understanding: 
Consult your own superior sense, 

And gratify vout pride from thence ; 
For all is knmm, we ought to know 
Of things above and things below, 
Till other Boyles and Newfons rise 
T’ unveil dark Nature’s mysteries. 

I do not strictly mean to say 
You throw your studious hours away 
Or that your stor-woik is misspent, 
For still the pastime’s innocent; 

But yet I think that d la letirtf 
You might employ those hours better ; 
Nor do 1 wish to read a lecture 
Upon the errors of oonjeotuze, [expose 
Which may refinement’s thoughts 
To smiling friends and sooffing foes ; 
I only ask you to receive 
The friendly counsd that 1 give: 

If to the Planets you must soar, 

Be ailent, wonder and adore. 

Though they’re in different stations 
In the immeasurable waste, [plao’d 
Though their ends may notlMthesainet 
Eaoh is to answer one gieaf aim, 

And with some local meana endued 
To aid the universal good, 

Will’d by the Power whose plastie 
Doth all iqmenaity command D^moA 
And whose vast universal away 
Cxeation^B countless worlds obsy.’’ 

He qmke, and in due ardor pass’d, 
ihiiigi inm sidted to Uo 
Indeed, he was wdl-pleaifd to see 
A change in ^ 
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And with his knife and fork to reason 
On ev’ry dainty dish in season, 

And make his ohoioe ’tween wrong end 
As guided by his appetite. [right, 
At length, the plenteous dinner o’er, 
As he did in his goblet pour 
The sparkling wine, he begg’d to gi^e 
A toast she surely would receive. 

<< Here’s to the health of friends above, 
I care not in what star they move, 

Or whatsoe’er their modes may be ; 
May they have din’d as well as we I” 
— The afternoon they stroll’d away, 
In various chit-chat, grave and gay, 
And time brought on the dose of day ; 
When Syntax begg’d she would moke 
known" 

Any commands she had in town. 

As early on the following day, 
Thither he must direct his way. 

«<0,” she replied, ^’1 will commend 
YourBev’renoeto mycharmingfriend, 
Dear Mrs. Brisket, whom I’ve known, 
Since I was taught to walk alone. 

In her, I know that you will find 
Good manners and a fisshion’d mind : 
But if she has a fault, Heav’n bless 
her, 

’Tis the high spirits which possess her : 
She’ll laugh with you in endless glee 
At my high-fiown Astronomy I 
Thongh, as her husband’s li^y smt 
On huficMB to the Oontinent, 

She sets till his return but 
Tet this I know, with honour due, 
Her dotr will open be to you. 

---And nowl thhik on’t th^s aaothe^ 
To Hhom withotit or fonn or pother 
I musty dear Dootor, introduee you; 
0 how that dear ghd win amuse yottt 
My sweet Miss Panel, she is one, 

To whom, my fieiend^ yon must be 
jaiow9| 


A female Artist, whose fdr name 
Is rising rapidly to fame. 

And all the paintings round the room 
Did from her eailiest pencil come : 
Her works yon will with pleasure view, 
Nay, you oan give instruction too. 
My fond hopes wait on her success, 
As I was her first patroness ; 

And she my friendship wiU commend, 
When I present her such a friend.” 
While she these kindly pasiporti 
wrote. 

He did the passing time devote 
To a smaU volume, whose rioh page 
Would his delight^ mind engage. 
And when her soribhling work was 
done, known. 

He thus his farewell thoughts made 
I As your pen mov'd, by ohanoa I 
took 

From off your shelves a fav’rite book, 
Of solemn bards the boasted pride, 
You know bim well, ’tis Akenside— 
And in his high-wrought woEk you’ll 
Fancy rob’d in Philosophy, [set 
What that power is, and ought to bej 
And in its page the Muses show 
What Fancy does to reason owe : 
Nay, there a lesson may be known 
How you, fsir Dame, may guide your 
own. 

—And as my giatefol thanks I tell. 
And while I Imbly say, fuewdl, 

I Your graoiouB kindness may reoeive 
The foithfd oouikad whieh I give.— 
Like poor IKr John’s advising friend 
I woi^ not dare to reeommend 
Tha^ yon should vaatme to detiny 
The appintos you employ, 

I But loi^ tiie dm of b|gliHit8i|i^ 
Whieh forms your loam’d Oboim^ 
i Against the stave at cnee Mfod [tary^ 

I And thm Ihe m e wnog.,** 
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CANTO 

S YNTAX, in deep, and pousive 
mood, 

Tow’rds London now his waypursned: 
The eaatem eky in7olv*d in oloud, 
Did from his eye the sunbeamB shrond, 
And not one ootire darting ray, 

Gaye spirit to the early day: 

While the mist, hanging o*er the brow 
Of woody upland, eunk below 
Amid the smoke, rais’d on the gale, 
From hamlet cottage in the vnlc. — 
No lark was heard, ascending high, 
To give his oarrol to the sky ; 

Nor did the blackbird or the thrush. 
Make vocal the green, dewy bush : 
The rooks, departing from the wood. 
On the high branches cawing stood. 
Whose noisy notes alone were heard, 
With raven’s croak, ill-omen’d bird, 
Andgloomy nature’s self gave warning 
Of a dull, uninspiring morning, 

At least, of thoughts, alive and gay, 
Which sometimes flow from radiant 
day. [pear ; 

What was the cause doth not ap- 
Whether oppressive atmosphere. 

Or that the pillow hod not blest 
The Doctor with his usual rest ; 

Or whether it was fancy’s whim, 
(Which seldom rul’d or troubl’d him,) 
He was not in his usual trim ; 

8o that he, as he ponder’d o’er 
The dark ^ of his nupti^ Tour^ 
Had half a mind to tom again, 

To the gteeh shades of Bommeiden, 
And be oontmited with the good 
Which he might And in widowhood. 
Sinoe 1 ikt home,” he mutt’xing 

** Whiftto my widxhasbeen displey’d P 


XXXVII. 

The high-flown fair, whom I have 
sought, 

Did not awake one tender thought : 
Such bense, mix’d up with so much 
folly, 

At times would make me melancholy : 
— They mi^t, perchance, an hour a 
Contrive to pass in smiles away, [day> 
But Fortune 1 should ne’er forgive. 

If I with such were doom’d to live. 
— ^It is not that a woman’s mind 
May not be of superior kind, 

Or that its powers may not be fraught 
With views enlarg’d and depth of 
thought, 

Or that a lady’s studious hours 
May not have treasur’d loaming’s 
stores : 

1 know that many have been known. 
Who in the realms of soienoe shone, 
Whoseleaming, judgment, oritio taste. 
Have seldom been by men surpass’d. 
And yet who never soar’d above 
The line where duty bade them move, 
And were not seen to give oflhnce 
To that prime virtue COMHON-BEKsm 
But these are form’d fbr higher lift^ 
And pot to be a Parson’s wife, 

Unless by fortune he had been 
A Bishop, or at least a Dean, 

Whose Dames, thus living at tiluir 
ease, [please.” 

May choose what pastime aluKU 
The clouds now broke md many a 
Of sundiine darted on the day $ [My 
When, as imyiiing PhCshns «hm. 
The Doctor Ahahg’d hie gnanUing 
tone, 

WhiU a good hreddbat hsi^tibeiM^ 

I To quicken his d^eot^dsf^i 
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And now hia bomoward way to traoe 
He thought would be downright dia- 
graoe, 

That perseyeranoe was a feature 
Which aggrandis’d our common na* 
tore: 

And no great act he could relate, 

Of ancient or of modem date, 

But to that virtue did refer 
Its energetic character : 

Thus, without further doubt or fear, | 
He was resolv’d to persevere.— 

Nay, as his spirits ’gan to rise. 

He ventur’d to soliloquise, 

And did his waken’d hopes express, 
Of what he thought he might possess. 

“ London is the general mart, 

The warehouse vast that does impart, I 
Whate’er the life of man requires, | 
To minister to its desires : 

But mine’s a search of tender feeling : 
— ^Those articles 1 cannot deal in, 
Which demand a golden treasure 
To fuxnirii out luxurious pleasure, 

To gratify each active sense, 

Or bvB of proud magnificence ; 

These come not in my humble view. 
They are not what my thoughts pur- 
sue; 

I’ve but a iiuthfal heart to offer. 

And awazm, Parson’s home to proffer. 
Where a fimd pair may loveandlive. 
Though, ties is all I have to give, 
TetVl shall think it rather hard, 
n; as my enfant tp&’s reward, 

X cofinot find a Xa’am or Mi« 
fiomewhare in this Metropolis, 

Who may inShilge a seeret wish 
To dip Iwsop in flymen’s didi ; 

seeks to Isave its noiiy riot^ 
Tolive With mo ift rural quiet 
But aftdf ab if X dumld hiil, 
am «U ^y hostOo HMta pio^ 


I wiU not my fUse hiq^ kment^ 

But teach my mind to be oonten% 
Contrive to Aeer my widow’d lifb 
Without the blessing of a wife. 

And while I live, 1 ne’er again, 

Will leave the woods of BommetdeBu** 
—Such were his thoughts, feom day 
to day, 

Which beguil’d his untroubled waf, 
Till rising ’bove the cloud of smoko 
St. Paul’s Borne on the prospect broke: 
And, pacing on, he onter’d town 
By the north side of Mary-bonne. 

A proper inn he sought of course^ 
Wheio there was fiiM for man and 
horse. 

Till he oould find a proper station 
In point of sir^nd situation. 

As it might most convenient seon, 
And fitted to his leading sohemo. 
Thus as he trotted through a street, 
Whose houses seem’d compact and 
Apartments to be let, wss seen [neat. 
Upon a door of brighteet green, 

And underneath a name had plas^ 

As dealer in fine fereign lace: 

The onrtain’d windows oangjhtfheeye, 
With their gay, fiBstoon’d drapery, 
And in haloenies Ihsra weio ssan 
Flowers and plants of evergiom i , 
Where the geraidums blossom’d nd. 
And myrtles rose feom mossy bed. 
While all, es fer es he could scs^ 
Appeas’d to suit him to a T.— 
]^thou^whattrotthIa it wonldaBiv^ 
If hero he oould a lodging have ; 

So he kaodi’d sinarify at llid door 
And whs admitted to expkm 
The difikmt rooms, I 7 a fiU lady, 
Who certainly waepasifd her 
day. 

But if time had destroy’d hm figue% 
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Thns die co manag’d to lucoeed 
By flatt^xing dint, that he agreed 
Bo other reaidenoe to seek, 

And took the apartmentB for a week. 
He anawte’d to the nsoal claim, 

And paid a pound note to the dame: 
Deliyer'd his portmanteau there, 

To the old lady’s promis’d care, 

Then took his leave with spirit light 
And promis’d to be there at night. 
Pat too reooiv’d commands to find 
A liy’ry stable to his mind, 

Where both the trayell’d nags and he 
Might find due hospitality ; 

And bade him keep it in his pate 
To be with him, next mom at eight. 

“Well," now said Syntax, “1*11 
And visit Paternoster Bow ; [e’en go 
Yellum, I trust, will much rejoice 
To hear once more my well-known 
voice.” [three. 

He went, and as Bt. Paul’s struck 
His appetite rejoic’d to see 
The print and paper-selling sinner 
Preparing for a plenteous dinner. — 
After much warm and friendly greet- 
At this so unexpected meeting, [ing. 
And the good Doctor’s hungry zeal 
Was settled by a hearty meal. 

While a fiill pint of wine at least. 
Had given spirits to the feast, 

Yellum his cations talk began. 

To dip into the Doctor’s plw. 

And by his shrewd discourse discover 
What just now made him such a rover, 
— You oMttot have been long in 
town, * 

Or wme Hm with the newsbad town 
And have oOwtHv’d to let us know 
plaanng tidingt in tim Bo^ 

Por you no dumbi^ Sir, pajut have 
btopgfat [fraught, 

wnrh with tuto leamiiii^ 


Something of hold and new design, 
Dug from the never-failing mine 
That’s work’d within your fertile 
brain, 

Where all is out and come again ; 

And much I hope you will command 
My practis’d and obstetric hand, 

And choose me, as my skill you know, 
Among the midwives of the Bow, 

To bring it forth, with your fair name 
To a long, f#hire life of fame.” 

A smile now aeetn’d to give assent. 
And Yellum’s visage beam’d content: 
Bat when he from the Doctor heard, 
What street and place he hadpreferr’d. 
And that he was thus lodg’d alone 
In a snug house in Mary-bonne, 

He thought without a s^e or joke 
He should speak out, — and thus he 
spoke. 

“Where’er you are there muat be 
good, 

Whate’er may be the neighbourhood; 
But ’tis a region, let me say. 

Where you. Sir, will not wish to stay. 
Though I do not presume to measure 
Either your fanoy or your pleapuxiB : 
But should you wish to quit the place, 
Whi(di possibly may be the oase, 

I have a friend who has left town 
For sev’ral months, and who does own 
Nice bhambers in an Inn of Gouft, 
Where Sages of the Law resort; 

And he has left, as you may see, 

The entire care of them to mOi 
Furnish’d with aU aBoommodiitto^ ' ^ 
That well may suit your rev^ind 
station; 

And wheioyoumgy 
Ae qukt as at Soimemn, 

With a neat Uundm to ittad y«A^ 
To whose good om Z eom- 
mend yon." 
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SynttLXf ** In a day or two, 
m aak another interTiew, 

And then the anbjeot we’U renew.” 
^The hasty evening pass’d away 
On gen’ral topics of Ihe day : 

How leanung sped was not neglected, 
And authors of all kinds dissected ; 
Till the departing hour was come, 
And Syntax sought his novel home : 
To the opening door there came 
The old, fat, grinning, prating dame, 
Who begg’d that he would take a 
chair 

In her boudoir, and seat him there : 
Smart, well-dress’d, giggling Misses 
three, 

Compos’d the old lady’s company. 

** These, I presume, these charming 
fEur,” 

He said, V are your maternal care.” 

** These are my chicks,” the dame 
replied, 

** At once my profit and my pride, 
Borne folks have talk’d about their 
beau;^, 

But this 1 know, they do their duty, 
And e’en if scandal due to flout ’em. 
I’m anre I could not do without 
’em.” 

But with his day’s fatigue oppress’d, 
Syntax begg’d Imvc to go to rest. 

** Laura,” die said, I prithee come. 
And liglU the Dooto to his room.” 
She rope, and as she squees’d his arm 
fie ealBily sasil’d, but thought no 

Be took]ltia tiie knuM sense, 

And though H frolio innooenee ; 

Bm Im her bind tlM bhming % 
Una hide Ood bBess her, and g^ 

Be was anf mom la Ml emy, 
^ndjlHming oat tfaa Mm day, 


S*t 

When Bat appear’d quite pale and 
wan, 

And thus in mfiled tonea began. 

** I hope you wiU not take oiFenee 
If I just tell your Beverenoe^ 

This is a house of evil-fame, 

I know its ehuaoter and name: 

A eoBch is here.— Be off, I pray, 

Nor here another minute stay ; 

Ton now. Sir, may remove in quiet, 
Or the old hag will breed a riot” 
Nay, now, from what he saw last 
night, [right, 

The Doctor thonght that Pat was 
Who soon the trav’Uing baggage bore 
Straight to the hackney at ^e door ; 
And then flew book to save his master 
From any insolent disaster i 
But, as &e staiiscase he descended, 
He found the passage well dsftmdad. 
There the hag stood, all holiM-bnb- 
her, 

A half -dress’d form of living blabber. 
’’What going, Sir, without a warn* 
ingP” [morning.” 

” Yes,” Syntax laid, a^ ao go^» 
” But stop, Sir, pray, and hear mo 
speak;— 

You still must pay mo for a wedk” 
’’One pound,” says Fat, ’’for ona 
night’s rent^ 

Is pay enons^, so be oontoit.” 

But die by some enHaadiah name 
Bawl’d, ” Captain oome^”— the Oip* 
tainoame, 

When he display’d nhnrid grin, 
More finghtfal than Ua hairy ehin, 
And threaten’d Wnd; hot Fatrfok: 
stood, 

b . .(90% itu4f .ttttada. 

‘‘Ah. uan," b. madf "rnijm 
dBet 

Ihtt raddjr hw « bMit .f itMlf 
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Kay, Captain, lie may prove to yon^ i ReoeiVd the Sage that very night, 
That he has handa of iron too.” And there he found that all waa right; 


Whether the Captain did not like 
The kind of blowa that Pat might 
■trike, 

With iw ninhlittg n ftf ha and ghastly 
frown, 

He went np-ataim as he came down. 
Thna neither light nor heayy-hearted, 
But between both the Sage departed ; 
Though not o’er burthen’d with con- 
tent, 

To Yellnm now again he went. 

There are, and many I have known. 
Though not to naughty habits prone, 
Who are scarce ever heard to swear, 
And seldom miss their Sunday prayer, 
Yet of their lively ravings boast. 
When youthful fancies rul’d theroast; 
And when their latter days prevail. 
Or o’er their wine or punch or ale, 
And while the smoking fume ascends 
Among familiar, social friends, 

WiU ohuidde at an idle thought, 
Which Scandal’s gossif tongue has 
brought, 

And oautiouB looking round the while, 
Will give the half-corrected smile. 
Such solemn Vellum was, and when 
Syntax he saw so soon again, 

TbAt Mary-bonne, a ihrewd guess 
told him. 

The Doctor found too hot to hold him. 
—But though our fanciful Divine 
Ne’er thought to play Ihe libertine, 
He could QOt, as he sipp’d his tea, 
Befrainftem mystio drollaiy. 

And by that drollery did p^mfce 
The B^kseBer to cut a joke, 

And mth h Winking eye, let frU 
(todnt words in sense eqiuivooal. 
~But now, to cut the aatter short, 
Nice CtaB^eie in ea Inn of Court, ^ 


With laundress ready to attend 
His service os on humble friend. 

The trav’lUng steeds at liv’iy stood 
Somewhere in the near neighbour- 
hood, 

So that Pat ever was at hand, 

For any duty or oommand. — 

In thought the morrow was employ’d. 
Which, as it foss’d, was not eigoy’d ; 
For he be^ln to think his scheme 
I Was but an idle, fruitless dream, 
While reason, in this state of doubt, 
Seem’d not dispos’d to help him out. 
In ev’ry shape the oause he tried, 
But still he was not satisfied, 

Thus as he pac’d from room to room, 
Contemplating his future doom, 

With scaioe a hope his mind to oheor 
And yielding to a coward fear, 

** Is it that I a plaoe have ohose,” 

He gravely said, where life’s worst 
foes 

Their unpropitious gains reoeive, 
From eyes that weep and' hearts that 
grieve P 

It is that I with Lawyers diere. 

This dismal roof, this taintad air. 
That I an humbled spirit bear P 
And seem no longer to preserve 
The active mind, the daring nerve ; 
Nay, am at once dispos’d to yield 
The oonquesti of the promie’d field 
Thue as he go^ ICrs. Broom, 
The laundress, came into tin xoom, 
And hesriiig how he talk’d and fill’d, 
Thus in reqpeotftil tone sq^Ued. , 

** Briieve me in thk stairesse ber^ 
Pve pase’4»fiood flir, loliaieiiy a year; 
And X have numy.a Xsiwyer 
Who ne’er from tratk or Justtoo 
swerv’d: 
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Thonghi 8ir,perliapfly within thii court 
There may be lome of ey*ry eort ; 

But if yon oboee to bhange the air, 
For Portland Place or PortmanSqnaie, 
Of those who lira in splendour there, 
I fear that you might say the same, 
19’or do iojustice to their name. 

Some Tile Professor of the Laws 
Has grip’d you hard within his paws 
1 must suppose, and given you cause 
The common anger to sustun 
Against the Laws and Lawyers’ train. 
Excuse me, Sir, but I must smile 
At whims that do our minds beguile. 
I met just now, upon the stairs, 

A Dandy in his highest airs, 

'Who calls the Lawyer that’s above. 
The faithful clerk of doating lo\u; 
And that by his all-powerful pen, 

He proves himself the best of men. 
Though, Sir, if I mustspeak thetruth, 
This gallant and delighted youth 
Is on the Lawyer’s toil intent. 

Whose ■kill draws up on instrument, 
Which, when in all due form pre- 
pw’d, 

‘Will give him his vast love’sreward. 

0 ’tis a most delicious sound t 
Beauty, and forty thousand pound.” 
The Doctor smil’d nor ch^’d the 

dame, 

Who thus continued to exclaim, 

** Marriage, 1 think, as wril 1 know, 
la the Ihr hippiest state below : 

1 tdiae have prov’d that happy state ; 
Twine 1 have M a fulhfiil mate, 
Kcnr I think it yet too late, 
^/Seak again kwa’a eoft dominion, 
WamJelmQidU«4riveofmy(q^nim 

Thh chatter^ end of maniage toe, 
Bmu^that auweaiilgeot to the vianr 
Of Sgfntax in a batter steta 
Than ha had givaa itthooghtof bto: 


Besides, good wine, end dahafy Ihiw 
Is sometiBes known to lighten ouet 
Nay, man is often hriak or dull 
Aa the keen stomaeh’e void or ftiU* 
The Doctor, to all meals indin’d. 

Had on a weU-dran'd siraetbrsid 
din’d. 

While a nice pie of sav’ry meat 
Gave added poignanoe to the treat ; 
As the good laundress wish’d to show, 
That she did kitchen onnning know, 
And, therefore, had contriv’d the bert 
To furnish out a tempting test: 
While Tellum had Madeira lent 
Which might a Baochanal oontent 
He eat, he drank, his spirits rets 
And cheerful thoughts sueoeed to tham 
Which, through the hopeleie amming 
past. 

Had his shrunk mind with donUi 
o’eroast. 

—Again he pac’d the ohaaher ter, 
And talk’d bis various prqjeeti o’er.— 
E’en should they faU, ha knew nn 
harm 

That ought to give lue ariud alams 
The emilaa of Fortune if attain’^ 
Must be by paraevenuwe gphl’d ; 
Therefore, begone, thou ooward, Fear, 
For Syntax still shall perwvave.” 
Thus as these tiioaghts his (Qiiita 
cheer’d, 

Yellnmwith amila and bowigppear’d. 

1 oome te know, B&r, if you ted 
The situate to your mind ; 

And if aught eau be added to ii^ 

I trust that you will kt me know 
For you ihall eeo it if my pride 
To have it inatoaify anpplte.” 
te Boate tel’4 not in 
te teika te all ha im pomeaitef # 
Vow TaQinn had a taa^ naan 
For aoeate toIes^ ^ Wto crite 
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Which kvL^hm, for someBpeoial reason 
Might keep a aeoret for a season : 
Anthorsy ire mean, whose faToni’d 
name, 

la trumpeted by Madam Fame. 

A dinner he was us’d to try 
With a few aoraps of flattery ; 

Of wealth and gen’rous deeds would 
hoast, 

A theme on Authors seldom lost ; 

And these kept up with prudent skill, 
Might bring the Author to his will. 
Henoe may be trac’d the worldly 
feeling 

That brought on all this friendly 
dealing; 

For surely Yellum could not dream 
But that it was some learned scheme 
Which brought the Doctor up to town, 
W'hen all the ihow of life was flown. 
Syntax, with native keenness felt 
At what the cunning tradesman q^t: j 
At the same time he did not fed 
It would be prudent to reveal 
The ouriouB widi that made him roam 
So far in summer months fromhome ; 
But to avert his prying eye 
The Sage began this colloquy : 

** You have already had a ken 
Of what 1 call a specimen, 

When ]^ety in^ir’d my pen. 

And much, my feiend, 1 wish to know, 
Gould 1 a pious volume show, 

All Air and ready for the press, 
Whit yon may think of its success, 
Andas we both may be oonoem’d, 

If funs and money may be earm’dP” 
T. **Wh»A mean you, SermousP’ 
-i-S. Yes, the same.’’ 

T. <*8enums if yen, ind trith 
yournasse:*** 

Upcm a first anA tiew, 


At all events, Sir, as a friend, 

I to your int’rests will attend.” 

Thus with solemn faoe he spoke, 
And we wiU'guess, by way of joke. 
What to himself old Yellum said, 

As the sly, secret hints of trade. 

Deep thought two forehead wrinkles 
prov’d, 

But neither tongue nor lipsweremov’d. 
While to his jnterest never blind, 
These hidbi weie whisper’d to his 
mind. 

HENS LOQUITUR. 

“Sermons by him,— 0 quite the 
thing. 

To publish m the ensuing Spring I 
They will, I’m sure, be all the fashion, 
And read, perhaps, by half the nation. 
For Sermons, as the taste prevails, 
Are read as eagerly as tales. 

And if the preacher has renown 
No works more popular are known. 
I’ll try to-morrow ere we dine 
To fix the copyright as inine.” 
Butstillhe thought, “whyneedlstay. 
To strike this stroke another day ! 
Another day f No, no,— I vow 
I’ll strive to make the bargain now.” 
Thus these dumb hopes acquired 
strengthyv 

So that he let them ^ak at length, 
But in a calm and measur’d tone:— 
— “ These Sermons, Doctor, I must 
own, 

Ira1herwiBL”-“My]iWitfl^” 
Syntax exclaim’d, “ 1 mnat atjend 
To other matters, whioh ’tiokaibwia^ 
Have oaits’d my pfigrinsage to town* 
And it will be u weik air two 
Be&iw t oan attsoA to yum 
But^ sure 1 eannoit bo 

lhat we riiiotild ivm dltifma.’* 
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Nor &ar to ride whtt die Wkf do 


TeUnmi wdl-pkas’d that he had 
made 

Some program in the waj of trade, 
Whioh, aa he plaan*d it, would repay 
All hie ihrewd eenae could do or eay, 
Hie ely enquiriei now reprem’d, 

And hush'd his wary seal to rest : 
Thus, haring smok’d a pipe or two 
In Booial mood, he bade a^en. 

Syntax, who had not liv’d so long 
Withont&at senseof right and wrong, 
Whioh Observation’s known to give 
To those who think as well as live. 
Felt Yellum’s use,— but then he knew 
That interest must be kept in view: 
That this samemon^-sorapingsinner, 
Would ne’er be lur’d to give a dinner, 
Nor would his spirit e’er inoline 
To ask a Letter’d Man to dine. 

Or bow, or smile, or send his wine, 
Unlem he thought, in way of trade, 
His would be well repaid. 

He, therefore, kept, 'neath lo^ and 
These volumes of divinity : [k^, 

And did his distant promise make, 

To keep euimudgeon seal awake. 
—Thus it appears the day whs pam’d 
And nightie ealm hour arriv’d at last; 
For Tellum and the laundrem gone 
The Boetor now was left alone ; 

As Pat took up his night’s abo^ 
Whara Punch with her oompanion 
stood, 

And mriitsA^d many a Buhlin tale, 
Withthlyriflhdrangjitsof I<ondon sJe. 
But ere he want to reat^ 

Ponduraon what ait^t be llie bast» 
Whai^ it beoame him new to do, 

And which the way he ahoaldpiiisae. 

Oan^^ erimly aaid, do b^, 
Thn aand my leriy Maenigiif sl^^ 
And idfao hdr Mrs. Briridt aea 
mfli all hoi^ wild, vivaoity ; 


With all her ftan and fiuUe too.” 
Thus, the next mom, a tosal note 
He, with all due pblitenam w roK 
To let her know, what joy *twoidd 
give him, OMau 

Did she but say, she would reeaho 
— “This evening Madoap is at home,” 
The answer said, ” so prices oome.”— 
“How,” she exdaim’d, ** riudlleiyoy, 
The visit of this Eerirend Boy ! 

I ahaU be in my highest q^bere. 
When the quixotio Parson’s here I” 
No sooner was it said than done, 
Andthuseommeno’dthesidieineof fun. 
All in due time a stout housemaid 
Was like the lady’s self array’d ; 

The pendants dangle from her ears, 
The plumage o’er her brow appears ; 
The ostririi spoils so green so red, 
Bent graoefiil from hat auburn head, 
While aU that puoker’d rilk eanld 
show, 

Appear’d in flonnee and fbrbalow, 
And mnriin’a btolder’d frids display’d 
The pow*!! of milUaeiy aid. 

The retionle gnuf d ene rude hmid. 
The other did a fhn eonoiaad ; 

But Molly in thia tenirii dreaa, 

Was the sublime of awkwazdnem. 

; While die, indeed, or sat or stood, 
Alimotionlemaalogef wood, 

She look’d like wMmomo dodi and 
bloods 

But when she mov’d and whon ^ 
Then was to eome the pfomia’d Joka, 
As Bvntax, by the tridt betsay’d 
WusH tettmlfiatsMitBksfbelCrid, 

Andlit fatkmmiy u cbcito 
bel^ 

Net aean, nor yet quite out of aiglil^ 
21 
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Could from behind a ourtain’B swoop 
With sileftt caul^ tahe a peep, 

At the orom purposes display’d 
’Tween Syntax and the lady -maid : 
But when the parley awkward grew 
She might at onoe appear in view, 
And, in brisk measure, rush between 
To give new spirit to the scene. 

Such was the plan this lively dame 
Had laid to form the evening’s game, 
And in due course the evening came. 

Fat now applied his utmost art 
To mske his Bev’rend master smart, 
Who when he oast a partial eye 
The smooth-fao’d mirror passing by 
Just whisper’d, on the glancing view, 
** ’Tie not amiss, — 1 think ’twill do. 
And now,” he said, ** ’twere wdl to 
A taste of that deotnary, [try 

Which, aa I’ve known, so often servos 
To give fredi vigour to the nerves.” 
He with the dose was well content, 
For ’twos of that which Tellum sent. 

How in a hack was Syntax diook. 
And Fat behind his station took, 
When thus, in all becoming state, 
They pass’d along through Gray’s 
Inn Gate. 

— ^The Doctor let his fancy bend. 

As to the evening he should spend ; 
And how he might be best prqiaz’d 
To play a sals and cautious card ; 

For sure he was from all he knew. 
There would be fun and ftolio too; 
But what tine gamaeome Ha’am 
would do, 

His meatd ^ could not f g ei ee « 
Thou{^ in atuh near Ihtnrity.— 
Thus p he eonn’d his lesson o’er, 

The oariiagersoeh’dtlmpmuifddoer, , 
—In the mean tfane^ the boundiig 
meid Ij^y’d; 

Wm taught the part that ahonld bej 


And thus the artful llistreBS gave 
Th’ instruction how she should be- 
have. 

** When he shall ask you how you do, 
You’ll say, I’m well and thank you too. 
But beyond this yon must not go, 
Nor e’er reply but yeb or no.” 

What other fanoiee she was told 
A few lines onward will unfold. 

He enter’^when with awkward air. 
She motioM him to take a chair. 
And, having plac’d it by ber side, 

He tiius began, — She thne replied. 

« Ma’am, ’tis an honour you confer.” 
She eaid, — ” I’m well and thank you. 
Sir.” 

have a letter here to show 
From Lady Maonight”— She eaid, 
“Ho.” 

— “ I hope you’ll take it not amise, 
If I present it !”— She said, “ Yes.” 
“ I’m Doctor Syntax as I live,” 

She answer’d utith a negative, 

0 ho I be thought, but I’ll go on, 

For Madam I enppoee for fun. 

Is playing an Automaton ; 

And if that is the Lady’s cue, 

1 will be somewhat Amy too. 
“Madam,” he said, “thatkvaljiisce 
Seems to invite a s^ embrace, 

And if you please;” — Ae answer’d, 

“Yes.” 

i The Doctor therefore took akias, 
Whidi die return’d witii audi a blow 
Ab her imde hands eodd wdl hoetffw s 
ButwhilB, Bstonidi’daiiidaiuaddi, 
fie on tiie angry Sgm gas’d^ 

The Lady fliouj^t it time to 
Ftamhsganughidiii f « | » i amaldva; 
Idbo the noom at ^ datiad ; 
The Doctor teni’d aeourilenditeted, 
Aiii^ soaroe reoov’xiM Aaii tile 
Smib unawixas in 
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She filiov’d him bnakly t’wirdB the 
dame,‘ [oune; 

Who piuh’dhim back fhmi whenoe he 
And thus by force of armc uncouth^ 
He play’d at to and fro with both ; 
Such 08 a shnttleoook explores, 
Between two active battledores, [o’er, 
— Molly, who thought her bnsineas 
Made hasty passage through the door. 
And left the madcap, Madam Briakit, 
W’ithher sage, rev’rend beau to friakit. 
— ^But now another air prevail’d 
When she her visitor assail'd [smile. 
With humble grace, and winning 
Bo form’d displeasure to beguile ; 

And having kindly grasp’d his hand, 
With looks not ea^ to withstand ; 

** I am,” ^e said, ^'a silly creature. 
And you, I know, are all good nature, 
Which will without offence receive, 
The droU reception that I give. 

’Tis thus I ever treat my friends. 

But 1 will make you fuU amends : 

For though the evening has begun 
In gamesome play and active fun, 
Beason shall better things supply, 
And all diall end in harmony.” 

— ^Ihe Lady did her promise keep, 
Her gambol spirits went to sle^ ; 
And, in whate’er she did or said 
Such serious goodness was diq^y’d. 
So pleasing to his ear and eye, 

As well fs revanad dignity; 

00 suljedt to iimnd xeason’s rule, 
Bewoiidiip’d she could the M. 
She spoke with aiagio on htftsnguoi 
Whikirilh a 6 |yNn’avoieedhe sung; 
Then teosh’d the oigan with snshskSl 
That wound the Bo^ to her wiB, 
And Ifhirflatliringpowor to|hHM^ 
00 eharti’d his eensibiUties, 
did all^ tiem 
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Hor did the dear Divine eeneeal 
One awkward wish thathemUlht M. 

At enee the frolic Madam eaught 
A ^aa withpieaionamiathlef fra^t 
” O what an idle silly dnnoe^” 

She said with warm^, ” to trust to 
To hope by aooident to find [ohan^, 
A mate that’s suited to your mind I 
You’ve but a fortnight here to stay, 
Soaree time to hear a yea or nay : 
Ton can’t tooourtehip’s rules ooiriiorm : 
A siege won’t do,--attaek by storm.” 
Then she exoliim’d, with tongue and 

” We to’ a Wifr will advertim!” 

She squeal’d his handf— <«id he com- 
plies. 

” The happiest Hymen I e’m knew,’’ 
Shesaid, ” from advertiieHMnts grew; 
And to my friend, I wish it known 
That I shall soaroe except my own* 
Hay do but tmst the whole to me^ 

1 am the eonl of secrecy. 

If this nieo pMjoot should e u oeeed, 
Tea’ll think and bless me to thedeedi 
If it shoiild fril, it is no move 
Than wisdom’s srif hm done befinu. 
—Of candidates you need ndt tor; 
Perhaps too many may appear ; 

But, ere their fbrms sitote yonr ejm| 
I’ll learn their seoiet hiato^; 

And yon shall see, my rev*iend friend^ 
Ito one which I assy rcoommend, 
And if you Ihinh that one’s tim thiay, 
Then to the Borneo ond tho ring.” 
-p-The Dootar teck it oil to granted: 
Xt team’d as if ho were anehaitoL 
ISion, ift axpreariva dl o qn e n a % 

Bo apolm at onoo hie gtoaliel amea 
Of her waim frielidih^ mA sagard. 
Though goodness k its own fcwwd ; 
But both inamdo MwaU as meeoam^ 
Bie left it ail to hor good ptoennb 
fil— a 



JDOOTOB 8YNTAJC8 TOUB 


3*4 

•— ’Twu midniglit pait when lie de- 
ptrftedf [light-hearted, 

Ghann’d the and quite 
Leaying hfiilady to dream 
Of all &e wieahief of her aeheme. 
Syntax now aet hie heart at reat, 
Thou^t what waa dene waa for the 
And to fill up the interval [best, 
He woidd en dear liiaa Pallet oall. 
Here hia leoeption waa moat kind ; 
Sweet maanera with auperior mind, 
And taete and genina were combin’d. 
^When the firat formal chat waa o’er, 
The woika of Artiata they explore, 
‘Whoae lahoma gain’d the height of 
toe 

And fix’d the imperidiable name. 
They then the living talents try, 
Wi^ just remark and oritio eye. 

” And now,” die said, ’’ yon will in- 

To tell me what yon think of mine. 
Ihearyonsay, ’how sweet, hew final’ 
But if, while your kind words com- 
mend, [Mend 1” 

You todd aee faults, —0 what a 
— ” 1 aee no fkults,*butlet me tell 
The leading power of painting well 
Must epri^ from staying Tixions 
nature, 

In ev’ry Ibrm and ev’ry feature : 

’Tia that alone which oan impart 
The height^ and depth, and breadth 
HordoIeeeim^igtoleiT [ofart; 
PrornttopetotoghairaetBr.” 

•’ W <“0 wiUyou 
And lihtpim dinw to 
Ton to to to Arto pto 
Of AitoaiA to oto 
Suehtmgi to# aioi to Wxaltoa 
Am town to poto hwBMui hearti^ 
Ahd their warn jaelitigi oft supply, 
'WithiWfy to midjettoy.*’ 


—The Artista came,—” Sir, Mr. B— 
’Tia Doctor Syntax ; Mr. G — 

The dinner soon appear’d in view, 
And pass’d oa other dinners do : 

But with the fruit the talk began, 
And thus aronnd the table ran. 

—Said Syntax, ” I my wonder own 
Where a fair lady’s art is shown. 

That among all the figures here. 

The god of||jL<dve does not appear.” 

— « We know professors of the art,” 
Says G— , “ have got him quite by 
W e want no model, do you aee, [heart; 
Of this familiar deity : 

Sure am 1 that I’m not ao stupid, 

But sleeping I could paint a Cu^.” 
— ” 1 wi^ you would the trouble take 
To paint a Cupid when awake,” 

I Saidtitt’ringB ; know’twould 

prove 

A very deepy god of Love.” [said, 
” Have done, have done,” Mias Pallet 
« The Paseion shall be well display’d, 
Not as a Painter’s eye may view it, 
But aatheDootor’a tongue oan do it; — 
And, therefore, Sira, I humbly move 
That he may apeak his thoughts on 
Love.”— 

” ’Tia a nice theme,” Syntax replied, 
” But ladies must not be dienied: 
Mine are peouliar thoughts 1 fisar, 
And 1 ask oandour’a aeH to hear. 
—The passion which oommands the 
heart 

Is, in this world, a tUag a|Met; 

And tfarcuto^^ ^ ^ W tow 
Hm acthmg like g fiaffi n snaa rfi : 

It makes Ms wise, gsiA iflss maw 
But to by to toto ito* 

Imds wisdom tAwp Ip 
Nature dess tosle wmkmm Oto 

thifft liwiptinshh nimwi 
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That oft, without exterior grace, 

Or piercing eye, or lovely laoe, 

Or e’en the aUuriiig power of wit, 
MaJcee all presuming man submit ; 
Assumes the fhll domestic reign. 

And sees him smile to wear the 
chain. 

It is a secret sympathy, 

A hidden power tiiai doth deoree, 

As in the world we often see, 

Natures the most oppos’d to join 
At the matrimonial shrine ; 

Nay, has been often known to match 
Afibction warn with hands thdt 
scratch ; 

And e’en in Hymen’s net trepan. 

The polish’d Peer and blowsy Nan. 
Such the effisct, but then the cause 
Is work’d by Nature’s hidden laws, 
And if you ask me to explain 
The whys and wherefores, ’tisinvain, 
I cannot, and think no man can.” 

— **The Doctor knows the human 
heart," [ArtP" 

Says B , **but can he talk of 

That," says the lady, ** will ap- 
pear; 

If you will listen, you duU hear. 
—'What think you of this dcetdi, 
my friendf"— 

** In every part I do oommond 
Its fiMoe, its freedom," Syntax aoid; 
Whenetther Artist'shodk his heod. 
Tim Diiite tlM, in prudioee 
The obamtMr he piepoaPd : 

But tlikmi«inflid,---*<]fny I oaki 
Should i| be no eoi^isiant todSf 
To M me, if flm Arts ahound 
And ionrldi flilr In Biitiiih giuund» 
WheieSalBiieeisso largely ftstndf* 
— **On0k" ’tMeaaad, ^*tihi^iegsin| 
deem, 

TWs aoaies tt Artist of renown.’’ 


The Sage then mention’d many unseaia 
That dwelt ira the lipa of tout. 

’’ 0 no," fhty wddj ^ 
Witkmanyn shrug, Ih^ MW tlMa 
down, 

And only dISbr’d in degiee^ 

As ih^ let loose tMr ealunniqr. 

This eolour’dnot^ Slit wanted vigoor, 
A thirdknew noQdng of theignTe>— 
Thna, having doa’d thair orHie law, 
They Syntax aak’d If he oould draw: 
Whin he hie reedy pencil took, 

And in the hlenk page of a hock, 
Design'd agallowafimudiiehsimg 
Two figures that \ij ooidifle hung. 
Pray," it waa laiA, "who may be 
titeP 


They are two murdeiera, 1 1 
" Tee," Syntax said, "of aqr fiarma- 
tion, 

They’re mnrderen of nsmiTloir.’’ 

P a diort time in aflenoe sat» 
Then olid away and took hie hat : 

The other lou^t the self-oonm trick, 
Nor Mdd idion, nor e’er cmne hock. 

" I tUnk the kotnre I have given, 
Haa not aent your good friende to 
Biemn," 

Syntax obmrv’d. "Ho," ’twas to* 
plied, 

"0 whatahmonfotliafarpdde, 
Whioh, ifweewfldSiairfimUngatwoa^ 
Haa aent thm te anethor plaee^ 
thoqgk ftiy mm Mdt which is 
known, 

ISity hats dl nM# tmt Sidr owns 
Tliiij nniflliBi iidliat iiiih 

M 4f dwieite. 

ifne wnan mey mane mm^iwmami 
xnown, 

t langhing vow ’Ss did find gtSbi 
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Still they are liiithleM ; Imttoyon, 

1 may declare that it is true; 

Though uitii oalsd fatienoe I must 
wait 

TiU the atan amOe upon my fate.— 
Aud now, detf (Ur, I heg and pray, 
Gome «Uali wldle in town you stay, 
And ha aasur’d whene’er you oome, 
To none but you I’ll he at home I” 
Syntax to<^ leaTO with great de- 
light, 

In to pa« a tranquil night, 
Without one unpropitiouB thought 
Wluflh a day’a huny might have 
brought: 

But, at h^ door, attendant care, 

In Pat’s pale faoe was waiting Ihere. 
With Bomeihing like a wat’ry eye 
Pat said, ieu poor Punch will 
die. 

1 did not knowwhere you were gene. 
That Imight adc what should bedone : 
But as 1 knew you would not spaxe 
TE^pawft to save the poor old mare, 

1 did ilie host assistanoe claim, 

And Doctor Glanders quickly came: 

1 know not what he might discover, 
But I am sure he gives her over. 
Tour Bev’Senoe— but tohear hermoan. 
And Oh I— so like a Chxiatian groan, 
Yes, it would mdt a heart of stone.” 
|[y good friend Pat, what can I 
doP 

The poor beast £ mnet leave to you. 
Go, take your ale to soothe your sor- 

«i iha mwir." 
tfjbl Air 

lad ig|KU«iMr :puiA, Hr, ii m 

ShvlSim* 1 te am htfrtnd., 
la ail, and w 

loadt 


Poor thing, she knew my voice as well 
As the flock knows its leader’s bell I 
I’ve bmsh’dhergreyskino’er ando’er. 
But I diall mb her down no more !” 
— “ Now, Pat, I pray you hold your 
peace,” 

The Doctor said, your wailing cease: 
I’m sorry that I’ve lost the mare. 

But ’tis a loss which I can bear : 

It is not worth this mighty pother ; 
She’s gonaajriid we must get another: 
Yet I will, for old Punch’s sake. 

Go and all dne enquiry make, 

And hear the stable people state. 
What caus’d her unexpeoted fate.” 
Syntax arriv’d, when Glanders there 
Was looking at the breathless mare ; 
And soon an angry oonflict rose. 

Big with hard words that threaten’d 
blows.— [the sago. 

** What caus’d her death, Sir,” ask’d 
**Hard work,” old Glanders said, 
” and age.” [a Turk, 

S. ** What, do you think I’m suoh 
To kill the more by over-work. 

Who did, I say, for years oondnoe 
Both to my pleasure and my use ; 
Whate’er my many faults may be, 

I ne’er fail’d in humanity ; 

This, my whole life, I tmstwill diow. 
And all who long have known me, 
know. 

Nay, from your looks, it is a bhanoe^ 
But che dM from your ignoianoe.” 
G. “Four hundrad niBcs, thou^ 
travail’d dow. 

At bar old ago you must allow 
Jis haidialtwock.— What aay you aewP 
1 tiU you too^ 1 draw Mj knowkdgo 
From tko Tataria^ OoUiq|o. . 

Toukno#^ 

I wi(fe ittnm haXni pnaM 
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Again I ny, and yon may itaro, 

It iras hard work that kill’d yonr 
mare.” [hand itihea, 

— «‘OhI Oh I” oriedPat, “how my 
Thon guinea pig, inbootiandhreeohea, 
To trounce thee wdL — ^Ihon lying 
■inner, 

To beat thee I would lose my dinnerf* 
— Glandem deign’d not to make r^y, 
But, with grave look and leering eye, 
Juat utter’d, “ Here ia my account 
And I now beg the amall amount.” 
Syntax began to fume and vapour. 
And tore at onoe the dirly paper. 

W ithm the houae hia voice waa heard, 
When the yard’a maateraoon appear’d, 
And did in humblest terms request, 
The Doctor’s rage might be snppreat. 
“ Though of strange form and un- 
couth feature, 

Old Glanders is a uaefiil oieatnre ; 
And though his ways are oosrse and 
He is with ample endued, [rude, 
And is pursued by hourly calls I 
For all the ails of animals; 

Nay, does his ready aid supply. 

From qwrting stable to the sty. 
Indeed, I think, if doll or care 
Could l^ve preserf’d yonr old gray 
mare, 

She would not have boon laying than. 
Leave, Sir, this bos’ness all to nw. 

It is benei^ your digidty ; 

And. if another home you toy, 

Hy Judgmuat diall its aid si^y.” 
—amiles and kind words, tow groat 
their ddll, 

So logolate the wayward willl 
And, in this out-of-kuiaonr touri 
Syntax was softsn’d by thair tom. 
<«Ihaakyol^” to “my tomi 
ikiato, ^ 

So yaur g^ ooumal 1 attnad.” 


3sr 

Then apoke, as round his eyas to 
throw, [tdito!'* 

“Pat, oeme whh ma^**-pom JhnMh, 
“An’ideaseyon,! 

■ays Pat, 

“Sinoe my round haadhasllratisnto^ 
T* employ my data aa on that Mlow, 
That half-grown, o’ar-grown Pun- 
chinello!” [tongue; 

Said Syntax, “ Prithee hdd thy 
I fear that we have both been wrong; 
And, when we do our errors find, 

’Tis well to give them to the wind, 
And with more oare onr^y pursue 
In what we yet may have to do.” 
Good, rev*rend man, with all thy 
knowledge, [loge^ 

First gain’d at school, enlarg’d at od- 
And by hard study In^rav’d 
In the long track where thought haa 
mov’d; [»■&, 

With thy itrkt honour, gantoua 
And all those virtaaa whiflhhmbMn 
In the warm, unpolluted toarl^ 

Where onni|ing low or tutof’d art 
Was nofer, never known to dwill, 
Whenoe all that know dwa, lovalJiaa 
With Bety that from abore [well ; 
Haa caught the flamo of aaored lovi^ 
That, not oonfln’d to thno or placa^ 
Extends to all tto kuniaii raoe ; 

With bH that thou haat known and 
aeen 

In the wild apaaa that Haa tolwiui 
The time when on chin app ea i a 
Manhood’a first down, to filly yams; 
With that shrewd snd ssgsotos adnd 
That ean ito depths of laiining fiadf 

I And with a oritle sys axplaie 
She dutonia paths of andtot Isis^ 
Itonr hidden haosMis frsm *a> 
ni^i 

or Bgaa paa^ and |Hw 
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With this and all your boasted oarei 
Ton see not the insidious snare 
That iisiaBle frolio does firepare, 

Not to Tioe ‘withih its bower. 

For that is not within her power, 

Nor, to say traith doth her design 
To sucdi dnih mallee e’er indine ; 

But ’tis to mshe you play the Ibd, 

To be the sport of ridioiile, 

To mahe you in the misohirf dhime, 
As buffoon in the pantomime, 

And hold your fsnoieB up to Tiew, 

T’ amuse her half-bred, giggling orew. 
In aneh a way, and such a plaoe. 

As might be bord’ring on diagraoe.— 
— >It abnost makes me mdanoholy. 

To thinle my pen must tell your folly ; 
But still I oan with safety say. 

When yon, my friend, from wisdom 
stray, 

It is your Tirtues that betray, 

Or frilingB whioh, to good aUied, 

Are fighting seen by virtue’s side. 
Such are the sources, I well know. 
From whioh your venial errors flow; 
But with them all, I wish most true, 
Shat I were half as good as you. 

—For howoan the mind’s eye eoeolsar, 
When vanity presents the ear P 
How dan suspioion dose the heart, 
When grateM thoughts thdr warmth 
impart P 

How sen its frnd bdief deny, 

When urif d by sansibiliiy P 
How turn ilwiiy uiid not ettendi 
Whm bsuM saysi I amyour frindt 
And wM udii, toy friendship umJ 
Oafitbe1dnisBl»^ 

--Bvtl 

Ahd» mylM li^be- 

SlijiMuto 


The Doctor now employ’d his pen, 
In letters kind to Sommerden : 

With feelings rather grave than gay, 
He pass’d a sentimental day ; [cheer’d 
Though a late evening hour was 
When Vellum’s smiling face appear’d. 
They smok’d their pipes and ohatted 
The topics of the passing hour, [o’er 
At length ’twas said, ” I here have 
brought, ^ 

As matter fftr ypur future thought, 

A written paper that contains 
What I propose as mutual gains, 
Whioh will, as you may dearly see. 
Transfer your manusoript to me.” 
Syntax the paper keenly eyed, 
ind thus without reserve, replied : 

’’ I own your very liberal feelings, 
My friend, in all onr former dealings, 
And I’m content, I mnst avow, 

With what you’re pleas’d to offer now, 
And then 1 throw into aooount, 

Your kindness with its full amount, 
What 1 expected to reoeivu 
Is less than you propose to give.” 

— ^The solemn oontraot thus agreed, 
Without delay in word and deed, 

Old Vdlum, when away he went, 
Left Syntax, like hims^ content. 
—The literary bnamess done, 

And the pkae’d Doetor now alone, 

On what was paai^d in ieeants grave, 
His candour its Judgment gave. 
— ”He acted with a tndeinnan’eoaze, 
Bnt all Fvu teen waa and frdt^ 

And I in juattoa muet eomamnd 
Hb oond^ as a civil frlaiid ; 

And dtotsAd I hear abtow 

TkkiwpaMtomaaifl^^ 
bjtoll iad gen’bonatoiMi bittmk*’ 
Neoet tootodlig m Im 

Vis ouiK s 




THt ^OVlftnSEMiNT f OR 
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A Ittttar |hn& Mft’tti Briikit mm, 
Tfait dii foiok attatte 
Hebfo]MtihaiMl,AmniWd]ik]iM^ 
And thni ilood tha epiitU xaaC 


**Ti7, Mt QsAAjMKm*, allywir 
art, 

To make yomtff 
For ere mid-day yea eee 
Two pleaaing otjeota, t IkU threei 
To claim jwa fond idolatiT; 

But then tibey will not come dlone, 
Eooh haa a fnend to make her known, 
Beoatue, to apeak their aer’ml atate, 
Mnat ahook yon aa indicate. 

A kind annt will on one attend, 
Another aa a goordiin friend, 

And, with the youngest of the three, I 
Yon will a tender mother aee. I 
Either of them will amt you well ; 
I’ye aeon them all, and dl excel | 
In diiTrent ways perhaps, hut stOl, | 
If in my aex Fre any skill, | 

Th^ mnat yoor ntmoat wi^ fulfil: 
Your heart, of eoorae, win fix on one. 
And then important deadia done. 
Fye heon to my eommiaaien tme, 

And ao^ my dew Dhlne, adienl 
While I poaaeas tiie power to frU it, 
lehoUheywiiis, 

Suaimra Bunot.” 


I Ahonl the dooir a eerWn aMr 
I Aimoitfim^d d flPo44A 
The eider 

Permit Me te^peeaenfi 

But the ptim lady aoam ludi Iffiki, 

When la a eeiM lilw iwM% 

Aftftthoy cBid, ** I hiri 
Ae eouiaeller to thic my ftiaad, 

Who fbr yonr eake wonUt frelapride 
In la^ng widow’s weeds aaidCi*’ 
AnoChM at that moment eatti^ 

A Bomewhat of a darintiy dame. 

“My daughter, Sir, I here pieaent^ 
Th’ exoesa of ett eoMq^lialiment.** 
—Syntax, obaarrlng' on eeeh fru)^ 

A oertain amotfaer ^grimaoi^ 

“Pat, I eommand yon keep door, 
lior ontranoe giye to any eaoie:** 
Hetiienexdaim*d, “Andn«ir»Xpray, 
What, ladies Ihir, hawt yhn te say P’ 
— InaatraiigekindofbealSinf fm, 

They in enooMMfam anawei^d thM 
— “ 1 am first oonain to a ted, 

And tborefoie claim yonr endllil 
word.” 

— “My nioeeiaofaiipetioragi^ * 
AndeihonM tbefiratyeur oar engaft.” 
— “ My ohild ia ymnigiatef thethieei 
As at a glanoe, Sir, yon may aae, 
And if yon hide by lofi^t deaan^ 
She, Pootor, dundd bo hoard b«0M 
’em.” 

— “ Ladioa,” ho aaiftk I fiitef M 

TIm tridn that yon wonld piiy 


The llooter eonaf d She Mir ePer, 
AndMdi^^om•oMengHbetee: 
Myahuwgaini|wMMnewhtgtn 
Tb aeiw open the tmnr omn } 

And see he ioald onynfi M oiew 
Of Mt it ww MT heet teda^ 


la aU teFe anid, In dd dMi Mb 
I aee M MlUnaa BiMtilPe frm) 
IfiNdlomnooiyfiNl,* 

And watt daawM yonr tIBtoilt 
But tf yon do 

A ootntabkteM^wMM^ 
•-<*“Wm #M onyMmee twill 
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About the loom Iheir tongues ze- 
' soundiod 

And ^twaseonfaiionif qre ee enf o^ 

«< We came net here te nought you 
know, 

And we will kiss yvum we go ; 

For though we do not gain our ends, 
Pray, sweet Sir, let us part os friends, 
We only dlsim what is our due, 

And ea^ ezpeots a kiss from you.” 
—The Doctor did defrnoe prepare, 
And barrioadoed with a dhair, 

But what, alts, was to be done, 

’Twas feakul odds, ’twas six to one. 
Thus they the angry sage assail’d, 

He kick’d and fought, but they pre- 
vail’d. 

Urg’d by his passion, as by shame, 
Thus loudly iA the Sage exdalm, 

** Pat, turn thesebeldames out, 1 pray, 

0 make them, moke them brush away. 
By any means, or smooth or rough, 

1 care not how you get them off.” 
Bays Pat, hear. Sir, your oom- 

liie n d*, 

rH take the ladies off your hands I 
And now 1 beg, my pretty dears. 
That you will lay aside your lean ; 
m do your ladyships no hann, 
m kiss you wall, andmake you warm. 
So come along, my sweetest honies, 
For love like mine hates ceremonies.” 
He ksq^ his word, with no small 
bustUnn^ rrustlinff. 

HusUns wm ton and silks ware 
And as thWi^kM tow’rds the stair, 
Ho smack « asA slipp’d eseh p*— 
frdr, ' 

But the nnvion«||tnot mention whe^ 
—Pst, who wis now in all his glory, 
Thim hnziM aasMA with hfr 1 ^ 
**8ir, as the psriy wept down stairs 
WilhfrowSiaglookssiidhumMedsir^ 


And halted on the landing plaosa, 

To brush up their disorder’d grao^ 

I bid them send thefr Briddt^ 
Just to visit us and fridc it. 

As we had a rod in pudding, 

To give her fancy such a tidkling, 
That with all her fine pretences. 
Would soon restore her to her senses. 
Something of this kind the will play. 
As her maids told^e, ey’ry day. 

Nay, would ]fSu think, Sir, this 
sweet jewel, 

Once drove her husband to a dud ; 
Who stood a shot to make amends 
For her mad fits of odds and ends !” 
— « All’s well that ends well, honest 
Pat, • 

So we will think no more of that,” 
The Dootor said, and, tir’d of riot, 

He sought the sofa’s lulling qmet| 
Eesign’dto sleep’s oblivious powe^, 
Till time announc’d the dinner hoilr« 
It may have been before observ’d, 
The Doctor’s stomaoh never swerv’d 
From all those duties, mom or night, 
Which wait on genuine appetite ; 

His spirits therefore now had gain’d 
The strength by dainty food attain’d ; 
And as he did the gobkt quaff, 

He found himself di^oo'd to laugh, 
And not to think, wi&fretfiilq^eeii, 
At the past moming’a sensdess soene, 
Though, with sslf-taiiiiting ridioule, 
He woi^ just call himself afooL 
—This evening he was quite alone, 
Patrh^ and Bioom wore gone, 
4^ as he pac’d the ehamher floor, 
JSis jounif^ past he ponder’d o’er ; 
Andthfln^hfohopesitdJdnpt orowa;^ 
YotAany pl saeii i eebemattown, * 
He had in its long dmit losem 
Mix’d up in d eed with varidui wUnf^, 
That was fomfliar qitite to hiatk 
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For still he felt the Quixote spirit, 
Which he was destin’d to inherit 
From his long past, e’en boyish age, 
To that which now had dubb’d him 
eage. 

—He liad his little business done. 
And it was time he should be gone: 
Still he another week would stay, 
And for his mere amusement stray 
About this wond’rous town, to see 
What wakens curiosity. 

Nor was this all, poor Pimoh had died, 
Her vacant stall must be supplied ; 
And, now his mind was more at ease, 
On the fair Artist’s power to please. 
He dwelt, and on the ample measure 
She could dispense of solid pleasure, 
Sd that he did, at least, refer 
A day to reason and to her. 

—Thus as he turn’d his projects o’er, 
A rap resounded at the door. 

*<WeUI Well!” he thought, ’’what 
can this be, 

To break in on my reverie ? 

Old Yellum ne’er so late would oome 
As ’tis his time for gadding home.” 
He <^’d the door, a:^ ’gia to stare, 
For lo, no visitor was there : 

But, liking onward to the floor, 
Them was a basket cover’d o’er 
With awarmblanket, whiidh, remov’d. 
The oovering of an infont peev’d : 
These a sweety lovely baby 
And Vdkfd as if it ne’er had wej^ 
Syntax, now all amasement said, 

Or ralhor lift his hands and pray’d, 
”0 aave me^ Heaven, what dudi 1 
dof’ 

Sxdaiming en a doeer view, 

And Heaven Itmat win mndbee 

teol” 

— Aneii^iVringLawyer ep^dhiedeofi 
Dm endamatien to exphni^ 


When Syntax, all amanment^ laid, 
” Here at my door a ehUd|l fadd.” 

” Wdl,” the Attoraegrehenfiplied, 
’’By no law ie it ^eetfed, 

That you’re oblig’d to take It in.” 

” But think,” aaid SyataXi ’’what a 
sin, 

To leave the infont here to Be 
Throngbout the night,— perhaps to 
die! 

It would be murder in my ereed. 

And my heart diuddere at the deed.” 
The liawyer then withdrew the li|^t, 
Slid, ’’Wish yon Joy, and so gM* 
night.”— 

A message soon reach’d Hra. Btroom, 
With ordera instantly to oome. 

Short was her period of eonplying, 
For she thought Byntaxmiiilhodyinf; 
But whensheoame andfonndliliniinli^ 
How die began her joy to IdL 
’’But then, Sir, why Hria ai|^dy 
hurry f 

I redly am in sneh a frmy r* 

”lt is the same,” ho said, 

Beneath that sloth tto eanae yon’ll 
see.” 


And then he told dm hlatevy. 

” 0,” die exclaim’d, ”tho wiiUod 
ereatuie. 

That thus ooidd viditt her aateil 
Indeed, Sir, it any not bo otvil. 

But snoh a mother is a dMil!” 

’’ Good Mia. Hraom, dwimay he trni^ 
But say what aro wnnow to do^ 

Far wo maot taotant^ pmfma 
To isaiko ddo hmsosnea ear aanF 
" 0 ’«■ . UK** All ailL 

M it Sr, . f* 

;V«e «iM» i. |«* iphMtm 
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Bhe on her noie the glasBei plao’d, 
And the eweeti deepingfigure trac’d ; 
<< 0/’ die ezdaim’di ** fhe truth 1 
Boan; 

When he groin up he’ll he a maat 
’Tie well, Sir, that it ia no worse, 

For I now know a ready nurse. 

And ere that you are gone to rest, 

The babe shall find a milky breast.” 
The Doctor then the foundling eyed. 
And thus in soften’d tones replM. 

«« Let the same tender loye be diown, 
Aetf hsteLt were my own: 

I leati the creature to thy care, 

Kor cost nor fondest caution spore.” 
He kiss’d the infsat as it went, 

Then smil’d, for goodness beam’d 
content. 

— ’Twas a droU day, low sudi we sec. 
But Bucih the Booths desttlqr. 

At mom, three would-beoWiyes be* 
sought him; 

At night, « new-born child was 
brought him: 

Buttfaest strange haps did not molest 
llie tranquil temper of his breast ; 
Kor did it cause a wakeful eye, 

When the alow, midnight hour drew 
nidlu 

— Bweetarethe dumbers of thegood. 
And Syntax al^ as yirtue should. 
The morning came, and Fat ap- 
pear’d 

FatB of the story he had heard, 

With Miiigs ef parental care j 
But stiB ef dager AO mmll disre 
’GaimMi tliemim brouih^ thednflulbi 
there. 

He did not tMilw4dldweuU perish, 
He knswthtmyraaAheart to oheriih, 
Hot eyer to the parish MBd itb 

M Inhere ’tiMt lilft 

tendlh 


^At length there with the laundress 
came. 

An humble, curtsying, comely dame, 
Of pleasing aspect, neatly dress’d, 
With the poor fouiiidling at her breast, 
Where aotiye instinct seem’d to ding 
As if it were its native spring. 

Last week,” she said, 1 lost my 
own, 

And I will nnm this little one. 

With all the%ud and tender oare 
As if my diild were milking there. 
Who knows, dear Sir, bnt, onmy word, 
I think its sire may be a Lord. 

Dear heart, the linen is so fine. 

And work’d with sudi a nice design, 
Nay, hero and there, with flow’rsbe&et. 
My fancy sees a Coronet I” 

Heaven,” said the Doctor, ”only 
knows 

To whom the babe existence owes; 
But this 1 know, and will not Bpax% 
To whom it owes a parent’s oare : 
Therefore, good woman, 1 commend 
Its wants to you, and pray attend. 

As if th’ unoonsoious infont had 
Some rake of title for tts dad, 

Who for yonr service paid yon well, 
That you might not the aeoret telL 
I have no other anxious wish, 

But from the foil, and flowing dUh 
Whidi nature givesyoo, it miqr diixu 
Iti wuntod meal, with i^zy cam. 

Tin the due weimiiig hottr dema^ 
Increased attention at yonr buds ; 
When 1 shall laavo a foithfol firfond 
Who to ycrar ooQBBd will attaad. 

And whoiskind poworis weUpto^’d 
To mtia^ and to mwaid. 

Fm, ifoito 1 ]ho,«mlifbGMdHsaM 
Has thus to my proteotion givm^ 
Shall want no Aosssmry cam 
!l3mt (foxislltotdtoy 
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The nuxae eaoh proniiM land piofiBit 
And dasp’d the infkat to her hreaet; 
While Mm. Broom with fond enpriae, 
Applied her apron to her ^ei. 

The good folke wept end then they 
■mil’d, [child; 

Bleae’d the good deed and kias'd the 
Nor took their learo with ngu of 
sorrow, [row. 

When told to bring him there to-mor- 
Syntaz who felt hu tutor’d heart 
Was doubly fitted to impart 
Those higher feelings, which bestow 
The wish, to lessen human woe. 

Or do their aoUro powen employ. 

To aid the fiow of human joy, 

Bade his thoughts range t^t they 
might find 

A qK>t just suited to his mind ; 

If not, to pass the day alone 
Was a resouroe to him well known. 
But 'twas not long ere reason’s roioe, 
With pleasure join’d, deolar’d the 
choice. 

Hiss Pallet’s study was the place 
Where he should find a smi^g face. 
Which would with brighten’d eye 
deelaxe 

A^i welcoBe there. 

^He went, she saw, and rang the bfll. 
When die was heai^ aloud to tell 
Th’ attendant maid, **Let who will 
BeeadBber I am not at home, [ooine, 
’Tie as^ain mommit 1 allow,’’ 


Sieadded, ” but I would bestow. 
If sndh a phrase I dare aoow, 

A day upon aqr leaniad ftML 



As it w&l enr do in mine.^ 
•--Miro 11 m ddightsd Boetor s^ 
in giMt diliti or llvdly 


With no Tsin foUyde deride him, 
Bnt with attentiim’B ear bedds bte. 
And sndi a mmd, Wlisre hs oonldpour 
His sage instruotion’a tioesur’d Im: 
Nay, whence ’twould be retais’d 
again. 

In aooenta soft and hnmble alrafn. 

At length, fidi, baa and roasted 
duoken, [piddng : 

With peas and tart^ form’d predy 
Nor waa there wanting port or dienry, 
Whioh would ha?e mada him mars 
than merry. 

If he had wanted mode or meaiwi 
To aid his aenae of preeant plaawa. 
Miss too from Pat oontrie'd to glsaB, 
That, to oomplsta the eoolel eesiN^ 

A pipe the afternoon would falim 
With unexpected heppiaemt 
And when she didthetiteeoBamnd,. 
Be heat his knot end khaP d the bond 
That did tha aheridi’d gift peeeent^ 
Which gaTeparfsedontaaptiBi 
— Sttdi waa the oeatimeBlal dnet; 
With pleasuradoeeaiyfm^yiewtts 
The wise, the Und iadruolor he^ 

The pleni’d, ettplife BetPwr dwi 
BeoeiTiiig dl his word# puiened 
WidibiSBdipmdliiely dltni^ 

Thet ekftlm 1^ eair&» and ehamlha 
Withfa¥iddofiPd|ir< 
Andthoajd^dftWiitiai^ 
flhawaeteotfatnamlnbo|<oo<ty 
Bid ]tt|0jam aeiknm wo odM 01% 


theyHIb’Aef ar%»a 

0, WBi mil ifcipi Slii^ 
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An old, beplastor’d dumal will 
That ofOM'd th’ opposing interval. 
—Her beauty was a oertain grace 
That play'd about her air and ihoe, 
And a mark’d unassaming sense, 
‘Was doth'd with artleas eloquence ; 
While his duizotio mind enshrin’d 
The embelljdi’d pictures of her mind. 
Nor did tb^ thoughts on Love deny, 
When the ^ Artist heav’d a sigh. 
Though die ne^er ventur’d to explain 
The cause of her resistleas pain ; 
fPin mdy said she must endure it, 
Ang that hope told her tune would 
cure it. 

E’en by her silence it was shown 
That her fond heart was not her own. 
So that jf he did then incline 
To say, ’’ I wish thou would’st be 
mine,” 

He saw and heard enough to prove, 
’Twas not for him to oifer love. 

With Syntax and his Idol mtb 
Who would not wish to form a trio, 
When, sometimes grave and some- 
tlBMSgaj, 

Tb» lengthen’d evening pass’d away. 
— ^The Doctor was forewarn’d by pride 
Ha’am Briddt’s impudence to hide, 
And, therefore^ he made nothi^ 
known 

Of idly he had bludi’d to own; 
Intwttntwraiidhalf a smile 
9M4ldk|ijMings leoonoUe, 
BhlildWftlMdling^ ^ 

AnAi^a>agayli a B t he « 

itf i(gBe It WMdd be 'Okoiiglil 



“ Yes, yes,” he said, ” it shall receive 
Eadi fond attention I can give, 

And tin a parent comes to claim 
The rights of a parental xiame, 

1 will my sense of duty prove, 

Nor shall it want a parent’s love : 
And if, my dear and charming fiiend, 
You to its state would condescend, 

If your blest obarity would shore. 

Or wat(di a#least the nurse’s care, 
Till it grows into strength to bear 
A journey to my tranquil home. 
Where you, I trust, will one day come, 
I will before Heaven’s altar plead. 

To bless you for the virtuous deed !” 
** Fear not,” she said, with moisten’d 
« My friendidiip or my charity ; [eye. 
And, when the spring’s retoxning 
hours, [bowers. 

Shall clothe with green your peaceful 
The babe in all its cherish’d ohamws. 
Shall fill its foster-father’s arms.” 
—The time now came when they must 
part 

With mutual widics of the heart 
The fair one, with a modest grace, 
Receiv’d the Doctor’s kind embrace, 
With promise to embrace again, 

Bre he set off for Sommerto. 

Next mom he ask’d the child to see. 
And all was as it ought to be: 

But, as the time was drawing on 
Whm he had settled to be gom^ 

It now became his anxious care^ 
loaa unlock’d for to repair 
Punch, that dear, departed maru. 
His bioahiiut paper told the tafa^ 

At Hyde Park comer, of a sale 
Whme he indulg’d the hope to find 
A beeat of bued^n to Ua mind. 
B^ehemite, blaohii awd y ayawme 
shown, 

0> te (h. kmA «r lUi idk f 0 il% 
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IN 8BAMCR OF A WINS. 




And one stout mare lie ohano’dto see, 
Which seem’d to suit him to a T : 
Naj, while he on the ereatnre gms’d. 
He heard its eT*iy aotion prais’d 
Bj certain busy jockey buyers, 

*^0 look’d too honest to be lian. 

He bid, — the mare was soon his own, 
The mon^ pud, the bus’ness done, 
And he, in gay equestrian pride, 
Forth from the yard was seen to ride. 
But soon his sad mistake was found ; 
He ne’er had ask’d if she were sound. 
— Whatwasthemisohiefof her nature, 
Or what Ysgary seiz’d the ereatnre ; 
What tridc her hinder parts assail. 
Or prickly branch to wound her tail, 
WUoh stable frolio might impd, 
Though 1 suspect, 1 cannot t^ 

But she set off at such a rate 
That, as she pass’d the turnpike-gate. 
The toll-man wdl nigh met his fate. 
A. way the hat and peruke flew, 

A cabbage- merchant he o’erthrew ; 
And while she in the highway lay’d. 
Her angry donkey kidc’d and bray’d ; 
Nay, nought could check the wild 
mare’s rage 

But running headlong ’gainst a stage : 
Which caus’d a scene of wild distr^ 
That language knows not to express. 
Half-breathlm and with naked pate 
l^taa: on his mad p^lfiy sat ,* 

While at length oiN^d the rams, 
BtsppPff l^tW dioek whidi Aock her 

3he inner pmnngm darn’d, 
fiflMm’dfran aAig^thoqgh Ma 
wareham’d; 

While from the diek^ and ^ saoi; 
WashaaiddielioadaadooarBiiaprad; 
Mhi’d widi dead hag^ and ***^T^g 



The Doctor with astonidi’d air, 
DiioBonatsd from the tNmblh^ miil^ 
And soon, alas, was taflghl to Ibid, 
The unwdoome secret— die was blind. 
’Tis well that for the Dootor’a eoat, 
No limb was broke nor lifi was lo^ 
And half-a-seore of shillings paid, 
For all the tricks that had bm pia^d. 
The wand’ring hat and irig wera 
sought [bmght; 

Which on a poor swe^s head were 
Who met them on his road to tswn, 
And proudly wore them as his cwn. 
—Just in t^ midst of this dkaataPi 
Bat had now hsjfly saadi’d hit asMisr, 
And, with the dghtieas man, iStaf 
soiight [boai^; 

The plaoe where die had faH haaa 
Whtt 0^taz loudly ’gaata paeadi 

Or rather to let forth a gyaash. 

When he ao talk’d of rsfuea and 
oheating, (heatiiig: 

That oertain horsewhipa ftWiitHi’d 
But Pat stood forth, andbdfly waw’df 
Whoever such an insult ahow’d 


Should ne’er again speak out a IMC^ 
Or hit an angry hand to beat, 
Widding a pret^ piaee of wood 
That would have nude hie paaddag 
good. 


But aa ha still 


And, in hasdi tsims, dd flaas nMdl* 

Nay, didl..wM’4 

Bi^cn nA mOm^ dl 

Awttg iteQ «t jodkij SMl|. ■ 


To wIm Mttidk yMlwiltei 
WlMnteioi 
ADAIotmiw 
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'Who, shaViBg Syntax by the hand, 
Gonld loaxoa a buxatiiig langb com- { 

Thinldiig to what a nuobet be 
Had bconght hie laam’d philosophy, 
And, in his Gteek and Latin trade. 
What a blind purchase he had made : 
** Hy wonder &ere is no oonoealing,” 
The Knight exdaim’d, ** to find yon 
dealing 

In this fiuF-£sm’d equestrian oollege, 
Where all your stores of various 
hatowledge 

Would be as useless as the stone 
Which you now ohanoe to stsad upon. 
But now, my fdend, take no more 
oaie 

About this awkward, strange afihir. 

I am a T'oikdure man, and breed 
Por this same market many a steed, 
And I, my zev’rend Mend, will see 
Into tUs same raeoality : 

I win take oare that you shall find 
The bus’ness settled to your mind. 

1 thecefine ooonsel you to pop 
Your head in some Booksdler’s Aop, 
And there your vacant time amuse 
Till fimr, ^th chit-chat or the news ; 
Then fior my dinner pray prepare. 

On the south mdo of Portman Square, 
And let yonr servant too be there.” 

** Thank pu, good Sir, end I obey,” 
Wee ell (he D^tor had to say. 
Mbs it at the hour fi>ur, 
w John fi^tff*d him at his door, 
With ^Tavdofodugly inattei’s o’er, 
rveawif^d your greymerelw f hay, 
And y^ Wa iMit a dcit to poj: 

A usidaL hundanme, travUltog haci^ 
AeVerhpM^oetorcnitibaak,- 
Ailft if yow sturdy vakiyi oome^ 

Bb nay yuf iMmt auA taks her 


Order! were given, and smiling Fat, 
With many a dofilng of his hat, 

Was quickly seen, with sprightly air, 
Trotting the purchase cross the 
Square. 

Syntax, with all that powerful 
feeling [rous dealing, 

Which good hearts oat^ from gen’- 
Said little, rather he said nought ; 

His mind involv’d in grateful thought. 
Check’d the^ukk impulse of his 
tongue, 

Till, dinner o’er, the glasses rung ; 
When Burgundy and brisk Cham- 
pagne 

Awoke the gay, convivial strain, 

The Doctor told his hist’ry o’er. 

Sir John delighted wish’d for more. 
And Time, as it was growing late. 
Broke up at length the tdte4-tdte. 
But ere the well-fed Dootor went, 
Contented he, his host content. 

The latter did his wishes tell 
Before he said, good-night, fisrowell! 
** You say, that ere three days are past 
You tow’rb your northern hmacmust 
haste; 

Now let me tell yon, ere u day 
la cdos’d, as you puisne your way, 
Yon will a itately mansion sea, 
Where yon must stop and aikMma ; 
Theredwells anoUe Lord whosoworth 
Bquals your patrons in tiie North, 
A^ as a trutiLPm plsis’d to tell. 
Whom I admire and levs u wdL 
In him the image you wili ssi 
Of noUa hospUsdity ; 

By wbcmyonrworlih wBlbodism’d 
Aiid }eai!ttiiigki»qfwn,M>aklsam*^ 
To-aorwwIthisghi^sMWbpMre 
Whm 1 pnfura to pM a 
AndyouwiUdoyounMfmaikyTC^ 
If ym imin not thooiey loay; 
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Saj, 1 will smooth the wa^i 
Or your short or longer stay.” 
•^-Syntax, when, op*ning on his mind 
Honour and luxury oombin’d, 

And where his dazzled ^es would see 
Life in its rich embroid^, 

Exiiress’d in a most joyous measure 
Bo& his obedienoe and his pleasure. 
—He took his leaye,— the hour was 
late, [Gate, 

As he return’d through Gray’s Bm 
When he found Pat his yigils keeping, 
In snoring and most soundly deeping, 
Who, after many a hurried shake j 
Thatdid the o’erpow’ring stupor wake, 
Would, in exulting tones deolsre. 

The yirtues of the pnrohas’d mare, 
Whomallannouno’d as safe ondaoud. 
And must haye oost full threesoore 
pound. [haye done,” 

This and muoh more,—” Haye done. 
Syntax exdaim’d» ” The clock strikes 
one!” 

When, with the day’s fotigne opprest. 
His bed he sought, and sunk to rest 
The morrow was a buqr day: 

For his departure no delay 
Th’ impatient Dootor would admit; 
London he now resoly’d to quit ; 

Kay, thought it could not be too soon, 
Why not that yery afternoon f’ 

To Pat he made his wuhes known, 
With seders that all might be done 
To quielM the departing hoiv 
WM ahxy sdd e owm e n e e his home- 
wi^ tour. 

But Paf)uBt hinted they must stay, 
For paol^ due^ another di^, 

As soil’d linen was just sent 
To wash4ub*s dUinsing niaiiageiBeiit 
And oertaia ehvlhsa^fooia renhi sad 
tama» 

Wdli it tha tailai^a for Mpaifii 


Now, as th’ unwelcome truths ha Mdf 
The room door open’d, and behoM 
Good Mrs. Broom,— when with her 

Thesmirking, omtsyiiig, oomaly damib 
Who on the foundlizg^s 

charms, 

Would place it in the Doctor’s aima. 
He, half-afraid and half-atham’d, 
Refus’d the boon, when she exolaim’d, 
” Yon need not fear, depend upon't, 
You’ye held fiye hundred at the font, 
And do not, Sir, look gray# and 
frown, 

I’m sure you’ll loye it as your own.” 
It was not that his heart Rented 
Or of its oharity repented ; 

But that he saw another oanss^ 

In present haste, to mako a panae; 
That a wholo day might ba hffuR’d 
In some proyinon for the ehftA 
At length, howe’er, thebabelietdai^di 
And whenhehodthe bharge dlsmlli^^ 
He told the lanndrise to apply 
To the paroohial ministry 
That ey’iy saered rite be done, 

And the poor child be ehrislon’d John. 
He order’d too, that twioe eaokwiik. 
The nurse should dear Hiss Ballel 
seek, 

Who would o’er all its wants praiidi^ 
As a kind patroness and gnidn* 

” Bat let me ask, for^ fta thia towBy^ 
The Dootiw said, ” atittige lliiaga m 
d *F ne , 

How shall 1 know, wImb, bnw gAI ti 
ma^ 

B it dM diiU I Ml 

And tlMt ikt budliiig 4Maii#MM 
A th Mi g riing to mf ditiMi t li n l** 
"Fm Bot,” An mmmiifi, 

n 
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It u not in the baby’s fluep 
Kor do I ohoose to name the place : 

A Strawberry, oa bloidiing 
As when it ripens on its bed, 

Does on a certain part appear, 
Though I, Sir, mnstaott^ yon where; 
Kay, it is sm^ a oniions mark, 

That yon may feel it in the dark. 

The mother, when increas’d in waist. 
Long’d, 1 suppose, the fruit to taste. 
And, as her w^ was not obtain’d, 
Th’ nnoonseioas diild this mark has 
gain’d.— 

Wheniwasbig, Sir, with my Stephen, 
Who now issinging hymns in Heaven, 
I long’d for pork— Fm not mistaken, 
And the dear child was mark’d with 
bacon; 

Kay, at the time when beans were ripe 
It grew more like its prototype, 

And never fail’d to meet the eye 
In vegetating sympathy. 

The mother’s longing makes it so. 

As Doctors say,— and th^ should 
know.” 

The Sage, who was his coffee taking, 
Laugh’d till his very aides were disk- 
ing: 

And, waken’d to a lively key, 

By Goody Broom’s philosophy, 

He lost at onoe his teasing senses 
Of hurry and impatienoe. 

And thu determin’d to dday 
His journey to anether day : 

And whlh Miss Pallet to ez^joy, 
Without allay, without alloy. 

The hours that might remain his own 
Srehs fsrsook the smoky town. 

To her hSa willing atcpe he bent, 

And as her lief ning ear she lent, 

He tdd his piths, unveil’d his ceresi 
Di^lay’d what wers hie hopes end 
fNII% 


His purpose ne’er egain to roam 
Fromhislake-iide and pleasant home ; 
Kor more indulge in fancy’s dream, 
Or let the air-built flatt'ring scheme 
Of worldly interest, turn aside 
His mind from reason as its guide ; 
But while the allotted moments pass. 
As the sands lessen in the glass. 

By duty’s ordinance to move 
In the straight path of social love ; 

T’ enjoy the vaijous good that’s given, 
To seek andtlsa^ the way to heaven, 
And cheerful view the ourtain fall, 
The common fate that waits us alL 
I do not mean to reason why 
(’Tis not in my philosophy,) 

A dainty dinner meal inherits 
The power to elevate the ^irits; 

But this I know, that Syntax never 
Appear’d so lively or so <dever. 

As when he found superior work 
For the display of knife and fork : 
Thus when the Lady’s dinner oame, 
The mild and sentimental flame. 

By lively sallies was suppress’d 
And yielded to the aotive cest, 
Which, at the table and long after, 
Mode dear Miss Pallet burst with 
laughter. 

But, as the time drew nigh to part, 
More solemn thoughts resum’d his 
heart. 

And the to Artist thus oombiu’d 
The sense of her lefleotug mind* 

— Your high renown, dear Sir, te 
learning, 

Is ftr beyoi^ my weak disoecDim: 
But stiU, I aurely may aapifu 
To ftel aa wdl aa to admire 
The eloquence end brillieaA wlC^ 
that doee eadh riaiag bijeot ill? 

And humour iliit aePer pasasi 
Zlw oftod epfovtuafty« 
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Yet I mnat own that I prefiar 
The dignity of oharaeter, 

Which, leaTing f^lio out of light, 
Does the mind*B higher taste delight, 
The nobler lense wUoh Tirtne lores, 
And while it pleasure gives, improves ; 
Beoslms the pressing sense of pain, 
When fun plays all its trioks in vain : 
Kay, e’en in sorrow’s monmfiil hour, 
It offers its consoling power ; 

And though tears glisten in the eyes, 
The heart in smiles will i 3 rmpathiM. 
-^The tale that does our feeling soften, 
Cannot be heard or read too often. 
But laughing trioks, however treoited, 
Are stupid always when repeated ; 
When novelty no more supplies 
The qui(dL sensation of sutprise, 

The joke grows dull nor will beguile 
The l(»reiirauii’d list’ner e’en to smile. 
The proverb says, there’s nought so 
Bo stupid as a twice-told tale, [stale, 
Unless it has a higher bent 
When rai^dandgemm’dby sentiment, 
Then ’twill repeated pleasure give. 
While the heart melts andvirtueslive: 
Andyoune’er pleaiemy mind so muoh, 
As whenonth^high pointsyoutoudi, 
Which the soul’s l^hter ^htsdis- 

That bear me fkom myidf away. 

But you enmmand the two-lbld 
power: * 

The sdlfn and the livdy hour 
AMbs, ^ pleaahig change submit 
0^ to your wisAom or year wit ; 

And Wilis we enocgits eowdda’d, 
Ton ruls tha 'aniBslas and the mind. 
Wlfldft fit hour lhaffs pairing Vy, 

Xy hsasi has frit a heavsnfy sii^ 
Apd iaagjhtsrinoisten^d ritfaer eye: 
Biitlli yi^ myhi^wiha^^ 


Believe me, I am nothing loth^ 

In season due, to ftel them both.” 
This and muoh mine the Doetor 
heard, 

When he hisfoundling’ssnitpiiferr’d, 
And as he urg’d her heart to move 
With pitying and protecting love. 

She said her utmost to content him 
About the child whom Heav'n had sent 
And to repay her gen’rons care, [him. 
Ask’d but his blesring and his prayer. 
Thatbleisingfrom the heart was given, 
And his prayers crav’d the grace of 
Heaven: 

For wril he knew that pious prayer 
Is sure to find admission there : 

And he had leam’d the happy way. 
Both how to bless and how to pniy. 
—A wona ambrajs, a Ibiid adiau, 
Cloa’d this kind'disaried hitarvisw, 
With hopes of tinw so dbannhic^ when 
Th^bothdionldmeetat BoMMHaPMi. 

The morning of the IbBowinf day 
Did by its hurrying soena betray 
His wild impatisnoe to be gone 
From this ungenial, samky town. 

Qnoe morehe sawthofimndlipgpfeasPd 
To the fond nurse’s wriecme hreast^ 
And view’d with somtiniziiig sye, 

The mark’d by fha Strawhsu^* 
His blHs were thin oastiy and prid, 
And gen’rooa presents duly mads, 
When Mm. Brnm with ariiha nsol, 
Prepar’d oBoe more his dainty meal : 
Thus did ha in ecntantamnt 
And eookmfd with hope and winoii 

Ha frit the wvening, as the last^ 

Must ha wMi friaiiwy TeBnal pari» 
Hor did the BecAcr Iril to go 
[Tb tiba hti^ region of the Bow ; 
Them tiTd hk punsh wdtalk’d and 
smok’d, £jekfdf 

Was oomelimiigmvnaadisniriiMi 

SMI 
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Bat when he ventur’d to explore 
Th’ adventure at the <duunber door. 
And ’gan to tdl the oorions tale, 
Tellam oried hodi I and like a snail 
Mov’d alowly onward, as in search 
Of some one waiting in the Inroh. 

At length he said, ** It ia too true, 
The aeoret 1 may tell to you, 

I wish’d to keep my wife in view : 

1 sought with caution to find out. 
What my good woman was about ; 
For, I belim, in human nature 
Thm ne’er was snoh a ourious crea- 
ture, 

8o Ibnd to place a list’ning ear 
Where’er she may a secret hear ; 

But as a meagrim in her head 
Has sent her to an early bed. 

Ton may, my Bev’rend Sir, proceed. 
And tell of this irrev’rent ^ed.” 
—Syntax proceeded to unveil 
The strange and unexpected tale, 
Bor, firam &lse dume or awkward 
pride 

Did he his real Mings hide : 

Kay told with an expressive eye 
Where last he aaw a Strawbeny.— 
«<]ierpy,” said Ydlum, ** if my dear 
Had caught a tithe of what 1 hear, 

0 what a blessed curtain lecture 
Might my foreboding fbarscoxyectorsl 
She woidd, by jealou^ beguil’d, 
Have made me ihther of the ch^, 
And st^om that you to hide my sin, 
Had ta’en th’ adult’xous bantling in. 
Touhear^iad^idiMdtncnr striking 
And till 1}Mt hour is strode again, 
When the gravV bna’nsas cf the diiy 
Must call me fimm her tongue away. 
She would not thorn xavilingB cease 
Whidi inteiMpt domisti^ 

And avsry diild dia heard or view’d 
Woiddhm the pdidhlapenexan^ 


She also might to aid her jeerd, 

Have beat my wig about my ears, 

For ’tis to you the truth I own, 

Ko more than what her hand has 
done; 

Nay, from the pillows, ’tismost certain 
I’ve oft been shelter’d by the curtain. 
Doctor, that Matrimonid ring, 

I’ve found a very serious thing! 

And should Poll be the first to die, 
Should that 1m daav’n’s kind destiny, 
That ring die mher shroud diall wear. 
Nor will I e’er the loss repair : 

Kay, when this symbol death shall 
smother, 

I swear, I ne’er will buy another. 

— If you had said to aave my bacon. 
Dear Madam, yon are quite mistaken, 
You’re not to Yellum’s virtue just, 
And wrongfully his love miatmst, 

As 1 explain the facts to yon. 

The story’s literally true ; 

Had yon said this and even more 
Her tranquil spirit to restore, 

Yon would haveheardthiswsnnre^y, 
* Doctor t I tell yon. Sir, you lie I’ 
— ^Kot aU the water in the streams 
That swell the flow of silver Thames, 
Ko, nor the Thames, in all its pride, 
When heighten’d by the ocean’s tide, 
Ko, nor all the power of reason. 
Would d^anse me from the fancied 
treason.” 

—Syntax did not the snhjeot picas 
But smil’d and widi’d him all Buooass, 
In ev’xy adieme of passing life, 

That might embrace or bo^or w£b : 
WhenY&nmthim,inflatfc^xiiigftEi^ 
Did certain gainM views nsdniain. 
— GCnins like yours, prolrand,-xe- 
Ihipiiiiig ciuk en active aiud, [fin’d, 
Cannot sit etiU benMih the diAe 
Wkid&yeuvaaMldhiam^ 
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Bat must in thoee pnrsiiitB engage 
Which both improTe and ohim the 
And I my Bervioet commend [age, 
To my leam’d patron and my friend : 
From whom I’ve had a letter’d itore, 
And only want a little more.” 

“ ’Tia very true,” replied the Boge, 

** That 1 have many a Boatter’d page, 
Which 1 may still ooUeot together, 

In wintry nights and rainy weathw : 
Bat as 1 think, again in town 
My time-worn phiz will not be diown, 
You for your own, or for my soke, 

Or both, perhaps, a tour must make. 
And fetch the Learning from the 
Lake.” 


OJP A 

—Thus with kind werda frem hpad 
and heart. 

These friendly folk were oetti to pari: 
Tdlum’srioh hopea were numiBg o*«« 
And Syntax gain’d an added etore 
To what from Sommerden he broiight» 
When he with nuptial fonoioo franghti 
The promis’d smiles of Hymen Bought. 
—As he pass’d on, St. Paul’s hem 
bell 

Struck, as he said, the wdoomekBell 
Of his departure, to regain 
The blessingB of his l^lvan reign. 
Impress’dwith this delightful tbonght, 
A calm, but short night’s rest ho 
sought. 


CANTO XXXVIII. 


'^niS morning smil’d, and e’er the 
1 clock 

Had the mark’d hour of seven struck, 
The breakfast, plac’d in order due. 
Presented plenty to their view. 

For Mrs. Broom had token care 
What the time could allow was there ; 
And on the journey, should they 
fed. 

To munch a jig-jog traVlling meal, 

A sausage, big as one-pound rocket, 
Had fb^ its way to Patrick’s pocket, 
With such as might 

Oive reSahto the passi^ bite. 

The nurse and foundling too wire 
thera, 

To hear a Uessing and n pn^er. 

For ihoaa piepitiona naileaof BEsawm 
iHiieh oft to pioim hope an ghrsB. 
What 'pam’d besides 1 need not isQ, 
ThB woidf wof Irind, and ai ai nt 


The Bootornow beatroda Ua man, 
And calmly mov’d aerose tha Banana 
Bat soon mora gaily trotted on, 

And aa he paaa’d through 
town. 

In pensive gase he wandai^d der 
A soene he should behold ne mon^ 
And frit inepired to invoke 
St Paul’s high doon^ bat» see Im 

It. bpU. Item m. iMt to aHin t 

Kw did U. Mu. « mto4 lyn. 

To prtew wtot h. m mm. Midd iM^ 

Bmdw tk. oMton b. bmtmd. 

Wm iwt fte iiitokto, w to* XMd t 

Sh. YM of m U^t<4iteS*d kmt. 
Ja mfi^jateag, 

tor a«B.k «w to !»• 

ate w dd Oftoto toitoi. 
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To sober paces early taught, To fbTonr 1 could ne’er pretend 

On whom the rider’s seiious thought But as a fond, admiring friend. 
Might be indulg’d from trotting free. Such then has been my outward tour t 
In silence or sd^loquy. Nor can I hope from fortune’s store, 

It seem’d her widi, as was her power. My journey home willgive mo more.” 
To trot eight miles within the hour, — ^In suoh a semi-grumbling tone 
Without a touch of whip or spur He mutter’d as he trayell’d on ; 

To set her motions on the stir : When, to his unexpeoting eyes, 

Kay, ’twas alone the tighten’d rein High spiry t^’m appear’d to rise. 
That could her quiok’ning steps re- That crown’ At noble mansion’s state 
strain. 1 Whose anoient figure mark’d tho date 

The earlier hours of mom were past, Of grandeur, wltioh worth could at* 
When i^d repress’d, there came at tain 

last. In our Bliza’s glorious reign. 

To suit the Sage, the tranquil hour He view’d the woods t^t spread 
When thought could re-assume its around 

power. The wide extent of various ground. 

And the calm spirit of hu breast The verdant lawns, th’ embosom’d 
Thus weigh’d the fsdings it possess'd, glades [shados ; 

In this sanm matrimonial dance Which court the branriiy, sylvan 
It seems, I stand but little dhaaoe : The crystal streamthatwinds^tween, 
As for the widows I have seen, Jbid, where it flows, reflects the scene, 

They rather serv’d my mind to wean Enliven’d by the dappled breed. 

From cheering hopes of those delights Whose ranging he^ unnumber’d 
Which ought to flow from marriage feed. 

rites. Boaroe need I say his eye pursued. 

Whoe’er those curious dames may find With warm d^ht, the place he 
In matrimonial bonds to bind, view’d. [state, 

If charms in them they chance to see, — Kow Syntax, though in humUe 
Musthave fsr diffrent tastes from me. Bent him not low to ri^ or great, 

In London I soon found ’twas vain Unless their virtues did supply 
P'or'iaeto try abride to gain: life’s more commanding dignity. 

Alas, how I was there beguil’d I He felt the honour that was due 
I gatu'd no wife, but found a child. To station, and he paid it too ; 

Tho darling Ballet might have proyd But could aoaioo yield a flati^ring 
Aaol^MtwuKfliytobelov’d: ^ word 

But iOQii the frdr one made it known To one who waa a mere Mt Ixttlh 
Thatharwamheartwaanotherown; He knew that vrealihweUiindentood, 
KoroouldllMpaliadlthettLfree, Hea ample powm of doiag gaed; 

She would baat^ that haerten me. He tiieiofiem best ilmwiUing knee, 
With duome aha doea from natura Wham it flow’d finth in dMurity; 

jJaify, Bntho oouldtiioriohme&diaAaui 

Ibrtqae wailing ppon fiuae^ WhoaeeofknoiuKfloii’dfiii^l 
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And titled greatness he defied [pride. 
Whioh dealt forth soom and dieriah’d 
Hence he, in calm parsonio state, 
Approach’d the lordlj mansion gate, 
WMoh neither more or less of fkme, 
Than he was oonsoious he oonld claim, 
Dae to a pious pastor’s name. 

There ’neath a grand antique arcade, 
For coolness or reflection made, 

He saw Sir John, on thought intent, 
Who ’gainst a Gothio oolumn leant: 
The Lord of this so princely place 
Was walking by with solemn grace. 
For on his breast was seen from Iv 
The glitt’ring of his silver star. 

This Syntax saw, through branches 
green, 

Before that he himself was seen : 

But soon as his known form appear’d 
The Knight aloud the Doctor cheer’d, 
Nor was my Lorda whit behind 
In words that mark’d a wdcomekiiid, 
And promise of the fdendly cave 
That waited his receptica there. 
<’Dootor,” he said, <*yoii now are 


To where, I tdl you, * be at home ^ 
And if you wish your host to ]^ease, 
0 let him see you quite at ease ; 

Nay, I will take it more than Idnd, 
H byaoneedleeeftnmeoiifla’d, 

You will pnisoe yowwilliagpteasaif 
Aeeord^ to your fisneM tteaenso. 
The lifis we lead hon^ yon will SM^ 
la not itihont vasiefj ; 


CSeneidfe your flkney then nd dmoii 
WhitsPer around will beet amasi» 
Boeh ii the widi Ihat IttdwkMPini t 
4 a 1 now X leave you to Sir Jclm» 
Who uffi to aU you fihosg^attli^ 
jlu ymir good etaOM ftiend.* 

— All ihie hind eereuieuy done, 
({yntsix w» to hie ohad^st^^ 


Whore Patriok waited to prqpeia 
The toilette with attentive oaiu, 

For much he wish’d his skill to show. 
In taming Syntax to a beau. 

I must,” he said, try all my art, 
To make your Bev’reuco very smarts 
A valet’s akiU I long since knew 
In the gay camp and quarters too ; 
For here are ladies I have seen 
Each of them fine as any queen. 

And therefore, Sir, you must he 
dreaa’d 

To-day, at least, in all your best.”-*' 
** Then be it ao,” the Sage reptied, 

<< Your’s IB an honest, proper pride. 
Nor do I now, good Pet, oone^ 

How 1 approve y^^ur active seel : 

So tom aU out, and let flfii sat 
Hy better show of drapery.** 

—This done, Pat labour’d tsuttfturl 
The wig into a drop]^ emd, 

That dimo, and niedy powdm*dePer 
It WM a c^le wig no moiu. 

••Tho neat, now pon^s, in Ixmdou 
mado, 

By a iba’d artist in his trads^ 

And tiie silk hose then took ihiir 
ton, 

Wbibh fiwt and lege had now weiu; 
With aeanonle eoit of black, 

That bad but twiee adon’dlib back. 
HiolongcjUn, G^yntaxaclf bad ckeaPd 
Of asliff threadayaPiiiilybeandt 
IhcnccrabVd wiMi mop wbossAii 


Pat to hii acsfccM gavu am db'v 
ha itl^e wad i la miUlstos 


Ow ««• Jb tfwMd)* IwiV.* 
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Between two Veaniiee lie wee leated, 
And with suoh kind Attention greeted, 
That he oonld net haTo hop’d for 
more, 

Had he rioh Dnrhaai’s mitre bore. 

Ab he drew in hie ohidr he bow’d» 
When, locking on each tdde, he vow’d 
He ftlt himeelf a coat of arms, 
Supported by angelio ohanne. 

Thus with fine lentiments he warm’d; 
With bii gay, brilliant sallies charm’d, 
And, by 1^ Quixote tales, gave birth 
From time to time, to snoh keen mirth 
That the high Lady of the feast, 
Dedar’d, ha in himself poBsess’d 
The leading powers that impart 
Perfeotion to dramatio art : 

That his bold, lofty tkbnghts re- 
hearse 

The tragic dignity of verse, 

That in his dietohes after nature. 
There’s Comedy in eViy featore. 
And, in his stories, Faroe appears 
Broad laugh to wake almost to tears. 
For did my Lady think alone ; 

The thought was that of ev’ry one. 

!niree days weocepast, and not a void 
Was known, in pleasure nnemploy’d : 
Lnznrions crown’d the bowd, 
And roMQ|E Was the sor’rexgn lord 
That did tsmiq^lendid soeneoontrol 
Wither it were the fiow of soul, 

Or Ittuy’s sport, or active pUy, 

Tfane passed delightfiilly away, 

And Syntax was rqoio'd to aee 
He added to the gaiety. 
----Amoagtlwrod^ the jovial thaee 
Waa a known pmvro 
And he, t|y hkidiid Ikdy fMsnd 
Wia wiinily miinotf to afitend 
AeharljlgQiMi^in « 

Te eonnanli taniS frond to 


He there appear’d, in ^rightly glee, 
Be-capp’d in due conformity ; 

For, to give him a sportsman’s air, 
Some fair hand did his oap prepare* 
lie canter’d by my Lady’s side, 

Who undertook to be his guide ; 

Bat when the hounds had caught the 
Boent 

Swift as the wind my Lady went : 
She was the of the day, 

O’er hiU and oaln she brush’d away, 
And left the Doctor to pureae 
The pack, whidi never oanght his 
view. 

But whether that he could not keep 
His saddle as he took a leap, 

Or by what strange misohanoehefell, 
He oould not, or he would not tdl : 
Between two banks he was seen ^raw* 
ling. 

And, loud enough, tor mercy calling. 
He found hims^, midst prickly 
bnshes. 

Half smother’d with dead leaves and 
rashes; 

While sportsmen, as he shudder’d 
there, 

Pass’d all above him through the air; 
Like on old hroomstidk-nionnted 
witch, 

They each fisw o’er him in the ditch, 
Exclaiming, ’’Sir, lie snug and warm, 
And you’ll not oome to any harm I” 
But when he thought ihqr wore aU 
over, 

He Bcrasabled mainly fimn his cover. 
Hii rsmbtlng horas was gjoisklj 
eaa^t, 

BespsTOar^A a^er with 

Hot aouid b filih and fsila vnlra^ 

And, In laadberoV inssniaf aali^ 
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My Lady had the itory heard, 

And when at dinner ehe appear’d, 
Enquir’d as if she nothing knew 
How he had kept £rom out her Tiew, 
And what he with himself had done 
Thioughout the morning’s glorious 
run. 

He told his tale, ’twas such a treat,* 
That they could scarcely drink or eat. 
It produc’d such food for laughter 
Both during dinner and long after. 

« When you put on your wings and 
flew, 

And vanidi’d quickly from my Tiew, 
Forc’d to my fortune to submit^ 

1 fell,” he said, into a pit ; 

And such appear’d my wietohed 
berth, 

I thought that I had run to earth, 
And should require no other aid 
Than an old sexton and a spade.” 
Well,” said my Lord, no sport 
shfdl break 

Or even ride the Doctor’s neok, 

For the next hunting morning, he 
Shall paia his better hours with me 
In hunting through my library.” 
Alas, my Lord,” the Doctor said, 

1 wUh ^t you could be obey'd, 
But 1 must a^ that to my s orrow , 
My ^porting hare will end to*morzow; 
For 1 have other game in liew, 
Anothpr chaoe 1 amat pursue : 
l,myipodXiord, mist cease to roam. 
And turn mf wilUeg stqpa tow’ids 
hflUke; 

I thoe hacfe frieuda to wtai 1 owe 
Ae eeVy 

And they a kkid la^idiaDee dbow 
To see 

only, if H mnat he ao/* 

A aoft teiee laid, hit me you fi^ 
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Try to persuade your friend Sir John 
To take a wifr, ator lire alone. 

He baa greatwealth and anoient birth. 
And is possess’d of real worth. 

Yet, BO wrong-headed, he prefrrs 
To swell the list of bachelors. 

I tell yon, Doctor, what is true, 

And now 1 leare him, Sir, to you.” 
Syntax replied,—” 1 will obey,— 
And now. Sir Knight, mind what I aay. 
Pm but an organ rather rude, 

Of one most excellently good. 
Though, as I speak by her deore^ 

1 claim all due authority. 

I have been married and can state 
The pleainrea that on marriage wait; 
I know what ’tie to lose a wifr, 

The pride and comfort of my lift ; 

Nor does a day pass o’er my hoidf 
Bnt I lament my Dolly dead: 

Then listen, ae your Syntax piuaelMa 
The doctrine his txperienoo teeeheii 
Of wisest maxiuu this is ons^ 

It is not good to Htb alone: [stray 
’Tis griewras throngh lift’s path te 
Without eompouions on the way; 

If it were only thus to say: 

How eery g^crious ft tlm 
Now, the fuu in Hi ulmoct hd^jj^ 
^nnges with gold the wood-clcd k^ 
While its bemue glftten en the riUl 
—With what a grace that mjrift 
giewi! 

How fragrant ft that epPniug foaa ! 
Bow iweet tim Urd that does proftng 
Tim Tarnakeu'iiiBg wHh a MMif I 
BntOwhatJoy theft heastiwlllpfofi^ 
Who^ aatb^ jouney, aay. We 
— WjftftfflithemarM paftheMi^ 
Baih iwlf a eemfut ee nfukft: 

For we win net ateipHcs mahe 

tahe; 
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And if a marriage proyee a pain, 

If it dionld fed a galling chain; 

It ii the fault of tlioM who hear it; 
They forge it firit before they wear it : 
They merit all that they endure 
Who feel the evils they could cure. 
When ills assail, who has not seen 
That sufferings have lessen'd been, 
When they participation prove 
Fromlriendihip, tenderness, or love ? 
How soon the fretful pain grows less, 
When kind hearts shore in the dis- 
tress; 

Kay 80 row almost disappears, 

When each wipes off the other’s tears : 
'Tis better though it still annoys, 
Than many things the world calls 
joyfc 

The wifo-less man retains his pleasure 
But a short time, whate’er its 
measure: 

And his yezatioiis all grow stronger, 
Kay, which is worse, they last tho 
longer. 

While he who has a tender heart 
In a wife’s breast, and will impart 
All that he feds within his own. 

The dieering thought, the sigh, the 
moan, 

Will two-fold •v’ry pleasure know. 
And take but half his diare of woe«” 
^Bir John relied with gentle grace. 
Bat amile sarcaatio on his fooe, 

** All this iavary ftne you say 
About Ufo’a matrimonid way, 
Where, thoui^ iometimes a flow^st 
bl^ 

Yet there are pifokki on the rose ; 
Andmay wesnet have dmeetomoiixiit, 
When we are wounded by a thorn f 
But then, btddea tlieae edf»oame 
thoma, [horns.” 

ia tmuetiteae ecewn’d with 


replied, 

” Treat your wife dways as a bride, 
And let your honeymoon survive. 

Till one or other cease to live. 

Be good, be kind, love as you ought. 
The wife will rarely be in fault: 

’Tis want of husband’s love and care, 
That plants t^songly branches there. 

0 cultivate tffir nnptid soil 
With fond affection’s anxious toil ; 
Where, if love’s fragrant flowers you 

sow, 

1 Nor Thoms nor Homs will ever grow. 
And now, my worthy friend, Sir John, 
My grave, appointed task is done.”— > 
He ceas’d and bow’d, when all around. 
Praise did in ev’ry form abound : 

The ladies scream’d out with applause 
For pleading thus the female cause; 
While one from off her finger took 
A ring, and with a gracious look, 
Bade him the brilliant trifle take 
And wear it for her sex’s sake : 

While Bir John add, ” My shame to 

smother, 

Accept, I pray you, such another. 
Impute it to my stupid brain [vain. 
That thus you preach, and preach in 
The time may come when Gnpid’a 
arrow 

May set in flow my flroien mtnow; 
Gr when bright eyes their beams may 
dart, [heart; 

And wake my now too dumh^dng 
Then, whan to marry ia my lot» 

I’ll sand to you to tie foe knot.^ 
r-Thiu foe iuHvan’d ev’uiag paaMt 
And aU ware eorry ’twaa foektf ; 
Far net done foe Dootor’a 

daguiBee 

9*4 gtm tk. koiM • mMw flmr 
Th i n Muun MBrnMiBM. 
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— “Whow &iilt ii tiiatr ^iyntax 
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But he po8i6fls*d the power to pleeee But then to giro tiie meid her dm. 
By his mild eooentrioities. My friendi ebe^e young enough 

— Thepartmg words were TBiyldndi you: 

Nor in the common form design’d, Of my wife’s age, and to he §mk 

Just to be oiyil and no more, My wife is young enough fer me* 

To be forgot the following hour ; If the Birine and learned Sage 

But such as were to Tirtue due, Widies a play-thing for his age^ 

And were the boon of friendship too* She’s still so fadiion’d as to prore 
The following mom, and when the What reason can demand of lofOv * 
sun [began, She has enough of what is good, 

Hod scarce three hoaie his course To fill your void of widowhood; 
Syntax was trotting on his way, A lady bred, and, I can ^U, 
dhnd a long journey dos’d the day ; She t»clrl— the piano well ; 

Nor was it till the third day’s end And truly, ipeaking of the heart, 

That he shook hands with Biget Her bosom bears your counterpart* 
Bend. There’s fertune too, a pretty thing 

—Here he well knew he could impart T* enrich the matrimonial 
The secret wishes of his heart: Her nuptial prospeehi hafe mis* 

Here tdl his late adyentures o’er oanM, 

And all his future hopes explore, But stall she widiee to be menieds 

While feienddiip wo^ its aid pie- But my wife says it is her tSm 
pare To bear a known and leaned seaMi! 

To grant the wish or soothe the care. A feet, 1 think, the tmth seemea, 

Nor did he fer a day postpone When 1 declare that name is yonvat** 

Tomakehisbi^aiidwidimknown.— Syntax axolaim’d, ** Ay, thb would 
The Froyost answer’d, *^My dear do,— 

feiend, ’Tis a fair prospect to the fiewr** 

You know, fdllwdl, you may depend But my stars mnst be ruled by you/* 
Onall that I con say or do — The feUowing day, the hidyeami 

To fimard the important yiew, Nor need I till her maiden aams^ 

That 1 may yenture to piesme For are a weA or so was er 

Boesyonrwhnle anxious mind engage. That maiden naase washes’s no mete. 
You iMah another wife to gaiii, On the third day, IdnA Mil. Bind, 
KorwulthelridihemBdainyala, Wliowidibotih,aeamnlaalfeiend, 

If ailimpiyouwillapfsoye Had talk’d tiwimportutmatlsrofas^ 

The Lady offin’d to your lost. Freemted tfyntaxaaaloymr; 

Olhiy dear wife a feiand moat dam Whfla Bi«^ whi^d, » 

Tb-mosfowieexpeetedhere: ifeB, 

Whfetf Idonotgmat^onr, Andyoullapcubsnraaiagrthab^lPI 

]Aainanora,feem,aadcharaelnp Xwtim know all IM yen eaudioi 

fejnit fee liir you wonld prefer. And Miis^ fear na^ wiiUmfels tii/* 

YouwBlnotatartKif’tiiiaid Tho]edy,aa,fef mm^uynifc 

8hamaybeeatl*dananeienim8id, Soft fefep wise stsmigafetolimia^ 
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Be^’d to be oarzied by sozpriee, I And that’twonld be her constant aim 


For bigh-floim thongbti and gentle 
rigba [power, 

Fossesa’d, it seems, the wi^’d-for 
And she said at, within the hour, 
Nay, on the third or fourth day ato, 
Th^ were both noos’d in Hymen’s 
garter. [and Dear, 

—Nought now was heard, but Love 
ICy'Bear go there! my Love come 
here! [weather. 

And, since it is andli charming 
0 Ifll ns take a stroll together; 

Wldle she would sing to some fine 
tune, 

«( Our life diaU be one honeymoon.” 
Thns it appea^d, and Dicky Bend 
E^oic’d to see his happy friend ; 

And only will’d the joy might last 
When many a future year was past. 
—Patrick to Sommerden was sent 
To tell the tale of this erent. 

And to em^y his utmost oore, 

How to reoeiye the nuptial pair. 

He with great glee the tidings oarried ; 
And that his Bofirence was married, 
Did ev’ry Tillage tongue employ 
To tdl its wonders and its joy. 

The W0BTBIE8 were but lately come 
Back to their long deserted home, 
And felt it as a e^ disaster [tor; 
To be without their mudh-loy’d pas- 
But still it touch’d a doubtfhl string 
The tind of wife that he would bring, 
ffyotax to hii friends had written, 

<< That Iw had been by reaaonimxkitan, | 
That he was not eo Tory stQ|ild, 

As to ^7 a gisse with Capia ; 

But he had feund a pfopar wife 
Who, he belfefv^d, ww^ tozooi^ hfe 
life, 

fltrlfe to eoDKt her warieBS pewoSi 
Ih hfe 


To be on honour to his name : 

She, he was sure would gain her ends. 
To charm himself, and please his 
friends” [small, 

Pat, who had seen both great and 
Was ask’d, and he confirm’d it alL 
” A lady of genteeler air,” 

He said, was not seen any where. 
Nor is thereof abont the Lake 
Who will a ^ttsr figure make : 

On Thursday next they wfil be here, 
And the whole parish will appear 
In its best figure and array, 

To celebrate the holiday, 

When my dear master comes agen. 
With his fine Bride to Sommerden.” 
The day arriy’d, the aun ihone 
bright, 

And, ey’ry face gay with delight, 

The moUey crowd were seen to wait 
Impatient at the Tillage gate, 

And when the expected pair appear’d. 
One gen’ral Toioe of joy was heard. 
The Bride, whose tonirii indination 
Attended to the ruling fediion. 

To make her entry had bediess’d 
Her upright form in all her beat, 

And thou^t it a beooming oare 
To make the natiyei gase and atare. 
The plumage nodded from her head. 
Her pale ohedca wore a tint of red; 
And, as the carriags pass’d along, 

She bow’d to the throng • 

Nay, aoatter’d afiyer ’Ssfesg the boys 
W^se hnxzaa join’d the jorial naise. 
Some lin’d the paths beaife ihssoad, 
And tome the way with branahei 
itMnp*d: 

Four danndi of ss^gnrior grace, 

The humbto iMiiKtias ef pirn 

1 1^ Woctoy^ ssi% ifi did in wldfes^ 
Wift iMHPid ilkhoBS ^ 
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A garland bore, whose flow’rs oombiiia 
To make the nuptial symbol fine ; 
And Bal and Kate and DoU and Betty 
Were never known to look so pretty ; 
While many a tender village swain 
View’d them, and own’d a lover’spain« 
The steeple bells were loudly ringingi 
The parish choir preceded singing, 
Accompanied by fifes and drums, 
Behold the conq’ring hero comes.” 
Ma’am own’d she felt no small delight, 
At this unlock’d for rural sight, 

But felt it more because it prov’d 
How much the Doctor was belov’d. 
»The long procession mov’d on 
straight 

To the old hall’s wide op’ning gate, 
Where Worthy and his oharmingmate 
Stood with smiles upon their 

faces, 

And their known hospitable graces, 
The married oouple to receive 
With the beat weloome th^ could 
give*— [mends 

** The Husband,” Syntax said, ** com- 
His dear wife to his best of friends.” 
” The love, we to that husband bear. 
That deorwifewill moat fondly ohore,” 
The ’Squire replied: When to her 
breast 

Madam reoeiv’d the bridal guest 
—The bride at onoe Iritahe was come 
To where aha fifiind an ioitant home : 
Such Aeerfrl kindneas did appear, 
The wuh to f toeae look’d oo aiiioeN^ 
The iom» whioh wril-bred manam 
beeirt, 

in frank -aaae, ao qnicidy left 
That ere on hoar or two wm ^«r, 
TheiferangerfrriwaafrUiioaaMliie; I 
And Xm l^piitax frond 
Xm Ae ecaild throw her thou^ 


A husband kind, by all briov’d. 

And friends her heart at once ap- 
prov’d. 

—The crowd retreated to the graeni 
Where a sheep roasting wh^ waa 
seen; 

And many a stream of ale inereBa’d 
The pleasure of the joyous feast ] 
While song and donoe and pastimes 
Ck>n(dude the Hymeneal day. [gay. 
Thus hope on fritnie prospeota 
smil’d, 

Nor was it of its views begniTd. 

The higher class of neighbours came 
To visit the new-married dome, 

And all delighted were to see 
The Mistress of the Beobny : 

Nay, the gay ladies ronild the tdfra 
Did from her dress the frahion take. 
At first, she aaem’d hut atifiT and 
starch, 

And walk’d as upright as a lanli» 
But she knew when to oondeeoand 
I And to the due oooaaion bend: 

She saw that former modes of lifo 
I Would not suit with a Parson’s wifo : 
She therefoN pass’d the formar’agate 
And chatted with his Batter’d mate ; 
Would ask a ohair and ait* before 
The threshold of the oottage door ; 
(kdl forth the riilldren from wilhi^ 
And stroke the head and chntik 
chin» 

Praise the attentive pmnti^ ears. 

And irik of fovenmti^riiealdriiaie^ 
If dui the aotive froite dioald aae 
Of virtno nd of indoitiy, 
TheoAinliarboBiitimu m uatg aitf dy 
Sim eiib bar dignify nubfrln’d f 
Thtejjgk rim wooU at ttte eottiim 
And talk in gentle lip a Mh to aB; 

Tet wimn rim tiiim tnqpeif d Jmr 
Thair love WMnotmnrisfdwitfiePinb 
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Thus she assum’d the Tillage reign, 
Kor did she hear the rule ^ Tain ; 
And oft-times both the WortMes 
Uess’d [sess’d. 

The new-bronght treasure they pos- 
^Thus, while she guTe the Tillage 
Another and a better fa^e, [place 
Syntax a change had undergone 
By which at first he aoaroe was known. 
— ^He now a Tarying semblance wore 
From what he erer seem’d before. 

He now a different form was seen, 

So nicely dress’d and always clean. 
He might be taken for a Dean : 
Besides, as Fat was heard to say, 

His chin was olean-shaT’d eT’ry day. 
Hay, while in contemplative mood 
His TariouB studies he pursued. 

Not as it us’d to be before. 

In some old coat to threadbare wore : 
Bte pn^e dye, 

BQs ^ESMpEKust cover’d o'er, 
Wemilenrwl^ legs no more. 

But when he rode, the top-boots shone. 
Or hussar’d h la Wdlington. 

The squeez’d up hat that deck’d hi 
brow 

Was <hang’d to solemn beaver now 
His queer, gray oaxon laid aside, 

A smart Imwn wig the plaoe supplied. 
Which manag’d well with oomb and 
care, 

The semUanoe bon of native hair. 
Thus dhan^d, the wond’xing peop 
staz^jt 

And the fiist time that he aipear^d 
At ChutdiiAaUiliisaiirrdgmur, 
Then soarm wis one uttentive ear; 
The gaping wondar ad snxprise, 
Fon*d all the soul into the eyes. 
—The gentry much admir’d the act 
Xhct made ttn tamnd flora sma^ 


And all around approv’d the dome 
Who quietly contriv’d the same ; 

But she had something more to do, 

To change his gen’ral manners too. 

— His violin was not unstrung, 

But only touch’d when Madam sung; 
Or when the Lady chose by ohaoe 
To join the Worthies in a dace ; 

No more he fiddled to the people, 
When they be-jigg’d it ’neath the 
steeple^ < 

No more he prais’d the most adroit, 
Who urg’d the boll or threwthe quoit: 
But still the people all around him. 

As kind and fnendly ever found him, 
As when he wore a six-days’ beard 
And in his grizzle wig appear’d. 

He still smil'd ’mong the village folk. 
Though he left off his funny joke : 

And such was the continual good 
Which they in word or deed pursued. 
That when he ad his stately Lady 
Stroll'd round the village, ’twas agay 
day. [bl^, 

The winter came, the winds were 
Andtheooldbreese blew o’er the Lake, 
When Madam Syntax never etiir’d 
But well be-mff’d and well be-fhxr’d. ' 
While the Sage was to public view, 
Wrapp’d up ad well b^muflied too. 
His neck was bound with hairy ddn. 
That fqnn’d a pillow for his diin; 

So oazoM did the Dame appear, 
Toguaid from cold her swaddled dear. 
—Some hinted, ’twu a aQly whim, 

To deck the Doetor hi this 
And make him kok so like a bar 
Whose ddnhe thus was sea to Ow j 
But thatthemfOeieipcoT’diOf ooa 
The Gs^ Min was &e bate Botie. 
How tte might ht InaniMi 
But this watewB,— ill tegoimt 
wdl, 
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And if her fiinoy wai for iwaf, 

Bhe rul'd by seeming to ob^. [lot’d, 
The W 0 BTHIB 8 , too, wbom Syntox 
The new bom ohanges maohapproT*d; 
They joy’d to see his alter’d phis, 
That he no longer was a quia ; 

And were delighted at the plan 
That made him look a gentleman ; 
That his exterior might not err 
From his pure, natiye oharaoter. 

On moonlight nights the neighbours 
round 

Or musio or oard-parties found. 

All in due form and social glee. 

Or at the Hall or Beotory ; 

While each, in somekind welcome way. 
Did hospitable rites repay. 

The higher show, the Christmas-BsU, 
Were the display of Worthy-Hall ; 
While lesser pleasures did engage 
Th’ attentions of the Parsonage : 

But in regard and kindness shown 
These fairies appear’d as one. 
»Thus pleasantly the Winter pass’d, 
Whenling’ring Spring arriy’d at last ; 
And when it wu now growing gay. 
With the sweet offerings of May, 

A letter to the Doctor came [nane, 
Inaorib’d with sweet MIm Pallet’s 


i But if with nurse and child I tried, 

I A score of tongues would soon uunTol, 
By aoandal tutor’d, the stvange sight 
Of poor Miss Pallet’s distant dight ; 

I And all the spiteful world would Join 
To swear the little BantUng’s mine. 

I think you will with this agree. 

And praise my cautious prudery, 

If 1 defer my oourse to steer 
To Keswick, till another year. 

The Boy’s a perfect Cherub grown, 
And the good nurse will bring Um 
I trust within a day or two [down; 
She win her northm tour pursue. 
And soon present the babe to yon. 
But though his is a wayward toto^ 

I cannot but congratulate 
The little nrehin, sinoe he dunes, 

In your Icind heart, a paronffa oaios: 
And be assur’d, my Dear Dhrlne 1 
That he has gain’d a diare to mtoo. 
My best respeota, 1 pray, mahe Inowii 
To one who now yon your own ; 
And when to heayen yon urge your 
0 ask its all-protoettog care [pn^, 
For one, who does her naameouMnead 
To the remembranee of her friend! 
Thatname, aayon’ye been us’d to call 
Is your moat gratefiil, [it, 

Sabib PiLian.” 


» You know, Deab Sn, I did intend 
To pay a yisit to n^ friend, 

As w^ ito hia dear, rey’ie^ sdm. 
As to atoll beantias from the Laka^ 
And let wff pencil zamUe round 
11m diaima of fimtendiaatod ground* 
Bui sage discretion bids dday 
To ftitttie time my northern wi^ : 
For 1 had ptomia*d that my emu 
To Xtowkk’a aide the d^ diouU 
bail; 


In a friw daye the bntitog caBMb 
Whom BOW we Idtoto /duu^ nams^ 
And Mra. fl^ntex thas^ the story 
SoaddadtotlaDoetor’b^, . 
That dm siitofd proud of U0a 
Aaif the baia hid bean bar own. 
Thoagh yitoUadfrett the aaiiM 
Of parisMliineh an Bbibiin^^ 
She would haye it b^plM agato 
With aU due Arm at SQMMBte; 
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And w it ms, when Worthy's sdf 
Stood spoDBor fhr the littio 
And Ifadfcttt Syatu hold it there 
With promise of hjv Mm om. 
Booh oeremoaisl rite wts done, 
Again the ohiM was riiristen’d 
Bo other name, alee, was knom. 

To glTO the name it onght to bear, 
Bo pannts djd the duly share, 

Th’ nimaVtri parents mre not there I 
But snoh as happy cihaaoe had sent, 
Or heaven had in its merqy lent. 
—The Begister, as all may see, 
Beoecda the eventM history. 

All things pass’d on in that calm 
way [say. 

Whioh leaves description nought to 
—All which the Doctor found of lei- 
ttire 

From Fteiah cares and social pleasure, 
Was te Ijls study’s toil confin’d ; 
Where AMimpulse of his mixhd 
Was urgj^Ph gratify the eim, 

On baaie firm, to fix his rieim, 

To Learning’s meed and fnture Fame : 
And whenlCa’am’a bn^ mom was o’mr 
Among ber birds, her & wars and poor, 
She was behrid in silent pride, 
Embroid’ring at bis table’s side : 
Bay,ofttimesdiewonld fetch the book 
In whidh inqniiy ask’d to look, 
Andihavingfrandthewish’d-forpage, 
Would nule and say, Look there, my 
Sage! 

— ThasJ^giup and days and eeaaoiis 
Wiht| 

Aa it alfp^i ^ ^ 

4t least eoinpmt in afleimad^ 

Or was n pariMsseiet kapt 
Sonnm, Die^ 
iniKk|Siata,vl^^ 

And Joyd to find thiir nuptial achsme 
Hni net tun’d oat an idla dreass. 


Fair Pallet also oame to glean 
The dhanna of the aurrounding scene, 
And gladly bora away to town 
The beantieB she had made her own. 
Bay, Yellnm also did repair 
To tdlk of print and paper there ; 
And, in due time, he bore away 
The treasure of a future day, 

Whioh the leam’d Author had pre« 
P«’d, ^ 

With proSdse of no alight reward. 

At length Another year pass’d o’er 
Just as the last had done before : 
Syntax ne’er utter’d a complaint, 
d^d Madam was a perfect saint. 

The gont indeed gave hints, though 
slight, 

Just to disturb bis sleepy night, 

And certain feels to her would say, 
Upon a oold and riuv’ring day, 
You’re not so young, fnhr dame, we 
trow, 

As yon were twenty years ago : 

But then, all these oompjLaints to 
smother, 

Th^ were such nnises toearii other I 
The foundling also ’gaa to walk, 

And, which was bettiw still, to talk: 
Bay, Mrs. Syntax oft would quote 
His sayings in imperfoot note ; 

Was pleas’d when be could eay, 
«YonrTahI” 

But more so when he said ** Mamma I" 
A fondling sound that did appear 
So pleasing to her ready car. 

Just at thfo tiais^ M eveniiig Mr# 
With a soft bresM of loaiiner air^ 
Dpar Mra. 6— pfopos’d te taka 
A little fiahing on the Lake. 

Pkt did the umal boat pnpare, 
ThcEmaadaiigla^odiWqfo 
When the ango Boetar pliad fhe oar, 
And oanliouB row’d clo^ the aheiu. 
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Jbdiat ttood in flu iMiti 
And eH(*'«y’d4to MAt «iMi 

Wm, 

tell, 

Into the teld the Lid^r Ml: 

Instant ke plnag’d into Ike nw^ 
The darling ol kis life to save. 

When Patrick lial]ow*d, nothing loth, 
And floundering nearly drowned them 
both: 

Bat they were near the grassy dune. 
And all the danger soon was 0 * 0 ^, 
The wet dothes chang’d from foot to 
head, 

The fright dispell’d, and both in bed, 
They somehow had the seoret ohanfl 
To hug and keep eadi other warm. 
The Worthies hurried down to see 
The misdiiof at the Beotory ; 

But, finding everything was right, 
And Ma’am recover’d from her fright ; 
To keq>,alarming thonghts away, 
They ask’d for some amnsing play, 
And soon the wdoomb oards were 
spread 

On ei^er comer of the hed. 

The ourious soene thronghont gave 
birth 

To hursts of nnexpedted mirth. 

Till the kind friends, the visit over, 
Left them to deep aM to reoover. 

The following mom as ih^ tslk’d 
c^er 

The dangers of the day hefbte, 

Syntax began to diake and diiver, 
'thiile eriry Ihnh was seen to quiver: 
He widi’d to treat hie atete with 

0 hisi^hiiit Into the witar 

1 popped, ’tb’tras, aal may any 

Andaaithaia’dhimnoi^ d'yeaa% 

1 think It eannot iqjiite ma{ 


Bnekildihsdhatewodkt 
AndlatomridMhtte 
BoegMmlt^htoiw 
ADdaUhtofiMcii^fU, 

MgriioeA Immdl yov f^ 

AiSmU»!WSZm, 

WhditHql to Odd, ha not SO wazmP 
Thonf^ko, inditd, aalt igpstn, 

Let loeaahn Jekai to ealm htolM^^ 
Bnt not a momoid Wtodiltlf^ 

Tb dmd to naighh’rtog Aoe^ 

The Dootor to a hnsiy atotm 

And Inasd dm eydem to a 
—The to ptofridiia blltlj. 

The blisters oovarid haek todlwady 

And ^yntix was tontor^t to f 
Whan tbera radin’^ Ml^ggjjl eya 
Seem’d to oommeioing tojjHg tos 
And hie hand wgrid, al 
Ihia is a long aid last i 
Torpor then o’er his sii 
And he i^pearid as if he 
Bnt Death had given thetoialdMmi 
For from that deep ha ndtotomke I 
Nor will he e’er egiin aw e ftto, , ^ 

TUI Creatiim’f adf diaUshdhIIL 
And the last Trun^ ito aUotoiewtotohv 
To oaU him, wito a Lito iiaimri^ 

To Ika hitoht gnerdan of dm QcmL 
When&gMman had hmidVA 
hlsbH 

Poor Mrs. flyntoattooad aghtot: 

Then olos^d hsBT pda d ^ 
Anddoo^dltatoa] mt 
NordtodtoodtoMlii 




Ba»«»eplbdl 
Wifil 
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told her state, pale oa deapaar, 
the hense with lon^ 
^Khma STMTAXdoa’dhia life’s oareer, 

tear itfll in his ajei^ 
*^ortef Drill’d the ohaeqtuasi 
Wihli wdaie rites to graoe tiie end 
Uldf halc^d, laaeated frieod^ 

0 ’twaatMlaaeholf aoene 
THien iiB atoi bene alpng the green ! 
Wliftt train ^ moimers did appear, 
And soaroe an eye without ate! 

Vo tril fhe harvest fields display , 

It aeeii’d grioTa mournful holi^y. 
the riUags w^i-^tlie hamlets round 
Orowded the oooseorated ground ; 
And waited tee to see the end 
0/ pastor, Teate, Father, Friend I 
^'-'When in the cold ground he was 
*laid, 

Poor Fatridc, ifeil hie trembling 
qade, 

Could soaltothe light dust Boatter o’er 
The fimn whioh he should see no 
more**^ 

At first the bursting sorrow oame 
In floods u^n the widow’d Dame, 
But, by afibotion’s oare oonsd’d, 
Unnily grief wse soon oontrol’d ; 
Beligm too had taugbt her mind. 

Its law divine, to be resign’d : 
Though, fer the rankling heart-felt 
wo^ 

A parfeet sure was never feund. 

0 ’twas a less I —The blesiiiig flew : 
Jh’ soj oyaent end the prospect too 1 


It was a tranquil, oala ddii^t: 
Noglare^— butev’ry day was brighti 
—Through life’s loneweyshetrayell’d 
on, 

Di gloomy guise, with little John. 
The leliot of the man they lov’d. 

She still the Worthies’ kindness 
pray’d; 

While Dioky Bend andhis fond wife, 
Had beenand wereherfeiends thzpugh 
life.— 

But, onoe a year, nffeotion’s claim, 
The Pilgrim always came 
To Sommerden, to shed a tear 
Beside his tomb who died tor her : 
And little John, as there he knelt, 
Was taught to weep for what she felt ; 
And, as he wept, he scarce knew why, 
Lisp’d the instinctive agony. 

The Tomb, near pathway-side ap- 
pear’d. 

By Worthy’s sadden’d friendship 
rear’d; 

Near it, the dark, ofemresii^ yew 
Shed tears of m^'ifnd; evening dew ; 
And, as the 80 ]p||lure meets the eye, 
**AliA8,Poo|^STnxAx!” withasigh, 
Is read by every passer by ; 

And wakes the pensive thought, am- 
oere, 

For ever sad I— for ever dear I— 

My verse has now no mora to 
ton 

The story’s done.-SiM!EAZ, Fabs- 
wellI 





